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■Bdt  drive  Ihr  off  the  barbuoiu  diseonaaee 
Of  Bacchus  and  his  revellen,  the  race 
Of  that  wild  rout  that  tore  the  Thradan  bard 
In&hodope.'  Mxttok. 

If  my  readers  will  allow  me,  in  this  a^e  of  crowded  action  and 
wild  excitement,  to  detain  them  a  little  while  on  less  absorbing  topics, 
I  will  summon  to  their  presence  before  the  critical  tribunal  the  ex- 
clusive and  bigoted  advocate  of  our  '  new-light'  poetry.  Is  there 
any  other  great  excellence  which  you  miss  in  those  dear  old  writers 
of  *  English  undefiled,'  and  find  in  their  loud-voiced  and  long-winded 
successors  1 

'  Yes.  I  miss  the  powerful  delineation  of  wild  and  dark  and 
desperate  spirits,  whose  thoughts  were  all  fire  and  their  hearts  all 
passion ;  whose  familiar  angels  were  the  tempest  and  the  whirl- 
wind ;  and  the  sum  and  power  of  whose  feelings  could  be  condensed 
only  in  one  bumine  word,  *  and  that  word  were  lightning  !*  * 

Bah !  Excuse  the  blasphemous  interjection.  But  really  I  have 
been  so  'thrilled*  and  *  chilled;'  my  spirit  has  so  often  been  'fur- 
rowed' by  the  fiery  share  of  passion,  and  *  harrowed'  by  scenes  of 
unmitigated  horror,  in  sympathizing  with  these  wondenul  beings, 
that  my  capacity  for  astonishment  is  utterly  exhausted,  and  my  blood 
now  flows  in  calm  and  temperate  seeming  through  its  overlabored 
channels.  Therefore  I  am  sometimes  profane  enough  to  jeer  at 
conceptions  rising  so  far  above  my  ideas  of  the  possible,  and  seep* 
tical  enough  to  doubt  the  architectural  skill  of  the  windmill- wrights, 
whose  verse-machines  are  whirled  by  an  eternal  hurricane  of  pas- 
sion. Not  so  have  I  read  Homer  and  Shakspeare,  the  patriarchs 
and  autocrats  of  song.  And  I  freely  and  gladly  admit  that  you  can 
find  no  such  pictures  in  other  great  poets  of  the  elder  school.  They 
had  not  that  faculty.  They  never  dreamed  that  beings  had  existed 
on  this  earth  other  than  of  the  line  of  Adam.  And  are  you  quite 
sure  that  such  men  have  lived  and  acted ;  moulded  of  this  miracu- 
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louB  clay  \  embittered  by  demoniac  Bcorn,  and  alive  to  all  tender  and 
exquisite  emotions,  with  brows  of  blackest  gloom  and  hearts  of 
strangest  moodiness ;  their  souls  electrified  at  the  same  moment  by 
all  the  mightiest  passions  of  Heaven  and  Hell ;  placed  in  the  in- 
comprehensible situation  of  the  tempestrtossed  ships  of  JEneas,  on 
which  all  the  four  winds  discharged  at  once  their  clashing  fury  % 

*  UiTA  Eurnaqne  NoUMque  rmmt,  ereberqoe  procelUs 
AlHcu*?* 

JETore  there  been  characters,  can  they  exist  in  fact  or  in  fancy,  poe« 
sessine  at  once  all  the  ferocity  of  savages  and  all  the  gentleness  of 
refined  and  highly  intellectual  beings  ;  scowling  defiance  in  the  face 

*  of  God,  yet  looking  with  fondest  love  on  his  creation,  the  feeble 
reflex  of  his  glory,  malienant  as  Satan,  sullen  as  Moloch,  sensual  as 
Belial,  implacable  as  Achilles,  and  chivalric  as  Orlando ;  disdaining 
all  mankind,  yet  condescending  to  pursue  their  enemies  with  unre- 
lenting wrath,  and  cherishing  for  some  matchless  Amarilli  all  the 
truth  and  tenderness  of  a  Pastor  Fido  t  Such  beings  have  been 
held  forth,  to  thrill  and  astonish  the  modem  world,  and  have  fed  to 
repletion  its  morbid  appetite  for  the  monstrous.  But  who,  on  be- 
holding an  animal  thus  compounded  of  angels,  men,  beasts  and 
devils,  would  not  exclaim  in  the  words  of  Horace  on  the  imaginary 
woman-fish : 

•WouM  you  not  lMgh,0  friends  f  at  rachs  tight  f 

For  my  part,  I  should  as  soon  admire  ihe^ensemhle  of  a  portrait  in 
which  the  artist  should  attempt  to  combine  in  one  countenance  the 
features  and  expression  of  every  face,  fancied  or  real, '  that  is  in 
heaven  above,  or  in  the  earth  beneath,  or  in  the  waters  under  the 
earth,'  and  should  think  it  quite  as  natural. 

Who  cannot  see  that  the  itamina  of  much  of  our  modem  poetiy 
resembles  the  materiel  of  half  our  recent  novels ;  pathos  manufieic- 
tured  to  order,  passion  made  to  sell ;  emotion  without  motive  and 
desperation  without  cause ;  in  short,  a  thunder-storm  of  jarring  ele- 
ments, *  all  sound  and  fury,  signifying  nothing  V  From  this  school 
arose  the  earlier  heroes  of  the  Bulwerian  creation ;  the  Pelhams 
and  the  Cliffords,  odious  compounds  of  Timon  and  Beau  Brummell, 
in  the  portraiture  of  which  the  most  captivating  talent  was  employed 
to  array  vices,  destructive  of  society  itself,  in  the  seductive  garb  of 
genius,  poetry  and  courage,  and  to  identify  order  and  virtue  with 
stupidity  and  meanness.  Hence  too  have  originated  those  kindred 
productions  of  meretricious  eenius,  in  which  all  the  inventiveness 
of  &ncy,  and  all  the  power  of  pathos,  and  all  the  brilliancy  of  style, 
have  been  exhausted  to  bewilder  the  youthful  head  and  demoralize 
the  youthful  heart.  Who  is  not  worn  even  to  faintness  by  this  in- 
cessant and  unnatural  excitement;  and  what  serious  thinker  is  not 
alarmed  in  seeing  our  youth  growing  up  in  this  hot-bed  of  impetu- 
ous and  irrational  feeling,  reaching  a  precocious  and  unhealthy 
growth,  and  going  through  society  corrupted  and  corrupting,  difiu- 
sing  an  influence  as  poisonous  as  the  soil  from  which  they  sprung  t 
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Who  cannot  perceive  AbZ  tiieae  pestilent  productioiw  bare  infected 
romantic  young  minds  with  the  idea  that  tney  must  toil  after  nusery 
as  for  a  treasure ;  that  to  obtain  the  reputation  of  a  genius  thejr 
must  be  rebels  to  reason,  and  to  reach  the  distinction  of  a  hero  they 
must  renounce  their  allegiance  to  those  laws  of  GrOD  and  man  which 
duller  mortals  are  content  to  follow  and  be  happy  t 

In  the  above  remarks  I,  of  course,  allude  chiefly  to  one  of  the 
most  richly-gifted  and  deeply-fallen  of  all  God's  creatures,  the  most 
dazzHng  exemplar  of  the  Satanic  school'  —  the  great  and  truly 
pitiable  Btbon.  That  the  poetic  powers  of  this  noble  and  unhappy  bard 
were  of  a  far  higher  order  and  more  extended  sway  than  those  of  any 
other  man,  who  for  the  last  century  and  a  half  has  made  the  Eng- 
lish language  the  vehicle  of  his  musings,  is  a  proposition  which  I 
think  no  sane  mom  can  dispute.  For  although  it  has  of  late  become 
the  feshion,  among  the  elect  and  exclusive  few,  the  indoctrinating 
mystagogues  of  the  self-anointed  critical  priesthood,  to  elevate  some 
of  his  contemporaries,  and  particularly  Wordsworth,  above  him,  it 
is  but  a  fashion,  the  absurdity  of  which  is  almost  too  transparent  to 
refute.  I  shall  not  deny  that  almost  any  of  his  modem  rivals  are 
more  worthy  of  our  intimacy  on  account  of  the  more  healthful  in- 
fiuences  they  exert  on  the  mind  and  heart.  Nor  shall  I  deny  that  in 
the  descriptive,  reflective  and  imaginative  lines,  Wordsworth  is  per« 
haps  as  entirely  self-trained  and  original  as  Byron.  But  Words- 
worth's descriptions,  though  perfectly  natural,  are  too  minutely 
labored,  and  are  therefore  decidedly  inferior  to  Byron's  sketches, 
which  are  bold,  brief,  rapid  and  graphic,  almost  beyond  example ; 
and  his  reflections  and  figures,  new  and  beautiful  as  they  are,  are 
conveyed  in  less  energetic  language,  are  less  informed  by  strong 
feeling,  and  of  course  are  less  vivid,  less  poetical.     Byron,  moreover, 

Sossessed  many  other  powers  of  mind,  to  which  Wordsworth  had 
light  or  no  claim,  and  among  which  maybe  mentioned fbrtile  inven- 
tion, sparkling  wit,  scathing  satire,  melting  pathos,  and  a  depth  of  pas- 
sion, at  times  misdirected,  at  times  unnatural,  at  times  delirious,  yet 
burning  and  overwhelming  like  a  fiery  flood.  Not  to  mention  several 
truly  wonderful  passages,  enchased  in  contexts  bO  foul  that  I  should  be 
loth  to  indicate  their  exact  locale  to  a  pure,  young  mind ;  not  to  mention 
some  of  his  minor  powers,  which  in  every  sense  are  priceless  gems; 
not  to  speak  of  many  other  portions  of  Childe  Harold,  which  are 
all  but  unequalled  ;  the  entire  poetical  literature  of  England  for  the 
last  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  may  be  safely  challenged  to  produce 
as  many  consecutive  lines,  that  can  at  all  compare  in  force  and  fer- 
vor with  the  first  fifty  stanzas  of  the  Third  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 
If,  indeed,  we  consider  that  one  half  of  that  remarkable  production 
was  written  before  its  author  had  seen  twenty-four  summers ;  that 
in  the  space  of  ten  short  years  he  poured  forth  all  that  flood  of 
poems,  of  which  many  are  of  masterly  power,  though  all  the  while 
his  mind  was  largely  unhineed  by  his  own  evil  haoits,  and  by  the 
dark  memories  that  pursued,  and  desolation  that  surrounded  him ; 
we  can  hardly  doubt  that  in  native  vigor  of  intellect  and  in  all  but 
that  necromantic  pencil  which  could  group  and  sketch  the  beings  of 
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the  *  unima^able  void/  as  if  they  were  friends  and  familiars,  this 
self-tormenting  poet  was  not  one  whit  behind  Milton  himself,  and  as 
regards  his  later  rivals  was  by  Apollo's  own  unction, 

'  The  (rand  Navozjeom  of  the  reahni  of  rhyme.' 

To  assert,  then,  that  the  author  of  the  Excursion,  or  of  Thalaba,  or 
of  Christabel,  could  match  the  creator  of  Childe  Harold  and  Man- 
fred and  Don  >Juan  in  the  native  gifts  and  faculties  of  genius,  is  to 
advance  a  startling  paradox  from  a  pure  love  of  singularity. 

But  why,  if  his  powers  were  so  great,  are  not  his  poems  as  worthy 
of  constant  perusal,  and  as  likely  to  attain  an  immortality,  as  those 
of  the  elder  worthies,  whose  claims  I  uphold  against  him  and  his 
coadjutors  ?  Because  his  chief  productions  '  are  of  the  earth  earthy,' 
and  neither  cautery  nor  exsection  can  remove  the  deep  gangrene  of 
vanity,  selfishness,  affectation,  scepticism  and  rancor.  A  '  hard  say- 
ing,' but  capable  of  fiill  substantiation.  Methinks  I  behold  a  legion 
of  Byro/dingSf  with  open  throats,  black  ribands,  and  dependent  col- 
lars, starting  from  their  gin-and-water  inspirations,  cast  glances  big 
with  annihilation  at  one  who  dares  dispute  the  indestructibility  of 
their  pretended  father.  But  I  may  inform  these  minnows,  who  swim 
in  the  wake  and  imitate  the  gambols  of  that  huge  Leviathan,  that  I 
too  have  had  my  day  of  adoration  for  their  idol,  when  I  thought  that 
to  doubt  of  his  legitimate  and  lasting  supremacy  over  the  world  of 
mind  wfis  blind  stupidity  and  homd  sacrilege.  Nay,  even  now, 
when  that  wild  idolatry  is  past,  and  the  sobering  influence  of  years 
has  enabled  me  to  perceive  the  '  disastrous  twilight  shed'  by  this 
'  archangel  ruined'  upon  the  souls  of  men,  his  name  is  still  a  charm 
in  my  ear,  and  his  more  genuine  tones  a  quickener  to  my  blood. 
But  how  could  one  with  embittered  passions  seething  in  his  heart ; 
with  feelings  blasted  by  their  own  pestiferous  nature ;  with  a  spirit 
at  war  with  his  country  and  his  race ;  with  impulses  irregular  and 
at  variance  with  themselves  ;  how,  in  short,  could  one  whose  whole 
moral  and  intellectual  being  was  lashed  into  stubborn  and  scornful  re* 
bellion  against  the  laws  of  the  universe  and  the  very  throne  of  Qod, 
produce  a  poem  like  the  Paradise  Lost,  that  'pure,  ethereal  stream,' 
fresh  with  all  humanity  and  bright  with  all  religion  1  Yet,  whatever 
be  the  depraved  appetites  of  some,  these  qualities  are  altogether 
requisite  to  commend  a  work  to  the  love  and  admiration  of  the  uni- 
versal mind.  What !  are  not  men  created  with  earnest  and  trust- 
ful natures,  with  spirits  orderly,  though  aspiring,  and  with  hearts 
that,  even  when  vitiated,  still  behold 

'  Virtue,  in  her  shi^M  how  lovely  f ' 

and  still  demand  and  revere  her  presence  in  others  1  Childe  Ha- 
rold is  the  offspring  of  a  vigorous  but  unhealthy  mind,  and  it  is  easy 
to  foresee  that,  in  spite  of  its  original  conception,  bold  tone,  and 
numerous  passages  of  almost  unsurpassed  sublimity  and  splendor, 
it  contains  within  itself  the  causes  of  its  own  decay.  Those  thoughts, 
the  lofty  and  the  beautiful,  which  burst  so  gloriously  upon  us  through 
the  ice  of  a  misanthropy,  half-r^f^l,  half-pretended,  only  prove  how 
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hard  he  most  have  labored,  in  conjunction  with  circumstances,  to 
debase  one  of  the  finest  spirits  that  ever  uttered  its  musings  in  mor- 
tal language,  but  cannot  redeem  the  work  itself  from  the  immutable 
law  of  the  creation ;  '  That  which  is  false  and  unnatural  shall  per- 
ish.' The  very  basis  and  entire  conception  of  the  work  is  a  splendid 
falsehood, 

*  Which  Um  like  truth,  and  yet  DMWt  truly  Ilea.* 

For  while  I  can  easily  conceive  that  a  passionate  spirit,  cast  into 
the  seven-times  heated  fiimace  of  its  own  fieiy  emotions,  and  sub- 
jected to  the  hardening  process  of  experience,  embittered  by  the 
world's  unreasoning  hostility,  and  stung  to  madness  by  its  own  volun- 
tary degradation,  mifi;ht  at  last  become  a  seared  and  passionless 
thing,  insensible  to  the  sympathies  of  country  or  of  kindred,  and 
moving  in  cold  and  lofly  scorn  through  all  that  is  grand  or  beautiful 
in  Nature  ;  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  an  incongruous,  nay,  an  impossi- 
ble conception ;  the  conception  of  a  being  endowed,  like  the  deso- 
late wanderer,  with  an  exquisite  sense  of  the  pathetic,  and  a  perfect 
faculty  of  appreciating  and  embodying  the  lovely  and  the  great, 
while  his  heart  was  separated,  as  by  the  gulf  of  the  grave,  from  all 
fellow-feeling  with  the  breathing  multitudes  of  the  world  around 
him.  True  misanthropy  cannot  associate  with  that  faculty  which 
stirs  the  heart  at  vnll ;  and  poetry  is  always,  disguise  it  as  you  may, 
a  yearning  of  the  spirit  toward  the  Good,  the  Beautiful,  the  Sublime. 
When,  therefore,  in  the  idle  effort  to  conceal  them,  I  see  the 
bright  links  of  human  sympathy  still  glittering  through  the  mist  of 
bitterness,  and  connecting  the  Childe  vrith  his  species  by  the  chain 
of  one  common  nature,  I  feel  assured  that  his  heart,  though  more 
intensely  beating,  was  like  all  other  hearts,  and  sheltered  no  scorn 
toward  man,  as  man.  He  was  merely  a  worn  and  weary  worldling, 
disgusted  with  himself  and  offended  with  his  country,  seeking  for 
excitement,' which  palled  even  in  its  madness ;  and,  hoping  to  renew 
the  cup  of  joy,  quaffed  too  early  and  too  fast,  but  which,  had  he 
known  it.  Virtue  can  keep  always  replenished  to  the  brim  from,  the 
perennial  well-springs  of  our  nature,  and  which  Vice  herself  can 
never  utterly  exhaust.  At  the  attempt  to  invest  this  shattered  spirit 
at  once  with  the  stem  cynicism  of  Timon  and  with  the  impassioned 
poetry  of  Bums,  I  may  not,  while  viewing  that  magic  workmanship 
of  Genius,  repeat  the  '  incredulus  odi'  of  the  Roman  critic ;  but  I 
say  to  myseti,  *  The  conjuror  of  this  wild  creation  was  indeed  a 
potent  wizard,  but  he  has  evoked  an  incoherent  and  perishable 
world  ;  a  world  green  with  no  verdure  of  healthful  vegetation,  and 
brightened  by  no  cheerful  beams  of  sun  or  satellite  ;  but  umbraged 
by  a  growth  of  poisonous  luxuriance,  and  livid  with  the  baleful  light 
of  meteors,  or  lustrous  with  a  fierce  volcanic  glare.  The  Childe 
Harold,  then,  with  the  exception  of  some  immortal  parts,  untouched 
by  the  plague  spots  which  must  remain,  embalmed  in  their  own 
beauty,  to  tne  end  of  time,  or  at  least  till  the  extinction  of  our  lan- 
guage, is  a  poem  which,  when  contemporary  sympathy  with  the 
self-inflicted  tortures  of  its  author,  and  the  feverish  interest  awakened 
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by  his  brilliant  waywardness,  shall  have  subsided,  must  gradually 
become  neelected  and  forgotten.  Mournful  fate !  that  so  many  glo* 
riouB  imaginings  must  fade  away  as  the  sun-beams  vanish  when  the 
sun  is  set !  But  it  is  almost  demonstrable  from  the  very  nature  of 
the  case. 

For  poetry,  after  religion,  b  the  divinest  gift  of  God  to  man.  In 
truth,  the  finest  elements  of  the  one  are  drawn  from  the  deepest 
principles  of  the  other,  and  the  essence  of  the  two  is  largely  iden- 
tical. Twin-sisters  of  the  same  spiritual  birth,  and  partners  in  the 
same  eternal  being,  they  traverse  all  the  ranks  of  intellectual  exist- 
ence, and  find  a  no  less  glad  reception  and  natural  dwelling-place 
in  the  unsophisticated  spirit  of  man,  than  they  find  in  the  glowing 
heart  of  the  tallest  seraph  that  strikes  hb  harp  before  the  Almighty 
Throne.  One  in  heaven,  and  one  on  earth,  they  walk  hand  in 
hand  throughout  the  universe  of  God,  and  every  where  and  always 
they  link  themselves  to  the  Immense,  and  feed  on  the  Immortal. 
Religion  is  never  so  attractive,  nor  so  intrinsically  lovely,  as  when  in- 
terfused with  genuine  poetic  feeling,  and  poetry  is  never  so  pure,  nor 
80  exalted,  as  when  enlightened  by  the  eye  of  faith  and  raised  on 
the  wingps  of  devotion.  No  muse  of  mortal  inspiration  has  ever 
swept  from  her  harp-strings  a  music  so  sublime  as  that  which  trem« 
bled,  instinct  with  noly  passion,  and  swelled  pregnant  with  unut- 
terable meaning,  from  the  ten-stringed  instruments  of  Moses,  David 
and  Isaiah.  Poetry,  then,  or  the  poetic  faculty,  b  sent  on  a  mission 
of  benevolence  and  love,  and  its  office  is  to  purify,  exalt,  console. 
The  chief  and  necessary  elements  of  its  being  are  faith  in  the  living, 
universal  presence  of  a  superhuman  agency,  and  an  undoubting  be- 
lief in  the  existence,  and  a  reverent  love  for  the  manifestations  of 
the  Great,  the  Good,  the  Beautiful,  the  Holy.  It  embellishes  and 
ennobles  the  dull  realities  of  life,  and,  still  unsated,  fills  our  earth 
and  the  whole  universe  with  fair  ideal  forms;  reproductions  of 
itself,  embodiments  of  its  own  yearnings,  that  create  the  loveliness 
they  seek.  Its  wish  and  tendency  are  to  awaken  a  spirit  of  trust- 
fulness, and  call  forth  all  the  gentle  charities  of  life,  thus  endearing 
our  present  abiding-place,  by  making  it  a  garden  of  beauty  and  a 
nursery  of  immortal  fruits.  And  in  consonance  with  thb  character 
and  this  purpose,  poets  have  usually  been  optimists,  believing  in 
the  perfectibility  and  aiming  to  produce  the  ultimate  perfection  of 
our  race.  Therefore  they  are  always  bodying  forth  conceptions 
which  carry  physical,  or  mental,  or  moral  excellence  to  the  loftiest 
heights  of  the  ideal.  Therefore  they  have  always  imagined  a  golden 
age,  existing  anterior  to  historic  records  among  the  realms  of  Eld, 
and  therefore,  like  all  men,  they  dream  of  Fortunate  Islands,  an 
El  Dorado,  sleeping  far  away,  serene  and  lovely,  in  the  distant  Fu- 
ture. He  who  sincerely  believes  in  the  stationary  condition  of 
society,  or  in  the  perishable  nature  of  the  soul,  cannot  be  essentially 
a  poet.  The  poet,  so  far  from  being  bolated  in  character  and  feel- 
ing from  the  rest  of  his  species,  is  an  epitome  of  all  their  sympa- 
thies, and  a  channel  for  the  utterance  of  their  dearest  and  deepest 
emotions.    Now  the  world,  to  repeat  a  stale  trubm,'b  a  checkered 
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scene  of  joys  and  sorrows,  and  the  nature  of  man  a  singular  mix* 
tare  of  sadness  and  mirth.  While  the  experience  of  sunering  and 
our  own  frequent  and  conscious  degradation  impart  to  our  spirits 
somewhat  of  a  despondent,  pensive  and  regretful  tinge,  yet  the 
knowledge  that  we  have  still  something  great  and  excellent  within 
us,  the  sweet  rememhrance  of  hy-gone  happiness,  and  the  bright 
hopes  that  come  bubbling  upward  from  the  very  blackness  of  despair, 
do  also  diffuse  over  our  hearts  and  faces  the  pleasant  smiles  of  buoy* 
ancy,  and  confidence  and  love.  Though  sorrow  may  sometimes 
predominate  over  pleasure  in  experience,  yet  in  anticipation  we  are 
rather  trustful  than  disheartened,  and  even  past  afflictions  are  not 
unfrequently  the  source  of  after  enjoyment. 

*  Hnc  oUm^miwtMne  JuTsbit* 

The  remembrance  of  the  past,  whether  it  be  of  pleasure  or  of 
pain,  connected  with  the  thought  that  that  portion  of  our  existence 
has  gone  by  for  ever,  inspires  a  kind  of  melancholy  which  is  agree- 
ably fostered  and  soothed  by  tales  of  suffering  and  reflections  of  a 
sombre  hue.  But  they  must  not  be  recitals  of  unmitigated  sorrow, 
or  thoughts  of  utter  desolation.  The  most  distressful  tale  may  give 
pleasure  to  the  heart,  if  it  bear  in  itself  a  kind  of  antidote,  a  ne* 
peMthCf  either  in  the  administration  of '  poetic  justice,'  or  in  the  know- 
ledge that  conscious  innocence  is  always  happy,  or  in  the  belief  of  a 
sort  of  compensation  to  be  received  by  the  injured  in  another  exist- 
ence, ^d  the  most  sombre  treatise*  may  gratify  the  mind,  if 
through  Its  texture  be  visible  the  sweet  rays  of  Hope  ;  a  *  confident 
looking  forward'  to  a  better  state  of  things  in  the  infinite  Hereafter, 
or  a  reference  to  some  counterpoising  gladness  in  our  present  con- 
dition. The  burden  of  the  poet's  song,  therefore,  must  not  be  one 
ceaseless  chaunt  about  the  hoUowness,  and  falsehood,  and  cruelty 
of  the  world,  though  hollow,  and  false,  and  cruel  enough  it  is,  God 
knows  ;  for  there  is  likewise  —  God  be  thanked  !  —  on  this  earth  of 
ours  a  large  amount  of  nobleness,  and  kindness  and  truth.  A  pic- 
ture which  presents  to  us  only  the  dark  clouds  and  the  chilling  rain 
is  a  false  picture ;  for  where  is  the  blue  sky,  and  where  the  warm 
sunshine,  which  the  Lord  of  Life  has  spread  over  and  around  us  1 
A  true  genius,  though  he  be  the  child  of  sorrow,  can  never  become 
the  idol  of  his  race,  if  he  weave  all  his  words  into  querulous  sar- 
casln  and  unvarying  complaint.  An  exemplar  of  our  nature  and 
our  life,  he  will  mostly  throw  aside  the  reed,  the  wormwood,  and 
the  gall,  and  dipping  his  pen  in  love,  will  diffuse  over  his  pages,  de- 
spite himself,  the  mirthful  sweetness  of  humanity.  Nor  will  he  dis- 
unite himself  from  his  country  and  his  kind,  as  by  a  wall  of  marble, 
nor  rise  above  the  sympathies  of  men,  and  seat  himself  on  an  ice- 
berg, in  an  atmosphere  of  chill  and  cheerless  elevation. 

Now  the  spirit  of  Childe  Harold,  and  of  most  of  Byron's  writings, 
is  distrustful,  repining  and  rebellious.  Not  even  his  towerine  genius 
could  bear  him  above  the  petty  querulousness  of  some  other  froward 
children  of  Nature;  poor,  iretfril,  narrow-spirited  murmurers 
against  the  laws  of  God  and  man.    It  is  true,  hb  better  feelings, 
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'  the  divinity  that  stirred  within  him/  sometimes  broke  through  its 
envelopment  of  clouds,  and  the  subdued  and  pensive  music  which 
then  trembled  from  his  harpHstrings,  is  in  unison  with  the  pulse,  and 
makes  a  responsive  echo  in  the  bosom  of  his  kind.  But  ui^b  general, 
tone  of  the  work,  at  times  fierce  and  bitterly  sarcastic,  at  others  de- 
spondent or  utterly  despairing,  and  almost  always  dissatisfied  with 
the  world,  past,  present  and  future,  is  not  of  a  kind  to  produce  per- 
manent pleasure  among  men.  Even  those  who  believe  not  in  the 
upward  tendency  of  our  race,  and  who  despair  that  Nature  will 
ever  hum  an  evening  lullaby  to  lay  her  weary  and  distempered  chil- 
dren asleep  upon  her  breast,  can  scarcely  deem  that  this  sone  of 
scornful  bitterness  and  hopeless  lamentation  will  be  embalmed  in 
the  tears  and  coffined  in  the  hearts  of  all  posterity.  For  unhappi- 
ness  is  ever  restless  for  change,  and  if  all  future  generations  are  to 
be  bom  beneath  the  influence  of  a  weeping  star,  they  will  be  likely 
to  nourish  or  console  their  griefs  in  the  perusal  of  some  later  and 
no  less  masterly  Jeremiad.  As  for  those  beardless  youths  of  the 
knitted  brow,  the  curling  lip,  and  the  unfathomable  eye ;  the  great 
grandsons  of  that  sentimental  tribe,  who  strove  to  be  as  wretched 
as  the  wretched  egotist,  Rousseau ;  the  '  blighted'  stripplings,  who 
labor  to  be  pale  and  pensive,  and  throw  out  wild,  broken  hints  that 
they  have  experienced  that  crushing  agony  which,  in  their  prepos- 
terous creed,  is  the  baptismal  seal  of  genius ;  they  will  be  ever 
ready  to  follow  in  the  lead  of  some  other  fashionable  sufferer,  and 
to  find  a  '  dainty  sweetness'  in  his  new  and  more  modisji  form  of 
'  lovely  melancholy.'  And  those,  in  fine,  who  trust  that  the  world  is 
growing  more  virtuous,  and,  by  consequence,  more  cheerful,  will 
not  expect  these  moumAil  psalms  to  be  chaunted  throughout  coming 
ages,  any  more  than  the  scorching  wit  and  demon  sneer  of  that '  ar- 
chitect of  ruin,'  the  thousand-talented  Voltaire,  can  command  the  ad- 
miration of  time,  when  all  mankind  shall  truly  believe  in  GrOD,  and 
pay  their  rational  and  rightful  homage  to  their  Creator  and  their  King. 
It  may  be  proper  that  I  should  substantiate  by  a  few  references 
the  justice  of  these  strictures,  though  the  work  itself  is  throughout 
a  proof  of  their  correctness.     Speaking  of  the  fair  sex,  he  says : 

'  Maisxns,  like  moUu,  mn  ever  caught  by  glaro, 
And  Hammon  wiu  his  way,  where  leraphiiinifhC despair.* 

And  again : 

*  Fom  who  would  tnut  the  Memiiig  ngha 

Of  wife,  or  paramour  ? 
Fnah  feres  wUl  dry  the  bright,  blue  •ym 
We  late  saws 


Now,  in  the  first  place  these  bitter  thrusts  at  the  brightest  flower 
lefl;  to  man  of  his  lost  Eden,  are  in  direct  contradiction  to  many  other 
passages  of  his  writings ;  as  for  instance,  this  : 


<  AI.AS  I  the  lore  of  women  I  it  is  known 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  ftarAil  thing ; 

For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown, 
And  if  't  is  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 

To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  pest  al<Hra, 
And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring, 

Deadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing ;  vet  as  real 

Torture  is  theirs— what  they  uiilict  they  feel 
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'They  're  right ;  Ibr  maB,  to  man  ao  oft  uigiut, 

It  «2iMy»  fo  to  woman ;  one  aole  bond 
Awaits  them;  treachery  is aD  their  traat t 

Taufht  to  coneeal,  their  bnrstinff  hearts  despond 
Over  their  idol,  till  some  wealthier  lust 

Buys  them  in  marriage ;  and  what  rests  beyond  t 
A  thankless  husband,  next  a  faithless  lover, 
Then  dressing;  nnrstng^  praying,  and  all 's  over/ 

'  Look  on  tku  picture,  and  then  on  thatf*  my  masters.  As  to  the 
inconsistency  between  them,  it  might  be  expected  from  one  whose 
whole  life  and  writings  were  the  offspring  of  wild,  unprincipled  im- 
pulse, and  who  was  at  perfect  liberty  to  say  any  thing  that  would 
strike.  But  is  either  of  these  frightful  statements  true,  even  in  the 
worst  parts  of  Europe,  still  more  in  the  quiet  homes  of  England,  and 
more  still  in  our  own  country  1  Not  at  all.  We  have,  and  we  wish 
to  have,  no  more  conception  of  the  pfevalence  of  such  a  state  of 
things  than  we  have  of  the  treachery,  and  hatred,  and  despair  of 
Hell.  Man  is  not  *  always'  nor  generally  *  unjUst  to  woifian,  either 
here  or  elsewhere.  WoWan  is  not  always  *  caUght  by  glare,'  nor 
always  as  veering  as  the  wind ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  if  her  heart 
has  been  once  misplaced,  and  her  affections  crushed,  is  she  always 
or  often  left  to  a  joyless,  desolate  old  age.  She  has  something  else 
to  live  for.  The  social  vices,  unhappy  and  degrading,  which  attach 
BO  largely  to  the  relations  between  man  and  woman ;  the  frequent 
venality  of  the  one  heart,  the  treachery  of  the  other,  and  the  fickle- 
ness of  both ;  still  leave  a  vast  preponderance  of  happiness  arising 
from  fond  and  faithful  love ;  a  happiness  which  almost  all  may  win, 
and  which  none  but  a  misanthrope  can  doubt,  or  a  villain  spoil. 
How  much  more  truthful  Milton's  mVocation  to  *  Wedded  Love,'  of 
which  the  following  lines  are  a  part ;  surely  a  thousand  times  the 
most  exquisite  in  language  and  sentiment,  of  all  that  were  ever 
vnitten  on  the  '  universal  passion  :^ 

*  Fae  b«  it  that  I  should  Write  thee  sin  or  hiiUM, 
Or  think  thee  unbefitting  holiest  place, 
Perpetual  fountain  of  domestic  sweets, 
Whose  bed  is  undefiled  and  chaste  pronounced « 
itnarehs  i 


Present,  or  past,  as  Saints  and  pati 

Hert  LoYit  ku  goUm  »k^  n^Uff*,  Jure  VflM 

ReigMS  lUM  e 


Ms  fotden  »k^  nnUfft,  kere  UflM 
OUT  Zm^,  tmd  wav$  MpwpU  mmg9, 
I  tmd  melt  /' 


Byron  generally  speaks  of  human  life  as  if  it  were  a  lingering 
curse.  He  sings  with  mournful  energy  of  the  passions  and  the  tears 
of  youth : 

*That,  ebbing,  leaire  a  sterile  traek.behind. 
O'er  which  all  heariiy  the  Journeying  vears 
Plod  the  last  lands  of  lilb,  where  not  a  Aower  Kppears.' 

Had  he  no  conception  of  a  virtiuous  old  aee  ]  He,  who  has  passed 
his  youth  and  manhood,  as  every  one  may  do,  in  the  love  of  God  and 
man,  and  in  the  observance  of  the  laws  of  his  being,  finds  not  fruits 
alone,  but  flowers  also,  the  richest  and  the  rarest,  smiling  by  his 
wintry  pathway ;  ay,  blossoming  unchilled  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
ffrave.  And  he  who,  like  Byron,  lives  in  violation  of  his  known  and 
daily  duties,  vnll  of  course  find  that  <  the  springs  of  his  life  ^e  poi- 

voL.  zzvn.  2 
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Boned,'  and  '  its  dregs  are  wormwood ;'  will  of  course  pass  through 
his  three-score  years  and  ten,' 

■  Toiuif  ,  y«t  wierTate ;  old,  yet  oarer  wim  ;' 

will  of  course  live  in  cheerless  isolation,  and  die  with  a  muttered 
curse  upon  his  lips. 

But  listen  to  another  verse  from  the  '  Book  of  Lamentations :' 

*Tbbbb  is  m  very  life  in  our  deepair, 
Vilalttj^polaoo,*  etc 

Once  more : 

*  Alas  I  oar  youag  affeelioM  ran  to  waste, 
Or  water  bot  tlie  desert,'  etc 

And  yet  again : 

*  Ws  witker  fron  ov  yoath,  we  ffaap  away  i 

Sick— sick ;  unibnwl  tbe  boon— oaslaked  the  thinL* 

And  yet  once  more : 

*OiniMfeisaiUsenat«e;  Hisnetln 
The  kamony  of  things— this  hard  decree. 
This  oneradfeabla  taint  of  sin. 
This  bonodlees  upea,  this  aU-hlastinff  tree. 
Whose  root  is  eartli,  whose  leares  aod  branches  be 
The  skies,  that  rain  their  plagnes  on  BMn  like  dew- 
Disease,  death,  bondafs,  all  the  woes  we  see— 
And  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not,  which  throb  tliroa|^ 
The  JMBiedifshle  sonl,  with  heart^aches  ever  new.' 

Enouffh  1  enough !  Fold,  oh  fold  thy  dusky  wine,  and^hush  thy 
dismal  chant,  dark  bird  of  affliction !  Wave  thy  noomy  form  no 
more  before  my  achine  eyeballs  I  Let  thy  note  of  ang^msh  pierce 
no  longer  the  cavern  of  my  sickening  ear !  Does  sorrow  come  too 
slowly  of  itself]  Even  in  the  path  of  virtue,  are  not  our  affections 
often  wounded,  our  spirits  dimmed,  our  peace  impaired  1  Do  not 
the  progressive  changes  of  our  nature  darken  sumciently  of  them- 
selves the  glory  of  the  world  without,  and  wither  the  freshness  of 
the  heart  within  %  While  we  are  weeping  for  the  past,  dost  thou 
tell  us,  oh  bird  of  evil  omen !  that  there  is  no  joy  to  come  t  Why 
does  thy  figure  flit  gloomy  and  spectral  through  die  twilight  of  feel- 
ing, and  scream  a  new  and  more  dolorous  death-dirge  in  the  ears 
of  the  soul,  that  even  now  sits  desolate  and  mourning  in  her  dreary 
halls  1     We  sigh  for  refreshment,  and  thou  breakest  down  the  last 

Soor  remnant  of  our  faint  and  failing  strength  :  we  call  for  nuptial 
ances  and  the  festal  song,  striving  to  win  oblivion  of  the  Past  by 
watching  the  sweet  rainbow  that  springs  softly  glittering  from  our 
very  tears,  and  thou  harrowest  our  stricken  spirits  with  a  requiem 
over  the  grave  of  Hope ! 

As  for  '  Don  Juan,'  its  fate  is  certain.  Such  a  Gothic  structure 
can  hardly  be  expected  to  reach  a  good  old  age.  I  grant,  as  will- 
inffly  as  the  most  willing,  that  it  by  turns  displays  almost  every  kind 
or  genius,  and  that  in  its  highest  perfection.  Grandeur,  force,  nov* 
elty,  compass,  wit,  harmony,  pathos  appear  on  the  stage  in  their  most 
beautiftil  and  striking  forms.  But  many  passages  are  stupidly  impi- 
ous, and  shameftiUy  indecent,  and  large  segments  are  to  aU  tastes 
the  dullest  of  trash ;  the  drivellings  of  a  muse  maudlin  on  the  dregs 
of  a  noble  vintage.    And  in  general,  so  incongruous  a  mass,  con- 
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Btruedye  with  conflictmg  designs,  and  raising  its  miscreated  front  in 
defiance  of  heaven  and  earth,  must  be  of  brief  duration.  Splendid 
falsehood,  whether  in  matters  of  taste,  or  government,  or  morals, 
will  at  last  be  discovered ;  and  when  the  sancuness  of  the  foundation 
is  perceived,  the  magnificence  of  the  building,  and  the  genius  of  the 
builder,  are  both  likely  to  fall  into  indifference  or  contempt  At  va- 
rious periods  of  the  world's  history  have  bright  erratic  geniuses  shot 
like  meteors  athwart  its  intellectual  sky,  who,  had  they  been  con* 
fined  in  their  proper  orbits,  might  have  shed  a  lasting  lustre  on  suo- 
ceedinff  ages.  But  men  will  not  long  be  ^ided  by  those  who  can- 
not gukle  themselves.  Rousseau,  the  sensitive  egotist  and  passionate 
droamer,  who  took  so  strange  a  pride  in  half^lisclosing  to  the  world 
the  black  and  poisonous  ulcers  of  his  heart,  and  who  excited  in  all 
ill-balanced  minds  an  interest  so  deep,  so  earnest,  so  admiring,  has 
quietly  slipped  from  the  nooks  of  memory,  and  whatever  may  be 
his  sentence,  when  he  shall  appear,  as  he  impiously  says,  with  his 
*  Confessions'  in  lus  hand  before  the  tribunal  of  his  Maker,  both  he 
and  his  book  have  already  been  condemned  by  the  verdict  of  his 
fellow-mortals.  And  Byron,  who  was  another  Rousseau,  but  of 
still  loftier  genius  and  of  yet  wilder  phrensy,  lived  the  same  wretched, 
self-destroying  Hfe,  and  will  meet  the  same  speedy  and  inglorious 
end.  For  the  time  I  trust  will  come  when  men  would  as  soon  in- 
furiate their  blood  with  the  poison  of  adders  as  fire  their  spirits  with 
that '  wine  of  devils,'  the  poetry  of  unholy  passion.  At  all  events, 
a  century  from  now  the  echoes  will  no  longer  be  vocal  with  the 
name  of  Byron,  and  all  that  the  multitude  will  know  of  his  wild  out> 
pourings  will  be  some  imperishable  portions  of  his  larger  works, 
and  a  few  of  those  minor  poems,  which  in  their  peculiar  walk  have 
neither  peer  nor  rivaL 

I  had  intended,  afber  canvassmg  according  to  my  light  the  poetzy 
<^  Wordsworth  and  Byron,  to  examine  somewhat  in  detail  the  pro- 
ductions of  their  English  contemporaries.  But '  the  play  is  hardly 
worth  the  candle.'  As  for  Crabbe,  Rogers,  Lamb,  Heber,  White, 
and  Montgomery,  some  of  them  are  feeble  poets,  and  all  of  them 
I  consider  as  members  of  the  good  old  English  school.  Scott 
could  write  respectable  semi-epics  and  spirited  ballads;  that 
was  all.  Moore  can  compose  most  luscious  and  melodious  songs : 
that  is  alL  Some  may  think  that  Mrs.  Hemans'  poems  constitute  a 
distinctive  and  very  exalted  school  of  poetry.  1  hope  I  shall  not 
c^end  young  ladies  in  boarding-schools,  or  young  gentlemen  of  an 
excessive  quantity  of  feeble  feeling,  if  I  remark  diat  she  appears  to 
me  (barring  the  immorality)  to  be  a  sort  of  circumscr^d  and  dilu- 
ted Byron,  and  that  except  to  such  persons  as  can  feed  all  day  oil 
Ossian,  her  poetry  after  a  half-hour's  reading  grows  Monotonous 
and  tiresome  to  the  last  degree.  I  shall  not  aeny  that  some  score 
or  more  among  her  smaller  poems,  knov^n  to  every  body  by  herart, 
are  of  original  and  exceeding  beauty,  and  not  devoid  of  energy  and 
keahh.  But  the  rest  of  her  productions,  many  of  them  quite  supe^* 
nor  by  themselves,  are  mostly  repetition,  repetition,  repetition ;  a 
rjfikKkmeiU9  of  the  same  superfluous  epithets,  and  ideas  of  the-saoM 
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family  likeness.  They  are  impregnated  with  a  strong  and  uniform 
mofmerism,  and  all  bear  the  same  unmistakeable  '  image  and  super- 
scription.' She  was  excessively  fond  of  subjects  .generally  consid- 
erea  by  sentimentalists  as  highly  romantic ;  such  as  knights  with 
black  plumes,  war-worn  crusaders,  etc.  There  is  little  contrast  in 
her  poems,  and  their  Tariety  is  like  that  of  a  paper  of  pins,  a  Tari- 
ety  m  numbers,  not  in  kind.  I  once  read  her  poems  throughout.  I 
would  not  do  it  again  '  for  love  or  money.'  I  became  absolutely 
sick  of  the  unvarymg  beauty  of  the  world ;  for  orer  it  all  flowed  the 
same  balmy  breath,  and  floated  the  same  rosy  glow.  She  possessed 
great  sensibility,  and  great  facility  of  rhyme ;  but  as  her  intellect 
was  not  powerml,  her  fecundity  was  her  bane.  Joanna  Baillie  had 
assuredly  far  more  of  poetical  capacity. 

In  all  the  foregoing  remarks,  I  must  not  of  course  be  understood 
as  denying  that  many  English  poets  of  the  nineteenth  century  (some 
of  them  just  rising  on  our  view)  are  deserving  of  great  gratitude 
and  admuration ;  but  merely  as  upholding  the  claims  of  their  prede- 
cessors to  deeper  reverence  and  longer  study. 

Having  wearied  myself,  and  probably  my  readers,  and  certainly 
Old  Knick.,  who  does  not  like  long  articles,  I  would  here  pause,  but 
for  some  thoughts  that  rise  of  themselves  in  considering  die  career 
of  such  ereat  bad  men  as  Rousseau  and  Byron,  and  the  deadly  in- 
fluence they  shed  on  the  minds  and  lives  of  their  admirers.  To  a 
fine  sensitive  young  mind,  which  has  just  reached  the  turning-point 
of  Hfe,  when  intoxicating  thoughts  rush  in  upon  it  like  a  flood,  and 
Poetry  spreads  forth  her  magical  and  bright  creation,  some  words 
of  counsel  might  be  addressed.  Be  heedful  of  your  steps !  I  warn 
you,  you  are  treading  on  dangerous  ground ;  *per  ignea  mppontoa 
dneri  dolo$oJ  You  are  walking  over  a  soil  beneath  whose  shallow 
incrustation  rolls  the  burning  lava,  and  igrnite  the  sulphurous  vapors 
of  volcanic  passion.  And  know  you  that  many  a  napless  Empe- 
docles  lies  imbedded  in  those  smouldering  depths ;  that  many  a  noole 
spirit  has  been  scorched,  and  blackened,  and  petrified  for  ever  by 
the  smoke  and  cinders  of  that  fiery  furnace ;  or  overtaken  and  sur- 
rounded, like  a  buried  city,  by  the  '  devilish  glut'  that  boils  from  its 
infernal  craters!  Are  these  figures  extravagant  1  Would  6t>D 
they  were  !  Would  GrOD  they  could  faintly  ynage  that  moral  ruin, 
which  might  draw  '  tears,  such  as  angels  weep !'  For  is  it  not  a 
Jaet^  that  many  a  being  of  stateliest  growth,  formed  for  the  pride  and 
shelter  of  his  race,  has  been  blown  upon  by  winds  from  tne  desert 
of  blasted  hearts,  till  he  has  stood  like  a  scathed  oak,  its  glory  with- 
ered t  Were  not  one-third  of  Heaven's  angelic  brotherhood  '  flung 
fi^m  eternal  splendars,'  foQowing  the  '  Morning  Star'  in  his  conta- 
gious fall  f  And  are  not  amr  Morning  Stars,  whether  fixed  or  feUen, 
omnipotent  for  evil  as  for  good  t 

Alas !  in  my  own  narrow  walk  have  I  not  seen  high,  bold  beings 
led  by  the  '  Satanic  Muse'  along  the  downward  vray  f  Was  I  not 
^miliar,  like  a  brother,  with  a  bright  and  beauteous  youth,  whose 
god  was  Byron ;  who  purposely  chained  his  clear  intellect  to  the 
^dieels  of  an  impulsive,  burning  spirit,  because  he  was  resolved  to 
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be  a  hero ;  who  suppressed  his  healthful  feelings,  and  burst  from 
the  ties  of  natural  affection,  wishing  to  make  each  day  a  chapter  of 
passionate  romance ;  who  left  friends  and  kindred  to  roam  through 
foreign  lands  in  quest  of  wild  adventure ;  who  returned,  worn  and 
wretched,  only  to  feel  in  bitterness  '  the  late  remorse  of  love ;'  for 
the,  his  own  fond  mother,  was  sleeping  in  the  '  wormy  bed,'  andnaw 
no  tears  of  contrition  nor  deeds  of  amendment  could  soothe  her  poor 
crushed  heart ;  and  who,  in  fine,  died  in  the  morning  of  his  life, 
almost  a  maniac  in  utter  desolation  1  We,  who  have  attained  to 
safer  years,  may  sometimes  pause  to  admire  the  glory  and  lament 
the  gloom  of  an  intellect  like  Byron's.  But  while  we  weep  by  the 
grave  of  suicidal  genius,  and  gaze  in  speechless  sorrow  on  the  wreck 
of  mind,  let  us  keep  the  young  and  the  ardent  aloof  from  their 
maddemng  influence.  '  Though  dead,  they  yet  speak.'  Their  spirits 
still  live,  and  exert  a  power  of  evil  eloquence  on  men,  more  blight- 
ing than  '  the  pestilence  that  walketh  in  darkness,  or  the  destruction 
that  wasteth  at  noon-day.' 


WB         MEET         IN         DREAM 


*  Wc  are  toob  Btnff  as  dream*  are  made  of, 
And  eat  ItcUe  life  la  roanded  wlUk  a  aleep.' 


Thou  com'it  to  me  in  dreaim,  beloved !  thou  com'it  to  me  in  dreum ; 

A  vinon  of  the  solemn  night,  that  o'er  my  spirit  gleams ; 

I  think  not  of  thy  quiet  sleep,  thy  calm  unbroken  rest. 

For  my  hand  is  clasped  within  thine  own,  my  lip  to  thine  is  pressed ; 

And  softly  to  my  dreaming  ear  thy  voice  comes  sweet  and  low ; 

Alas !  for  all  the  weary  months,  since  last  I  heard  its  flow ! 

We  meet  as  we  in  life  had  met ;  I  feel  thy  warm  caren, 

And  thhie  eye  hath  still  the  same  deep  gase  of  thoughtful  tendemen ) 

And  we  speak  the  same  fond  words  again,  of  love  and  hope  and  trust, 

And  I  forget  my  path  of  tears,  and  thy  low  bed  of  dust ; 

Forset  the  wreck  that  Death  has  made,  the  hour  that  bade  us  sever. 

And  deem  thou  com'st  m  life  and  love,  mine  own  again,  for  ever  I 

Thou  oonk'st  to  me  in  earthly  guise,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  come, 
When  thy  smiles  brought  gladness  to  my  heart  and  sunshine  to  my  home : 
And  joyfuUy  I  greet  thy  smiles,  thine  eye's  pure  light  I  see. 
But  oh !  beloved,  in  heavenly  robes  come  yet  m  dreams  to  me ! 
Come !  for  my  yearning  soul  would  know  of  that  far  world  of  bliss, 
Would  question  if  its  holy  joys  queU  every  thought  of  this ; 
Would  know  the  form  thy  spirit  wears  in  those  pure  courts  above. 
And  learn  the  language  of  the  skies,  breathed  from  thy  lips  of  love. 

Would  question  of  thy  high  employ,  before  the  eternal  throne — 
Oh  !  in  thy  robes  of  glorious  light,  come !  come  to  me,  mine  own  I 
Tell  me  if  we  shall  meet  in  joy,  when  my  brief  race  is  o'er, 
And  hand  m  hand  on  angel  wings  the  fields  of  light  explore ; 
And  whisper  if  a  love  like  ours,  in  that  celestial  air. 
Shall  live  with  newer,  holier  powers,  unchanged,  unchanging  there ! 
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MY     UNCLE,     THE     PARSON 


IrOMBSB    VKBSa. 


All  we  not  mei^  tkat  wear  Um  fom  of  Mmi  ; 

Nor  all  aro  Diaaen,  that  ira  Dinnera  eali'd  I 

Tim  DoC  the  tkioof  of  Ihrorlod  attwdaBti; 

Tis  aot  thoflara  of  fflaa;  the  pomp  of  plata ; 

The  hatre  of  a  thooMnd  lamne  of  gwd ; 

Nor  eaaibroiia  garnitore  of  jellied  meate 

That  pam  vntouch'd  from  baaqnet  unto  baoquet, 

FilUa|r  the  Bye  perehaace  bat  not  the  mo«th ; 

Nor  aU  the  fioeata  of  BBLioojLBin.in 

Without  a  Tirtuoue  welcome  from  the  hoit ; 

Par  teie  the  loav  array  of  Tiylmin  head%  * 

With browe  eUCain-like  with  anholy  thrift. 

That,  diaaen  haTiag  girea,  would  dfaraer  take— 

O  no,  my  hearti  aot  each,  not  each  the  fruit 

Wherewith  to  form  that  recreatioa  of  the  Soul ; 

That  interchance  of  beautiful  coomnnioB  { 

That  joy  of  bright  Oiympne  t  choeen  by  the  Goda 

To  charm  and  to  divide  the  golden  hours 

And  make  after  mid^day  a  aecond  mom  of  Hope! 

That  Violet  panage  oa  the  wina  of  Time 

The  Wiae,  with  eameetneMi  a  dianer-call  I 

OXJI   AXBOW. 

*  That  violet  passage  on  the  wing  of  Time/  as  the  didactick  old 
authour  above  cited  well  calls  it,  if  as  I  suppose  he  means  the  din- 
ner-hour, now  reached  the  nicely-sanded  parlour  at  the  Inn  of  good 
Mistress  Roach  in  the  then  village  of  Ipswich.  The  door  opened; 
and  there  were  ushered  into  the  apartment,  the  antecedents  and 
partakers  of  the  coming  repast,  two  individuals  of  grave  and  re- 
spectable appearance ;  one  a  thickset  man  of  middle  age,  and  the 
other  a  more  youthfiil,  and  much  taller,  stouter,  larger  person,  than 
his  companion. 

They  were  two  of  a  class  that  forms  the  pride  of  New-England ; 
and  that  might  weU  be  the  boast  of  any  country  on  the  Earth.  Men 
of  order,  and  of  truth ;  men  of  purpose,  men  of  intelligence,  men 
of  action ;  yeomen  of  Massachusetts ;  freeholders  of  that  stem  and 
rugged,  but  surely  not  unpropitious  soil — if  health  and  strength  of 
body ;  if  tranquil  and  condensed,  yet  irrepressible  energy  of  mind, 
which  is  with  them  the  almost  invariable  concomitant  of  physical 
force  and  laborious  exertion,  can  in  any  degree  be  consictered  as 
tendencies  of  climate  or  of  nurture. 

They  had  uncased  themselves  out  of  the  long  blue-striped  home- 
spun frock  that  when  upon  the  road  had  covered  each  from  neck  to 
ancle,  and  having  made  free  use  of  the  pump  at  which  their  cattle 
also  had  been  refreshed,  came  into  the  parlour  with  the  hair  around 
the  brows  and  cheeks  still  wet  with  the  vigorous  ablution  they  had 
undergone.  They  entered  like  proprietors;  and  would  have  had 
die  same  bearing  if  the  Inn  had  been  the  palace  of  the  Ceesars ; 
and  yet  there  was  nothing  in  their  manner  either  rude,  or  obtru- 
sive. Calm,  hard-featured,  swart,  athletic  men,  'they  reminded 
me  as  I  rose  to  accost  them,'  said  my  Uncle  the  parson*  '  of  Ajax 
the  Less,  and  Ajax  Telamon/ 
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The  parties  were  at  home  with  each  other  in  a  moment  These 
were  farmen;  and  although  my  uncle  the  paraon  had  never  in  the 
least  heen  a  practical  agriculturist,  he  had  owned  lands  and  paid 
taxes;  and  understood,  or  thought  so,  that  great  mystery  for  re- 
storing the  heart  of  an  Estate,  the  Succession  of  Crops — Cattle, 
and  could  talk  about  the  breeds;  Sheep,  for  he  had  sunlc  money  in 
raennoes;  Trees,  and  the  discourse  turned  partly  upon  Apples; 
and  then  he  was  recondite  upon  the  Swedish  Turnip  and  the  ad- 
vantage of  boiling  potatoes  for  the  fattening  of  Hogs,  though  he  had 
never  chanced  to  h^  possessed  of  any  living  Specimen  of  that  most 
interesting  Genus.  Indeed,  in  common  with  many  other  distin- 
guished individuals  whom  I  have  had  the  honour  to  know,  both  as 
members  of  his  own  family,  and  as  travellers  among  us  of  high 
repute  from  foreign  lands,  my  uncle  the  parson  was  I  think  rarely 
more  entertaining  than  upon  subjects  that,  except  by  theories  of 
their  own,  they  all  knew  very  little  about 

Then  doubt  not.  that  he  had  his  own  full  share  of  delight  in 
noticing  the  peculiarities  of  manner  in  his  temporary  associates; 
in  listening  as  he  did  with  all  the  charm  of  his  kind  heart  to  a 
variety  of  words  and  inclinations  of  speech  that  belong  as  he  con- 
ceived to  the  pure  Saxon-English;  to  the  English  that  obtained, 
when  Milton  wrote ;  or  Shakspeare,  by  the  influences  of  his  genius, 
yet  lived  in  the  language  he  had  endued  with  life. 

Words  and  expressions,  that  are  almost  lost  or  grown  obsolete 
upon  our  immediate  shore,  where  we  have  chiefly  in  our  literature 
and  commerce  to  do  with  the  present  trans-atlantic  idiom,  blighted 
as  it  comes  to  us  by  common  harlotry  with  the  tongues  of  con- 
tinental Europe,  that  have  displaced  die  grand  inversions  of  the 
old  Masters ;  than  which  no  form  of  speech  is  more  satisfying  to 
the  soul  of  man;  and  have  substituted  in  their  place  the  smooth 
but  'unimpressionable*  phrases  of  lands  of  the  olive  the  citron 
and  the  fig.  With  us  in  the  interior,  at  least  so  thought  my  uncle 
the  parson,  the  language  that  we  brought  abides  and  bourgeons 
and  IS  cherished  in  its  native  strength  and  sweetness;  among  the 
hills  and  woodland  fastnesses  of  New-England,  as  along  the  v  ales 
of  Sleepy  Hollow. 

All  this  giutifled  him  highly,  and  during  this  cheery  companion- 
ship and  genial  interchange  that  his  kind  manners  had  induced,  the 
dimples  upon  the  parson's  &ce  were  like  raindrops  that  fiJl  quick 
from  Heaven  upon  a  fountain  for  the  simple  pleasure  of  the  thing 
itself;  as  they  can  never  hope  to  add  to  the  waters  within  the  circle 
of  its  beautiful  abundance. 

The  first  coune  of  the  repast  was  now  served  up.  It  consisted 
of  one  only  dish ;  but  that  dish  was  a  capacious  milkpan  pressed 
into  use  for  the  occasion  from  its  ordinary  service;  earthen  ware  of 
a  chocolate  colour,  with  vignettes,  true-lovers'  knots  and  fantasies, 
traced  upon  the  sides  in  yellow  paint  with  a  free  hand  and  pencil^ 
before  it  had  been  glazed  or  petrified  by  the  oven  for  the  use  to 
which  it  was  to  be  destined.  In  the  concave  lay  the  boiled  fowls, 
liie  pork,  wbA  a  soft  well  boiled  ctfbbage ;  and  around  upon  the 
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broad  marein  of  this  ample  receptacle  were  arranged  in  fanciful 
variety  and  colour,  beets,  carrots,  parsnips,  turnips  and  potatoes. 

NoUiing  could  be  more  thoroughly  and  precisely  cooked ;  nor, 
after  the  parson  had  invoked  the  blessing,  could  anything  have 
been  more  admirably  carved,  or  more  entirely  and  devoutly  en- 
joyed. My  uncle  the  parson  was  an  adept  at  the  use  of  the  knife 
and  fork.  It  may  be  supposed  by  persons  unversed  in  the  science, 
that  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  is  to  divide  a  pair  of  boiled  fowls 
and  slice  up  a  billet  of  salted  pork. 

It  is  not  so,  my  Masters.  Nothing  is  easier  indeed  than  to  tear 
the  one,  piece-meal;  and  maul  the  other  into  fragments;  but  to 
apply  the  Knife  with  unerring  exactness  to  the  line  or  point  at  which 
the  oivision  is  most  gracefully  to  be  made ;  to  let  the  detached  part 
take  with  it  the  exact  proportion  of  the  epidermis  that  clothed  it 
when  upon  the  bird,  and  not  a  jot  more ;  to  help  bountifully  and 
with  a  hberal  heart,  and  yet  with  a  discretion  and  reserve  that  can 
always,  while  any  thing  remains,  renew  the  supply  with  a  part  that 
seems  almost  as  desirable  as  any  that  has  already  been  given  away— 
this  is  CARVING.  And  there  is  a  skill  that  can  almost  impart  an 
appetite  with  a  slice  of  meat  to  the  person  that  is  to  receive  it, 
wlule  a  good-natured  bungling  friend,  with  a  mishapen  bit  of  the 
same  viand  which  he  has  spoued  your  best  dish  to  wrench  off,  can 
take  away  the  appetite  that  had  existed  and  that  he  has  been  called 
upon  to  satisfy^ 

It  may  to  some  persons,  particularly  (I  have  noticed)  when  judg- 
ing of  the  food  of  other  people,  seem  a  matter  of  indifference  or  of 
unimportance  what  quality  of  sustenance  be  used  to  nourish  the 
body,  and  in  what  manner  that  sustenance  be  distributed  and  con- 
sumed. 'It  is  very  good  soup  for  the  poor!  really  uncommon 
good  soup !'  cries  the  Chairman  of  a  Committee  of  Supply  after 
tasting  it  with  infinite  repugnance  and  a  large  silk  pocket  handker- 
chief in  his  hand;  '  amazing  fine  soup !'  getting  away  as  far  as  he 
can  from  the  steam  of  it,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  this  day 
done  his  duty.  But  this  is  a  state  of  mind  not  drawn  certainly  fr^m 
Holy  Writ,  nor  from  the  Divine  Example  therein  contained. 

At  the  Marriage  Feast  of  Cana  in  Galilee  for  example,  Water 
was  not  only  immediately  converted  into  Wine  for  the  gratification 
of  the  guests  upon  that  festive  occasion,  but  the  quality  of  the  Wine 
thus  miraculously  provided  was  so  admirable,  as  to  induce  the  Go- 
vemour  of  the  Entertainment  to  expostulate  with  the  bridegroom, 
upon  his  having  deferred  bringing  it  forth  until  this  late  hour  of  the 
feast.  '  Every  man  at  the  beginning  of  the  feast  doth  set  forth 
good  Wine,  and  when  men  have  well  drunk,  then  that  which  is 
worse:  but  thou,'  said  he,  'hast  kept  the  good  Wine  until  now.' 

It  is  indeed  difficult  to  read  in  the  Gospel  any  one  among  the 
frequent  instances  in  which  our  blessed  Master  is  represented 
seated  at  the  table  with  His  disciples  or  administering  to  their 
comforts,  without  having  all  the  hospitable  impulses  of  the  heart 
awakened  and  refined  by  the  grace,  and  (if,  consistently  with  the 
homage  and  devotion  His  naae  inspires,  such  a  word  nay  be  em* 
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ployed*)  the  elegance  with  which  for  our  sakes  He  condescended  to 
preside.  So  eminently  remarkable  was  this  characteristick,  that  al- 
though two  of  His  disciples  had  walked  and  conversed  with  Hnt 
on  the  road  to  the  Yillage  of  Emmaus,  'three  score  furlongs  from 
Jerusalem/  listening  widi  'burning  hearts'  as  He  expounded  at 
large  to  diem  the  Scriptures  concerning  Himself,  yet  did  they 
lemrd  Him  only  as  a  mysterious  and  eiuightened  Stranger,  until, 
as  He  sat  at  meat  with  Uiem,  '  He  took  bread  and  blessed  it,  and 
brake  and  gave  to  them.  Then  their  Eyes  were  opened  and  they 
knew  Him.' 

It  was  impossible  for  them  a  moment  beyond  this  act  to  doubt  the 
unspeakable  charm  that  could  belong  only  to  Himself  ;  with  which 
He  originated  and  dispensed  those  precious  graces  of  social  life 
that  His  Advent,  among  yet  greater  blessings,  hath  established  as  a 
living  and  universal  indication  of  His  faith  throughout  the  world. 
A  due  and  reverent  estimate  of  the  creatures  of  Gt)D's  bounty ;  with 
which  we  are  supplied  not  merely  to  satisfy  our  corporeal  wants, 
but  as  a  means  for  the  interchange  of  the  social  affections,  and  for 
the  growth  and  free  expansion  of  all  the  tender  charities  of  life. 
They  are  G-ifts,  to  be  used  freely,  cheerfully,  hospitably ;  but  skil- 
fully, nicely,  in  their  best  condition,  and  without  abuse  or  waste ; 
gladly,  and  with  singleness  of  heart;  and,  my  most  fair  friends,  a  little 
good  cookery  with  its  proper  appliances  accomplishes  marvels  in  this 
way,  over  the  same  ingredients  used  at  disadvantage.  The  mantle 
of  Phocion  remember  was  in  its  texture  coarse  as  that  of  Diogenes ; 
but  while  the  one  was  soiled  and  tattered,  that  of  the  other  was 
throughout  his  life  kept  spotless  and  attractive. 

I  have  endeavoured  gentle  reader,  by  this,  I  hope  not  imperti- 
nent, indulgence  of  my  thoughts,  to  give  time  to  the  good  peopleof 
the  sanded  parlour  to  accomplish  without  interruption  all  that  they 
had  to  do  with  the  first  dish,  at  the  hospitable  board  of  good  Mis- 
tress Roach  of  the  then  village  of  Ipswich ;  and  behold  you  now 
the  advantage  of  your  kind  and  patient  listening  1  Here  are  fresh  hot 
plates,  fresh  knives  and  forks,  the  same  noiseless  attendance  of  the 
lithe  and  beautiful  Rebecca,  and  a  faultless  haunch  of  wether  mut- 
ton, that  lies  glowing  and  blushing  at  the  dound  of  the  praises  that 
are  bestowed  upon  it ;  swelling  out  its  fair  proportions  to  a  circum- 
ference one  full  third  greater  than  it  was  when  the  ardent  beam  of 
the  hickory  fire  first  glanced  upon  its  almost  colourless  surface,  and 
of  whose  warmth  and  constancy  it  now  brings  us  a  remembrance 
of  such  a  lively  pink  and  brown. 

My  Uncle,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  excellent  specimens  of  what 
has  been  cMed  parson*s  meat,  paused  for  a  moment  to  regard  it  with 
the  complacency  it  seemed  to  challenge,  before  the  gravy  welled  out 
from  his  first  incision.  From  the  knuckle-bone  to  the  last  joint  of  the 
qneue,  from  the  Pope's  Eye  to  Queen  Elizabeth's  bone,  each  prefer- 
able and  available  slice  to  be  cut  transversely  or  venison-wise,  each 
tendon,  layer  of  &t,  and  intricacy  of  sweetness,  was  as  apparent  to  his 
practised  eye  as  if  marked  out  before  him  upon  a  diagram.  He 
availed  himself  of  his  knowledge  for  the  benefit  of  his  companions 

VOL.   XXVII.  3 


18  My  Uncle,  the  Parson.  [January, 

at  once  while  the  mutton  was  hot,  as  courteously  as  if  they  had  been 
his  home-guests,  and  listened  to  their  repeated  praise  as  if  the  fare 
had  been  nimished  from  a  flock  of  his  own.  But  at  his  own  second 
slice  he  sent  Jim  to  the  pocket  of  the  chaise  for  a  bottle  of  Worces- 
tershire Sauce ;  and  finding  it  hardly  warm  enough  for  so  raw  a  day, 
produced  a  small  flat  phial  with  gilt  edges  and  glass  stopper  that 
comes  to  us  generally  from  Smyrna  with  Attar  of  Roses,  but  which 
was  now  filled  with  Cayenne  pepper  that  he  used  as  a  reinforcement. 

The  two  farmers  were  attentive  to  all  his  movements.  The  addi- 
tion of  the  sauce,  when  there  was  such  a  foil  supply  of  gravy  of  the 
dish,  seemed  to  them  to  be  merely  a  superfluity ;  but  the  exploring 
genius  of  Ajax  Telamon  was  irresistibly  excited  by  the  pepper,  a 
condiment  that  was  altogether  new  to  him  ;  and  perceiving  that  the 
effect  was  grateful  and  appetizing,  *  Pray,  Sir,*  said  he,  'would  you 
have  the  goodness  to  let  me  taste  a  little  of  yourroi  salt]' 

'With  pleasure,'  replied  the  parson  ;  'but  1  must  apprize  you  that 
it  is  pepper,  and  not  salt ;  pepper  of  the  strongest  force,  that  I  re- 
ceived from  a  friend  in  the  tropicks,  and,'  said  he,  handing  it  to  him, 
*  a  very  few  grains  go  a  great  way.' 

A  half  derisive  glance  at  the  size  of  my  Uncle  and  then  at  his 
own  portly  figure  seemed  to  intimate  that  he  thought  the  caution 
very  bttle  worthy  of  notice  by  a  man  of  his  cubicular  inches.  He 
rapped  the  bottle  on  the  side  as  he  )iad  seen  the  parson,  to  loosen 
the  grains  of  this  fiery  stimulant,  applied  it  in  the  same  way  but 
without  the  same  caution  to  his  gravy,  and  used  it  freely  with  his 
meat. 

The  pepper  was  not  lone  in  making  his  acquaintance,  but  he  re- 
^isted  manfully  the  first  intimations  of  this  internal  assailant ;  hem- 
med stoutly  and  repeatedly,  as  if  he  were  determined  to  maintain 
his  ground ;  his  face  then  became  scarlet ;  an  unnatural  warmth 
took  possession  of  his  frame  ;  the  tonsils  of  his  throat  began  to  swell ; 
his  eyes  glistened,  he  dashed  away  a  tear  from  his  obstructed  sight, 
spread  abroad  his  arms  like  Samson  groping  for  the  remaining  pillars 
of  the  Temple  of  Gaza,  and  rose  in  an  agony  of  distress  and  pam,  un- 
imaginable to  him  in  his  dreams  before.  |His  first  note  was  that  of  the 
great  brindled  Bull  in  his  own  cattle-yard  at  home.  The  word  roar 
poes  no  justice  whatever  to  the  sound. 

Fortunately  he  did  not  cough.  My  Uncle,  much  concerned  at  the 
incident,  recommended  him  to  allay  the  pungency  with  a  elass  of 
water.  He  caught  at  the  word.  He  endeavoured  to  say,  *  Will  that 
put  it  out  1'  and  making  for  a  huge  stone  jug  that  had  just  been  re- 

Elenished,  he  raised  it  bodily  to  his  lips,  and  took  a  ^ught,  that, 
ad  its  contents  been  more  genial,  might  for  it's  length  and  breadth 
and  depth  and  height,  have  won*  from  Bacchus  the  whole  conquest 
of  the  Indies. 

'  Jedediah,'  said  he  as  soon  as  he  could  articulate, '  for  the  land's 
sake,  does  my  mouth  blaze  V 

'  No,'  said  the  other  with  imperturbable  coolness,  *  but  it  smokes 
consumedly  Hiram,  I  tell  you.' 

Another  jar  of  water  seemed  to  re&ssure  him  of  his  safety  against 
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internal  combustion ;  and  his  powers  of  speech  in  some  measure 
returning,  and  with  them  his  entire  self-possession,  he  strode  in  &ont 
of  my  Uncle  and  accosted  him  :  '  Do  you  know,  Mister,  that  I  took 
you  for  a  Parson  T 

'  I  am  indeed,'  said  my  Uncle,  '  an  humble  member  of  the  cloth.' 
*  O  you  be,  be  you  %    And  do  you  think  it  is  any  how  consistent 
with  your  calling  to  travel  about  the  country  in  this  here  way  car- 
rying Hell-Fire  m  your  breeches  pocket  V 

*I  was  so  shocked,'  said  my  Uncle  the  parson,  *  at 

being  supposed  to  have  had  the  phial  in  such  a  preposterous  place, 
and  so  disconcerted  at  having  been  the  cause  however  innocently 
of  hb  discomfort,  that  I  had  very  little  to  say  in  reply.  These  long 
waistcoasts  with  lapelle  pockets  overhang  the  dress  in  such  a  man- 
ner Brother,  that  his  mistake  is  almost  excusable.'  This  was  said 
to  my  Father,  and  though  they  both  laughed  over  the  recital  of  the 
a&ir,  there  was  an  obvious  difference  in  the  degree,  as  well  as  in  the 
cause  of  their  enjoyment.  My  Uncle  was  even  then  annoyed  at 
the  man's  mistake  about  the  pocket  in  the  dress,  as  well  as  by  the 
occurrence  altogether.  My  Father  on  the  contrary,  who  thought 
the  parson  a  little  too  fastidious  on  the  subject  of  dress,  liked  the 
story  all  the  better  for  the  mistake  ;  ana  a  delicate  fibre  of  some- 
thing that  I  will  not  call  malice,  was  to  him  in  the  narration  very 
like  a  slight  dash  of  Worcestershire  Sauce  to  the  gravy  of  my  Uncle 
the  Parson.  jo»n  Wat.«. 

▲  N     IMPBOICPTD 

It  stonuB  overhead — 

It  ■tomu  underfoot  — 

Gutters  to  River«  spread  — 

No  where  standa  a  dry  boot. 

Yet  cheerftil  ia  xoj  fire-eide 

Ac  youth  All  groom,  or  laughing  bride. 

Thu«  welcome  were  the  nght 

Of  fiiend,  with  viaage  bright, 

Who  on  a  single  crambo  line 

Like  this,  will  come,  at  iS«c,  to  dine, 

Uy  punch  is  mix'd  and  brew'd  with  care, 

My  soup  and  fish  in  order  are^ 

And  wery  word  of  praise  is  tame 

To  this,  that  Ctnthxa  cooks  the  game. 

Come  then,  my  friend,  and  let  the  storm 
That  reigns  without,  make  doubly  warm 
The  heart  within.    Life's  purest  tide 
b  spent  along  the  fire-side. 

JoBx   Watuu. 


AK  OT  ESB. 

I  *▼■  a  rosy-fined  shad,  boU'd  right  to  a  bubble, 

A  quarter  of  lamb  Fulton-Market  can*t  double ; 

Hot-house  peas  and  green  salad, 

That  might  make  the  sad  glad. 

Stilton  cheese  and  a  cracker 

Need  no  praise  for  a  backer : 

Shall  1  speak  of  m^  wine,  then, 

Long  conceded  dirme,  when 

We've  joyous  met  o'er  it  again  and  again f 

I  will  not — one  word,  and  no  more ; 

If  at  all,  come  at  once — 't  is  a  quarter  to  four. 
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BTAHZABi         'NO         MORE. 

Wbat  lime  the  woods  were  gUwioiiB  in  deo«y, 

And  gentle  ain  the  fallen  leaves  were  heaping, 
In  radiant  Autumn,  at  the  close  of  day, 

While  dreamy  SUenee  on  the  air  sat  deepiagi 
My  truant  Fancy  holiday  wia  keeping ; 

Uope  nailed,  and  Memory  ran  its  tablets  o*er. 
And  LoTe  a  harvest  of  sweet  thoughts  was  reeling. 

When  to  my  ear  there  came  the  words, '  No  more  ? 

No  more !    Whence  comes  that  vague  mysterious  cry. 

To  hreak  the  charm  of  my  delicious  musing? 
To  bring  dismay  with  its  unapt  reply. 

The  impatient  heart's  enthusiast  hopes  reftiang? 
Some  mischief-loving  elf,  its  power  abusing, 

Has  sent  perchance  its  gloomy  voice  before. 
And  with  strange  prescience  my  mind  perusing, 

Tlius  vexes  mo  with  its  foriom  *  No  mou  V 

like  firast  to  flowers  it  fell  upon  my  thought. 

And  chilled  my  throbbing  life-blood  to  its  centre ; 
Within  my  heart  a  sudden  change  it  wrought. 

And  seemed  my  souI*s  most  hidden  depths  to  enter. 
<  Is  this,'  I  asked,  *  some  lonely  wood-frequenter. 

Some  Dryad,  who  its  &te  doth  here  dejiore  ? 
Or  is  it  some  weird  fiend,  or  dark  tormentor. 

Who  with  sepulchral  tone  thus  cries,  *  No  mou  !'  * 

« Tell  me,'  I  said,  *  thou  mocker !  will  youth's  high 

Wild  aspirations  oeme  no  more  to  meet  me? 
Nor,  with  impulsive  flight,  stoop  ftem  the  sky, 

With  lofty  sdiemes  to  cheer  but  not  to  cheat  me  ? 
Will  not  bright  Hope  h(4d  out  her  hands  to  greet  me. 

And  wreathe  my  brow  with  garlands,  as  of  yore  ?' 
The  prophet  voice,  letuming  to  defeat  me. 

But  rendered  back  the  baleful  sound,  *  No  hou  !' 

*  And  what  art  thou,  that  thus  with  hoOow  voice 

RecaUs'tthe  light  that  o'er  my  heart  was  gleaming  7 
Hope  Imgem  yet,  i^  kyred,  ray  eariiest  choice ! 

And  sits  enthroned  in  peerieos  beauty  beaming : 
Say,  is  she  not  still  full  of  truthful  seeming, 

Ajid  will  she  not  yet  triumph  as  before — 
Her  promises  to  youth  in  age  redeeming? 

Shuddering  I  hear  the  dnad  leplyT^No  mou  !' 


<B«t  friends  aie  left  MM  eCiH;  nad  tlwy  wifl  come, 

Boy -hearted,  while  rm  down  the  vale  descendii.  j; 
Surely  among  them  all  there  wiQ  be  sons, 

My  old  familiar  Ariends,  whe  will  be  bending 
Kind  eyes  on  one  who  feels  the  fkte  impending ! 

Will  youth  and  love  be  ours  beyond  tiie  shore 
Dark,  silent,  dnar,  to  which  my  barque  is  tending? 

Tnm  Hs  hme  hmnt  tlie  whmrd  ones,  <  No  mou  V 
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*  Tell  me,  wo-burthened  spectre !  ihaU  I  net, 

When  my  fireed  spirit  from  this  clay  is  parted, 
Anin  dieam  over  the  enchanted  spot 

Where  Fancy  once  her  rays  prismatic  darted? 
Shall  I  no  more  return,  all  buoyant-hearted, 

With  yonn|^  Romance  a  new  worid  to  explore  7 
Still  endingr  with  the  cry  with  which  it  started. 

The  ghost  returns  its  dolorous  <  No  i«a»  ^'  * 


Deep  in  my  heart-cells  sinks  the  awfhl  word ! 

A  shadow  fidk  upon  my  spirit's  yeaning ; 
Thoughts  high  and  solemn  in  my  breast  are  stirred, 

Of  perished  joys  that  know  of  no  returning: 
The  fearful  warning  in  my  brain  is  burning, 

And  all  seems  stranded  on  a  barren  shore. 
While  the  blind  Future,  all  the  iVeseut  spuming, 

fiings  a  remoEBeless  knell^in  its  '  No  moks  V 


OUR     KNICKERBOCKER     FATHERS. 

AM  ADDRBSS  DBLIVBKXD  BSrCBB  THE  ST.  NICHOLAS  SOCIBTT  ON  TRB  BTBNINO  rBXCXDZNO  ITS 
laST  ANNUAL  FSSTITAX.,  HXLD  ON  THS  SIXTH  ULTIMO. 


BT    JAMBS   »■  PBXSrBR    OOSC3I. 


To  cuLTTTATB  and  cherish  the  feelingB  and  the  hopes  that  gave  rise 
to  the  organization  of  this  Society,  with  a  view  to  preserve  the  recol- 
lection and  perpetuate  the  memory  of  our  ancestors,  the  founders 
of  this,  the  city  of  our  own  or  of  our  parents'  nativity,  should  be  the 
end  and  aim  of  our  common  efforts,  for  the  accomplishment  of  the 
primary  objects  of  its  establishment.  The  collection  and  preserva- 
tion of  facts  and  memorials,  connected  with  the  early  settlement  and 
subsequent  progress  of  our  city,  was  also  among  the  primitive 
designs  of  the  association.  At  the  same  time  the  promotion  of 
social  intercourse,  the  cultivation  of  sentiments  of  brotherhood  and 
good-will  among  the  members,  and  the  diffusion  of  the  benefits  that 
must  flow  from  the  proper  application  and  distribution  of  the  sur- 
plus funds  of  the  Society,  are  among  th^  consequences  that  must 
arise  from  our  uniting,  with  perseverance  and  zeal,  in  every  en- 
deavor to  maintain  its  character,  extend  its  usefulness,  and  advance 
its  prosperity,  while  we  celebrate  its  anniversaries  and  share  in  its 
festivities.  These  considerations  frunish  incentives  to  duty,  sufficient 
to  secure  the  performance  of  our  mutual  obligations  to  each  other 
as  descendants  of  a  common  ancestry.  There  are,  however,  as  I 
conceive,  other  and  even  higher  aims,  and  nobler  motives,  to  actuate 
the  Sons  of  St.  Nicholas,  and  animate  us  all  in  the  discharge  of  our 
duties  toward  ourselves  and  our  Society. 

Attachment  to  home  and  to  country  is  not  only  the  first  of  obli- 
gations, hot  it  is  among  the  most  sacred  and  cherislied  feelings  of 
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our  nature  ;  and  it  has  ever  been  held  honorable  among  all  men  to 
manifest,  on  every  proper  occasion,  the  love  we  bear  to  the  land  of 
our  ancestors  and  tne  home  of  our  fathers.  Descended  as  are  the 
great  portion  of  the  people  of  this  Union  from  the  Anglo-Saxon 
stock,  we  too,  in  common  with  the  rest  of  our  countrymen,  have  in- 
herited our  portion  of  the  peculiar  traits,  with  the  resolute  energy 
of  character,  that  distinguish  that  race.  But  while  sharing  in  these 
advantages,  it  is  our  additional  and  distinctive  pride  and  boast,  that 
the  liberal  and  enlightened  Hollanders  first  settled  our  city ;  that 
thev  left,  in  its  early  days,  the  stamp  and  impress  of  their  character; 
while  the  qualities  of  the  faithful  Huguenot  and  the  gay  Cavalier, 
mingling  with  their  own,  combined  to  make  of  our  fore&thers  a  peo- 
ple from  whom  any  nation  might  feel  proud  to  have  descendea ;  a 
people  who  early  imbibed  and  steadfastly  supported  the  principles 
of  civil  and  religious  liberty ;  whose  persevering  industry  and  stub- 
bom  integrity  were  alike  conspicuous ;  whose  private  wordi  and  pub- 
lic virtue  were  equally  worthy  of  imitation ;  whose  commercial  know- 
ledge and  financial  skill  were  universally  admitted;  and  whose 
pohcy  in  peace  and  valor  in  war  placed  them,  although  less  in  num- 
bers than  any  state  in  Europe,  foremost  in  the  rank  of  nations,  and 
rendered  them  justly  and  proudly  conspicuous  in  the  annals  of  the 
world. 

The  mind  naturally  associates  with  the  spot  where  our  friends  and 
our  kindred  repose,  the  recollection  of  the  ties  that  united  and  the 
love  that  endeared  them  to  us  in  life ;  and  the  passing  tribute  of  a 
thought,  or  a  sigh,  or  a  tear,  is  involuntarily  paid  to  their  memory ; 
as  the  tree  whose  droopinff  bouc^hs  seem  to  weep  over  the  grave  that 
its  branches  were  destined  to  shelter.  But  the  tree  in  its  turn  pays 
the  debt  of  nature  ;  the  humble  stone  beneath,  where  friendship's 
lay  was  graven,  and  the  sculptured  marble  where  public  honors  were 
recorded,  or  a  people's  gratitude  inscribed,  alike  crumble  into  dust ; 
another  generation  enters  upon  the  stage  of  existence ;  when,  to 
meet  the  wants  of  increasing  numbers,  and  provide  for  the  popula- 
tion of  a  crowded  city,  the  habitations  of  men  are  erected  over  the 
tombs  of  its  founders.  All  this  is  inevitable  ;  it  is  part  of  our  des- 
tiny.  But  although  these  frail  memorials  perish  and  aecay ,  the  names 
and  deeds  survive  of  those  they  were  once  designed  to  commemo- 
rate ;  for  there  is  left  to  us  what  afifection  treasures  up  and  preserves, 
what  memory  transmits  and  renews,  and  what  history  perpetuates 
as  it  records.  Even  Time  itself,  in  its  onward  march,  as  if  regret- 
ting its  relentless  flight,  leaves  many  a  lofty  beacon  on  the  way,  to 
guide  our  course,  and  consecrate  the  past.  Let  then  the  fame  of  our 
primeval  ancestors  and  the  memory  of  our  departed  sires,  the  re- 
membrance of  their  manly  virtues  and  the  influence  of  their  bright 
example,  be  cherished  by  the  sons  of  St.  Nicholas !  Let  us  not 
permit  the  gratefrd  recoUection  to  be  efifaced  by  the  improvements 
of  the  age,  nor  lost  in  the  advancement  of  our  career.  Let  us  regard 
it  as  a  sacred  legacy  held  in  trust  for  those  who  are  to  follow  us ; 
that,  like  the  ethereal  spirit,  it  may  survive  the  wreck  and  change  of 
matter,  and  be  transmitted  in  purity  and  freshness  to  succeeding 
generations. 
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The  low  coantries,  in  the  time  of  CsBBar,  beloneed  to  Gaul ;  and 
Caesar  considered  the  Belgrians  the  most  warlike  of  the  Grallic  tribes. 
When  subdued  by  the  Romans,  they  paid  their  tribute  in  soldiers, 
and  the  cavalry  thus  formed  was  the  most  efficient  of  the  Roman 
army,  and  constituted  the  guard  of  the  Roman  emperors.  During 
the  dominion  of  Charlemagne,  the  feudal  system  was  introduced, 
and  his  successors  obtained  only  a  partial  sovereignty  over  the  coun- 
try ;  and  during  the  four  succeeding  centuries,  the  Netherlands  were 
divided  into  several  small  dominions,  and  acknowledged  only  a  lim- 
ited allegiance  ;  and  it  was  not  until  1383  that  a  prince  of  the  house 
of  Burgundy  obtained  supreme  authority  over  the  whole  territory 
that  a^rward  became  the  seventeen  united  provinces.  At  the  end 
of  the  fifteenth  century  the  Netherlands  became  the  school  of  the 
fine  arts ;  imitating  with  success  the  great  artists  of  Italy  in  paint- 
ing, statuary  and  engraving.  The  art  of  printing  was  early  mtro- 
duced  at  Harlaem :  indeed  the  claim  of  its  mvention  in  Europe  rests 
between  HarlsBm,  Mentz  and  Strasbourg.  Harlsem  claims  the  dis- 
cover with  wooden  tablets  as  early  as  1430,  while  its  introduction 
into  England,  with  metal  types,  did  not  take  place  until  1471. 

Charles  the  Fifth,  a  native  of  the  Netherlands,  united  the  provin^- 
ces  vrith  Spain  in  1548.  Still  the  spirit  of  the  inhabitants  remained 
in  a  great  degree  ft'ee  and  unsubdued,  while  Charles  himself,  as 
well  as  the  rulers  of  the  Netherlands  before  his  time,  always  re- 
spected the  privileges  and  ancient  liberties  of  the  people.  But  the 
tyrant  Philip  the  Second  was  the  foe  alike  of  civil  and  religious  lib- 
erty. Under  his  oppressive  rule  the  people  became  aroused  to  a 
sense  of  their  injuries ;  the  nobility  also  combined  in  defence  of 
their  rights,  and  entered  into  a  solemn  compact  not  to  appear  before 
the  nine  Inquisitors  sent  by  Philip  to  execute  the  decrees  of  the 
Council  of  Trent.  A  spirit  of  liberty  and  of  resistance  to  tyranny 
soon  spread  throughout  the  Netherlands,  and  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
though  oft»n  defeated  by  the  superior  forces  of  Don  John  of  Aus- 
tria and  Alexander  of  Parma,  finally  triumphed  in  the  unequal  couf 
fiict,  and  nobly  secured  the  freedom  of  his  country.  In  1559  the 
five  northern  Provinces,  Holland,  Zeland,  Utrecht,  Guelders  and 
Freesland  concluded  the  Union  of  Utrecht,  by  which  they  declared 
themselves  independent  of  Spain.  Two  other  provinces  afterward 
joined  them,  when,  on  the  twenty-sixth  of  July,  1581,  the  United 
Provinces  renounced  their  allegiance  to  the  King  of  Spain  as  a  tyrant, 
and  thence  arose  the  Republic  of  the  Netherlands,  afterward  com- 
monly called  Holland,  from  the  superior  extent,  population  and  in- 
fluence of  that  province ;  and  Holland  continued  a  Republic,  and 
received  the  title,  gloried  in  the  name,  and  ftill  often  sufiered  and  as 
often  nobly  triumphed  in  the  cause,  for  two  centuries  and  a  quarter. 
During  a  large  portion  of  this  eventftil  period,  she  was  engaged  in 
foreign  wars,  and  but  too  often  was  found  struggling  against  domesr 
tic  dissension,  arising  from  the  conflicts  of  contending  parties.  In 
1747  William  the  Fourth  received  the  dignity  of  Stadtholder,  heredi- 
tary in  his  descendants ;  but  the  ancient  spirit  of  the  people  rather 
submitted  for  a  time  to  circumstances  thdy  could  not  control  than 
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yielded  up  their  ancient  liberties  to  tfaia  hereditary  succession ;  for 
when  the  banners  of  revolutionary  France  waved  on  the  frontiers, 
the  republican  party  was  again  in  arms ;  the  hereditary  Stadtholder 
fled  with  his  family  to  England ;  the  old  provinces  united,  and  the 
Batavian  Republic  was  formed  in  1795 ;  and  it  was  only  to  the 
colossal  power  of  Napoleon  that  Holland  finally  yielded,  when  she 
was  annexed  to  the  French  Empire  in  1806 ;  having  thus  preserved 
the  name  of  a  Republic,  and  enjoyed  its  reality  for  the  greatest  por- 
tion of  the  long  space  of  two  hundred  and  twenty-five  years. 

From  the  period  when  Holland  renounced  her  allegiance  to  the 
King  of  Spam  and  became  a  republic,  she  commenced  her  career 
of  greatness.  While  religious  disputes  distracted  but  too  many  of 
the  other  States  of  Europe,  Holland  offered  an  asylum  to  the  per- 
secuted. At  the  same  time  her  commerce  rapidly  increased,  and 
she  extended  her  trade  to  all  parts  of  the  globe.  The  commerce 
of  Antwerp,  and  Cadiz,  and  Lisbon  fell  into  her  hands.  Her  East- 
India  Company  traded  with  China  and  Japan,  and  conquered  islands 
and  kingdoms  in  the  East.  They  alone  supplied  Europe  with  the 
produce  of  the  Spice  Islands,  and  were  the  first  to  introduce  the  use 
of  tea.  The  trade  in  gold  and  jewels  and  precious  stones  was  also 
in  their  possession ;  and  in  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  century 
the  Republic  of  the  United  Netherlands  was  the  first  commercial 
State  and  the  greatest  naval  power  in  the  world.     But  while  thus 

Seat  in  commerce  and  in  me  arts,  she  was  also  great  in  arms, 
aurice  of  Nassau,  Prince  of  Orange,  was  the  ablest  general  of 
his  time,  and  deemed  by  many  the  greatest  commander  since  the 
days  of  the  Romans.  His  life  was  a  series  of  battles  and  sieges 
and  triumphs.  His  victories  at  Neuport  and  in  Brabant,  aided  by 
the  exploits  of  the  Dutch  admirals  against  the  navy  of  Philip  the 
Second,  paved  the  way  for  the  peace  of  Antwerp  of  twelve  years' 
duration. 

It  was  at  a  later  period  in  the  history  of  our  warlike  forefiithen, 
that  Louis  the  Fourteenth  was  fi^iled  in  his  attempt  to  humble  the 
daring  republicans ;  when  De  Ruyter  and  the  two  Von  Tromps, 
iather  and  son,  so  bravely  conquered  and  so  nobly  maintained  the 
dominion  of  the  seas,  while  the  fleets  of  England  herself  were 
compelled  to  yield  to  the  skill  and  valor  of  our  republican  ances- 
tors. It  was  during  the  century  that  followed  the  achievement  of 
her  independence,  that  Holland  was  at  the  height  of  her  commer- 
cial greatness,  as  well  as  of  her  military  and  naval  glory ;  and  it  wils 
during  this  brilliant  and  auspicious  period  of  her  history  that  she 
discovered  and  settled  and  held  New- York. 

The  States  General  of  the  United  Netherlands  exercised  their 
mild  sway  over  these  New  Netherlands  for  about  half  a  centuir. 
In  1609,  Hendrick  Hudson,  by  birth  an  Englishman,  but  then  in 
the  employ  of  the  Dutch  East  India  Company,  entered  the  bay  of 
New- Y  ork  and  sailed  up  the  river  to  which  he  gave  his  name.  The 
Dutch  settlements  commenced  in  1614,  '15,  and  '16,  when  they  built 
a  small  work  at  Albany  called  'Fort  Orange.'  In  1620  and  1621 
the  first  houses  were  built  in  New  Amsterdam,  then  the  name  of 
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our  city,  at  the  confluence  of  the  North  and  East  rivers.  And  our 
Dutch  ancestors  continued  in  quiet  possession  until  1664,  when  it 
capitulated  to  an  English  ileet,  under  a  claim  founded  on  a  grant 
from  Charles  the  Second  to  the  Duke  of  York.  In  1673,  during 
the  war  waged  by  England  and  France  against  Holland,  the  city 
was  retaken  by  a  Dutch  squadron ;  but  by  the  Treaty  of  West- 
minster of  1674,  the  New  Netherlands  havin?  been  exchanged  for 
Surinam,  our  city  was  again  restored  to  England,  in  whose  posses- 
sion it  remained  until  our  Revolution  broke  out,  a  century  after- 
ward. The  first  Governor  of  New  Amsterdam  was  Wouter  Van 
TwiLLER,  in  1629.  He  was  succeeded  by  WilliabI  Keift,  in  1638; 
whose  successor,  in  1647,  was  Peter  SxtTTVESANT,  the  last  of  the 
Dutch  Governors. 

History  is  not  as  prolific  in  details  respecting  this  colony  as  its 
importance  deserved ;  but  we  know  that  under  the  glorious  repub- 
lic of  Holland,  in  its  palmy  days,  our  city  took  its  rise,  increased  its 
trade,  and  advanced  in  importance  for  half  a  century.  Holland 
was  then  extending  her  commerce  and  her  conquests  over  the 
world,  and  war  had  unfortunately  become  a  habit-— apparently  a 
necessity.  Shortly  after  the  settlement  of  New  Amsterdam,  the 
forces  of  the  Republic  took  possession  of  St.  Salvador,  and  afi:er- 
ward  held  seven  of  the  Portuguese  provinces ;  and  the  Dutch  ships 
touched  and  traded  at  New  Amsterdam  on  their  voyages  to  Brazil. 
Our  forefathers  were  the  first  to  engage  in  the  fur  trade  with  the 
Indians ;  and  the  commerce  with  the  natives  was  characterized  by 
fairness  and  liberality,  and  they  continued  on  good  terms,  until  the 
pressure  of  the  descendants  of  the  Pilgrims  at  the  East  on  the  pos- 
sessions of  the  Indians,  as  civilization  pressed  onward  in  its  course^ 
caused  the  natives  of  the  soil  to  regard  the  white  man  as  the  foe  of 
his  name  and  race.  The  Dutch  were  then  compelled,  in  self-defence, 
to  make  common  cause  against  the  neighboring  tribes  of  hostile  In- 
dians ;  and  during  the  administration  of  Governor  Keift:,  the  disputes 
with  the  English  as  to  boundaries,  the  necessity  of  resisting  the  en- 
croachment of  the  Swedish  Colony  at  Newcastle,  and  the  sangui- 
nary battles  with  the  Indians,  put  in  requisition  all  the  energy  and 
abilities  of  the  Governors,  and  all  the  valor  and  patriotism  of  the 
people  of  the  infant  colony,  to  face  the  perils  that  assailed  and  over- 
come the  difficulties  that  surrounded  tnem.  Governor  Stuyvesant 
assumed  office  in  1647.  He  reduced  the  Swedish  fort  at  Newcastle, 
commanding  the  expedition  in  person  :  and  compelled  the  colonv  to 
acknowledge  allegiance  to  the  Netherlands.  Peace  with  the  Indians 
was  restored  at  least  for  a  time,  and  the  botmdary  difficulties  were 
adjusted  with  the  English  Colonies,  and  he  held  his  station  until  he 
surrendered  the  city  to  the  English  in  1664. 

The  capture  of  New  Amsterdam  by  the  English,  during  the  ex- 
istence of  peace  between  Holland  and  England,  Was  an  act  of  a 
very  aggravated  character.  The  reply  of  Governor  Stuyvesant, 
September  2d,  1664,  to  the  demand  of  the  British  Commissioners 
for  the  surrender  of  the  fort,  is  alike  just,  ingenious  and  able.  He 
held  out  to  the  last  against  its  siirrender ;  and  signed  the  capitttla- 
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tion  only  when,  finding  himself  without  support,  he  had  no  other 
alternative.  But  the  colony  had  grown  into  consequence ;  its  trade 
was  increasinff ;  its  position  was  all-important ;  and  accordingly  its 
possession  had  become  extremely  desirable.  Although  the  colony 
had  the  right,  the  law  was  on  the  side  of  the  strongest.  Governor 
Stuyvesant  was  a  brave  and  faithful  officer,  and  true  to  the  trust  re- 
posed in  him  by  the  States^General.  But  in  the  exercise  of  his  au- 
thority, he  does  not  appear  to  have  gained  the  confidence  or  secured 
the  respect  and  attacnment  of  the  free  citizens  of  the  New  Nether- 
lands. 

The  people  believed  that  the  existing  laws  were  not  adapted  to 
the  exigencies  of  the  times ;  that  the  Government  was  unable  to  af- 
ford adequate  protection  or  security  to  life,  liberty  and  property ; 
that  its  SMlministration  was  neither  politic  nor  wise,  and  that  the 
Governor  and  Council  were  either  unable  or  unwilling  to  remedy 
the  evils  in  the  administration  of  the  civil  and  criminal  justice  of 
the  Colony;  and  there  is  on  record  a  proud  and  convincing  proof 
that  the  inhabitants  of  New  Amsterdam  belonged  to  a  race  of^men 
who  knew  the  value,  and  were  resolved  to  enjoy  the  rights,  of  civil 
liberty ;  that  they  fully  appreciated  and  understood  their  own  privi- 
leges, as  well  as  the  end  and  object  of  civil  government.  It  appears 
that,  amid  a  general  feeling  of  discontent,  arising  firom  causes  some 
of  which  have  just  been  enumerated,  the  people  resolved  to  repre- 
sent their  grievances  to  the  Governor,  and  ask  for  redress.  Accord- 
ingly, the  Burgomasters  of  New  Amsterdam  called  on  the  several 
Dutch  tovims  to  send  delegates  to  a  convention  to  be  held  in  that 
city  in  November,  1653;  who  met  and  adopted  a  Remonstrance, 
couched  in  spirited  yet  respectful  language,  and  comprising,  in  com- 
prehensive terms,  the  principles  of  rational  liberty  and  the  maxims 
of  firee  govemroent.  They  say:  *We  acknowledge  a  paternal  Go- 
vernment which  God  and  Nature  have  established  in  the  world,  for 
the  maintenance  of  peace  and  the  welfare  of  man,  not  only  in  con- 
formity to  the  laws  of  nature,  but  according  to  the  law  and  precepts 
of  GcOD.  We  settled  here  on  a  n>utual  contract  and  agreement  with 
the  lord-patroons ;  with  the  consent  of  the  natives,  who  were  the 
first  proprietors  of  the  land,  and  of  whom  we  purchased  the  soil  at 
our  own  expense.'  They  fear  that  injustice  to  the  natives  might  tend 
to  outrage  and  opposition.  They  charge  that  large  tracts  of  land 
are  conveyed  to  favored  individuals,  to  the  injury  of  others ;  that 
obsolete  laws  are  put  in  force,  whereby  danger  is  incurred  without 
knowing  it ;  and  that  officers  are  appointed  contrary  to  law,  and 
without  the  choice  of  the  people.  They  say:  *  Our  apprehension  is 
to  see  an  arbitrary  Government  established  contrary  to  the  first  in- 
tention and  general  principles  of  every  well-regulated  Government ; 
that  one  or  more  should  arrogate  the  exclusive  power  to  dispose  ar- 
bitrarily of  the  life  or  property  of  any  individual,  and  this  in  virtue 
or  under  pretext  of  a  law  that  he  might  fabricate,  without  the  know- 
ledge or  consent  of  the  whole  body,  their  agents  or  representatives. 
They  object  to  new  laws  contrary  to  the  privileges  of  the  Nether- 
lands, and  odious  to  every  firoe-bom  man,,  and  principally  to  those- 
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whom  God  had  placed  under  a  free  G-ovemment ;'  and  add :  '  In  our 
humble  opinion  it  is  one  of  our  privileges,  that  in  making  new  laws, 
our  explicit  consent,  or  that  of  our  representatives,  is  unavoidably 
required  for  their  adoption.'  These  were  noble  sentiments  for  those 
early  days ! 

No  formal  answer  having  been  given  to  this  petition,  on  the  thir- 
teenth December  the  delegates  presented  another  remonstrance, 
wherein  they  declared  that  if  they  could  not  obtain  redress  or  pro- 
tection from  the  Governor  and  Council,  they  would  appeal  to  their 
SUPERIORS  in  the  Netherlands.  The  Dutch  inhabitants  of  New- 
Amsterdam  thus  took  the  lead  in  this  their  Declaration  of  Rights, 
in  thus  invoking  the  primary  assembly  of  the  people  for  a  redress 
of  grievances.  These  were  the  ancestors  from  whom  we  have  de- 
scended ;  such  were  their  principles  —  this  was  their  example.  The 
Governor,  astonished  at  their  boldness,  ordered  them  to  '  disperse, 
and  not  assemble  again  on  such  a  business ;'  and  his  own  rule  and 
authority  ceased  a  few  years  afterward.  If  Governor  Stuyvesant 
could  have  appreciated  the  value  and  understood  the  importance  of 
the  rights  and  privileges  contended  for  by  these  early  disciples  of 
liberty;  if  he  had  listened  to  the  petition  of  the  representatives  of 
the  people,  and  applied  himself  to  remedy  the  wrongs  of  which  they 
complamed,  he  might  not  have  found  himself  deprived  of  their  sup- 
port in  his  hour  of  need ;  for  the  principles  they  advocated,  the 
rights  they  claimed,  the  deep  feeling  of  the  wrongs  for  which  they 
sought  redress,  and  the  pure  spirit  of  rational  freedom  that  breathed 
in  every  line  of  their  remonstrance,  have  become  part  of  our  inherit- 
ance ;  they  were  then  indeed  repressed  for  a  season,  but  they  ap^ 
peared  again  with  new  life  and  vigor,  influenced  by  this  example ; 
and  are  now  destined,  as  we  trust,  to  survive  for  ever  in  the  city  of 
their  birth,  on  the  very  spot  of  their  origin. 

We  have  thus  seen  that  our  ancestors  early  understood,  duly  ap- 
preciated and  firmly  maintained  the  principles  of  civil  liberty ;  that 
liberty  which  levels  artificial  distinctions,  and  confers  on  all  equal 
and  common  rights ;  which  insures  respect  for  the  laws,  because 
they  are  protectors  of  liberty ;  those  laws  which,  under  a  represen- 
tative government,  become  the  inheritance  of  a  free  people.  Hoi* 
land  maintained  her  liberties,  and  preserved  her  laws,  from  the  time 
she  threw  off  the  yoke  of  Philip  until  the  military  rule  of  Napoleon 
extended  over  the  continent;  and  when,  after  the  battle  of  Leipsic, 
the  continent  becaipe  emancipated  from  his  sway,  the  Dutch,  join- 
ing in  the  general  enthusiasm,  recollecting  what  diey  had  been,  and 
feeling  what  they  deserved  to  be,  uttered  the  shout  of  gladness : 
*  The  Netherlands  are  free,  and  William  w  Sovereign  over  this  Land 
of  Liberty  P 

But  the  Dutch  were  also  the  friends  and  supporters  of  religious 
liberty ;  that  liberty  which  frees  the  mind  from  the  thraldom  of  bigo- 
try, and  which  dispenses  the  blessings  of  religious  toleration  over  a 
grateful  and  a  happy  land.  There  was  indeed  a  period  before  the 
Netherlands  had  secured  their  freedom,  when  religious  persecution 
fieared  its  head ;  but  the  people  were  then  contending  against  the 
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civil  uid  religious  tyranny  of  Philip^  and  they  gloriously  emanci- 
pated themselves  from  both ;  and  agam  during  the  struggles  between 
the  Oranee  and  the  liberal  parties,  religious  dissensions,  fomented  by 
political  leaders,  added  their  sinister  influence  to  the  calamities  of 
internal  strife  and  commotion ;  and  there  were  not  found  wanting 
those  who  fanned  the  embers  of  religious  warfare,  and  thus  increased 
the  flames  of  civil  discord,  instead  of  breathing  die  spirit  of  concili- 
ation over  the  murmurs  of  religious  discontent,  and  pourin?  the  oil 
of  peace  and  good-will  on  the  trpi^bled  waters  of  contenDon  and 
error. 

But  these  were  exceptions.  Our  forefathers  yielded  to  religion 
the  homage  of  grateful  nearts,  and  they  willingly  paid  to  its  teachers 
and  votaries  the  attachment  and  respect  due  to  their  sacred  calling ; 
but  they  suppressed  the  exercise  of  ecclesiastical  opfiression,  they 
rejected  the  errors  of  fanaticism,  they  rebuked  the  spirit  of  intole- 
rance, and  they  broke  the  shackles  of  superstition.  No  peculiar 
mode  of  worship  was  privileged  above  another.  Every  man  was 
lefl;  at  liberty  to  worshi]^  his  A^kee  according  to  the  dictates  of  his 
cons6ience  and  the  convictions  of  his  judgment ;  while  the  oppressed 
and  the  persecuted  of  other  climes  here  found  an  asylum,  a  sanctu- 
ary and  a  home.  Theirs  was  not  a  cold,  or  gloomy  or  ascetic  faith; 
theirs  was  the  religion  which,  founded  on  the  basis  of  everlasting 
truth,  was  cherished,  beloved  and  followed  for  the  purity  and  sim- 
plicity of  its  doctrines  and  its  faith ;  that  reHncm  which  became  by 
divine  command  the  day-star  and  die  light  t^at  arose  on  the  hopes 
of  our  race,  and  shines  bright  on  the  pathway  of  life. 

The  PuwTAN  Pn^OKiMS,  who  landed  on  Plymouth  rock,  had 
first  sought  an  asylum  in  Holland,  where  they  enjoyed  the  advantage 
of  a  residence  for  eleven  years,  before  they  sought  the  shores  of  t£e 
western  world.  How  far  they  may  have  profited  by  the  example 
of  the  Hollanders,  or  to  what  extent  the  liberal  and  tolerant  princi- 
ples of  our  Dutch  progenitors  may  have  tended  to  amelicHUte  and 
enlarge  their  religious  views  and  sentiments,  if  a^ght  of  improve- 
ment in  this  particular  was  required,  we  know  not.  No  acknow- 
ledgment, that  we  are  aware  of,  is  on  record ;  no  thanks  have  been 
awarded  by  the  Pilgrim  descendants  to  the  land  that  aflbrded  their 
fathers  a  shelter  and  a  home.  And  yet  the  Puritans  admitted  that 
they  quietly  and  sweetly  enjoyed  their  church  liberties  in  the  States. 
Yet  tney  were  at  times  restless  and  uneasy;  they  found  many 
things  amiss ;  they  even  found  and  proclaimed  sundiy  crimes  in  the 
Dutch  churches ;  among  them,  they  charged  '  That  in  the  public 
worship  of  Gron  they  had  devised  and  used  another  form  of  prayer, 
reading  out  of  a  book  certain  prayers  invented  and  imposed  by  men ; 
that  they  worship  Gtod  in  the  idol  temples  of  Anti-Cnrist  j'  thereby 
meaning  that  the  Dutch  churches  had  steeples,  organs,  etc. ;  *  that 
they  observe  days  and  times  ;  such  as  Christmas,  Ea8ter,4etc. ;  that 
they  celebrate  marriage  in  church,  as  if  it  were  a  part  of  the  eccle- 
siastical establishment,*  etc. 

Our  ancestors  did  use  that  Book  of  Common  Prayer  which  they 
considered  so  beautifiilly  composed,  and  so  wisely  contrived  by  men, 
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and  which  is  likely  to  continue  in  use  as  long  as  religion  and  lan« 
guage  shall  endure.  And  their  temples  of  worship  toere  adorned 
with  steeples  and  spires ;  and  the  loua-toned  organ  lent  its  music  to 
the  choir, 

'  Wbwmm  throofh  the  long-dnwn  titlea  and  fretted  vault 
The  peelioff  anthem  swelled  the  note  of  praiie.' 

Such  days  and  times  as  Christmas  and  Easter  icere  held  sacred  by 
the  Dutch,  and  kept  as  remembrances  and  holy-days,  and  celebrated 
with  cheerful  yet  oecoming  thankfulness,  by  a  religious  and  a  tole- 
rant people.  And  marriage  too  loat  celebrated  in  their  churches  ! 
our  progenitors  well  understood  the  nature  of  the  solemn  yet  civil 
contract ;  and  the  custom  prevailed  among  them  of  pledging  their 
faith  to  each  other,  on  these  important  occasions,  with  this  additional 
solemnity.  They  desired  that  the  parties  should  not  forget,  amidst 
its  civil  obligations,  the  holier  character  of  that  imposing  ceremony. 
They  certainly  never  entertained  either  the  wish  or  the  intention  of 
connecting  their  marriage  vows  with  their  ecclesiastical  establish- 
ment. But  they  no  doubt  intended,  for  the  benefit  of  the  gentler  and 
fairer  parties  to  that  contract,  that  as  an  example  and  a  guide  to  the 
others,  they  should  add  the  imposing  obligation  of  religious  devo- 
tion within  the  temples  of  their  worship,  m  oider  to  increase  the 
solemnity  of  this  sacred  compact,  and  thereby  enforce  and  strengthen 
the  ties  and  pledges  of  mutual  dependence  and  reciprocal  attach- 
ment. 

It  is  thensfore  true  that  the  Dutch  did,  as  they  have  been  charged 
with  doing ;  but  the  practises  thus  denounced  having  stood  the  test 
of  ages,  KkA  continued  to  these  our  degenerate  days ;  and  as  a  large 
portion  of  the  Christian  world,  from  conviction,  still  conform  to  the 
usages  here  charged  as  crimes,  we  are  warranted  in  saying  that  the 
Dutch  were  right  in  their  church  rituals,  and  the  Puritans  wrong  in 
the  spirit  of  these  their  denunciations.  *  These  strangers,'  wrote  an 
ancient  Hollander,  in  his  own  quaint  language,  '  These  strangers 
would  persuade  us  that  they  are  filled  with  the  love  of  God,  and  to 
such  a  degree,  that  they  have  burst  all  the  buttons  off  their  vest** 
ments;  a  stranee  way  truly  of  showing  it,  and  very  unlike  the 
charity  commenaed  of  the  apostle,  which  is  not  puffed  up.'  Our 
fbrefitthers  treated  the  Pilgrims  in  a  spirit  of  perfect  toleration,  yet 
it  is  quite  probable  they  may  have  considered  mem  in  some  respects 
an  over-xealous  people.  But  however  this  may  have  been,  the 
Puritans  were  compelled  to  suffer  what  they  termed  '  the  unendu^ 
rable  penalty  of  being  watched.' 

The  truth  no  doubt  is,  that  the  zealous  Puritans  could  make  no 
impression  on  the  Dutch  in  matters  of  religion.  The  latter  confided 
in  their  pure  and  tolerant  faith,  as  the  rule  and  guide  for  their  own 
conduct,  and  were  too  liberal  and  enlightened  to  meddle  with  the 
faith  or  worship  of  others.  They  protected  all  and  interfered  with 
none.  It  would  appear,  however,  that  either  as  a  measure  of  ex-* 
treme  prudence,  or  it  may  be  of  unnecessary  precaution,  or  perhaps 
as  a  matter  of  mere  curiosity,  our  ancestors  did  keep  an  eye  on  their 
vintoirs.    But  die  Ihiteh  welcomed  the  Pilgrims  on  their  arrival  with 
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open  anns,  and  their  beat  wishes  and  their  fervent  prayers  followed 
them  from  their  shores.  It  was  fortunate  for  both  that  they  parted, 
for  it  was  decreed  that  their  mutual  offspring,  in  after  times  and 
under  other  skies,  should  form  a  union  that  space  could  not  sepa- 
rate nor  time  destroy. 

The  descendants  of  the  Pilgrims  have  always  enjoyed  one  mani- 
fest and  important  advantage  over  the  founders  of  New- York. 
They  have  had  industrious  historians,  and  untiring  defenders,  who 
have  allowed  no  occasion  or  opportunity  to  remain  unimproved, 
to  spread  before  the  world,  and  repeat  to  all  succeeding  generations, 
the  accounts  of  the  sufferings  and  virtues  of  the  early  settlers,  and 
the  noble  efforts  of  their  no  less  worthy  descendants.  In  all  this 
they  have  set  an  example  of  which  we  might  have  availed,  to  some 
extent,  with  advantage.  But  it  is  well,  it  is  more  than  well ;  it  is  for- 
tunate, it  is  thrice  fortunate,  not  only  for  us  but  for  the  human 
family,  that  this  bold,  hardy,  adventurous,  liberty-loving  race,  should 
not  have  been  satisfied  with  a  less  extended  sphere  of  thought  and 
action  than  the  one  they  at  last  sought  and  found.  Their  restless 
activity,  their  untiring  zeal,  their  unwavering  confidence  in  their  own 
resources,  and  their  confiding  hope  in  a  Protecting  Arm  above,  re- 
quired a  wilderness  to  be  subdued  for  their  own  and  their  children's 
iske  ;  and  they  could  be  satisfied  with  nothing  less  than  the  West- 
em  World,  as  a  habitation  and  a  home  for  themselves,  and  their 
posterity. 

Our  Dutch  ancestors,  fully  aware  of  the  value  and  importance  of 
the  early  training  of  the  youthful  mind,  cultivated  with  assiduity  and 
care  those  domestic  relations  and  afiiections  which  endear  the  off- 
spring to  the  parent,  by  making  their  home  the  cherished  object  of 
their  attachment,  the  idol  of  their  youthful  hearts,  as  that  home  was 
seen  and  felt  and  enjoyed,  under  a  parent's  watchful  eye,  in  its  sports 
and  its  pastimes,  its  holidays  and  games.  Who  has  not  read  with 
delight,  and  repeated  with  pleasure,  and  who  but  a  son  of  St.  Nicho- 
las could  have  written,  the  graphic,  joyous  account  of  the  New-year's- 
Eve  Visit  of  our  patron  Saint  to  the  youthful  recipients  of  his  bounty 
and  his  cheer  1  How  we  all  welcome  his  jovial  advent !  We  admire 
his  gay  and  airy  equipage  ;  we  hear  the  stamping  of  his  impatient 
steeds ;  we  wonder  at  his  curious  entrance  —  we  regret  his  sudden 
exit ;  while  we  strive  in  vain  to  follow  him  in  his  rapid  course ;  and 
yet  we  know  not,  nor  should  we  incjuire  too  minutely,  how  much  of 
history  may  be  embodied  in  the  recital,  or  how  far  imagination  and 
fancy  may  have  embellished  the  tale. 

Let  not  the  dignity  of  age  nor  the  gravity  of  years  mock  at  the 
joys  of  childhood,  the  gambols  of  youth,  and  the  scenes  of  our  early 
days.  It  is  alike  pleasing  and  instructive  to  go  back  in  imagination, 
and  retrace  our  footsteps  in  '  life's  morning  march,'  when  our  spirits 
were  buoyant  and  gay ;  that  spring-time  of  life,  when  '  earth  was 
ereen  beneath  us,  and  the  skies  were  bright  above ;'  when  all  was 
joy  and  gladness,  and  no  cloud  of  gloom  or  sorrow  had  shaded  the 
brow.  How  distinct  are  the  impressions,  how  quick  the  discernment, 
)iow  correct  the  discrimination  even  of  childhood,  after  its  own  way,and 
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in  its  own  familiar  sphere ;  and  how  serviceable  are  the  recollections, 
how  pregnant  with  many  a  useful  lesson,  to  matuxer  years  !  The  ab- 
sence of  respect  for  age  and  experience ;  the  impatience  of  restraint, 
and  the  want  of  submission  to  parental  admonition,  and  of  obedience 
to  parental  authority,  are  among  the  most  objectionable  aft  well  as 
striking  features  that  are  but  too  often  displayed  in  our  country. 
It  is  the  fault  of  early  education  -^  not  of  our  institutions.  Filial 
respect  and  obedience  should  be  combined  with  affection  and  love, 
that  the  child  may  be  led  to  look  up  to  his  parent  as  his  friend  and 
companion,  no  less  than  his  counsellor  and  guide,  his  director  and  in- 
structor. The  fireside  of  the  Hollander  is  Exhibited  in  glowing 
colors  on  the  canvass  of  the  painter,  and  celebrated  in  story  and  in 
song.  There  met  and  mingled  the  attachment  of  kindred,  the  love 
of  oflbpring ;  every  tender  tie,  every  fond  endearment,  every  kindred 
association,  every  hallowed  recollection ;  to  be  treasured  up  in  the 
ffamers  of  their  affection,  as  they  brightened  the  circle  of  domestic 
felicity  and  clustered  around  the  hearth  of  home. 

The  first  dawnings  of  the  youthful  mind,  '  man's  break  of  day,' 
are  displayed  under  the  parent's  eye,  and  it  is  for  them  to  permit 
that  dawn  to  be  obscured  by  the  clouds  of  error,  or  cheered  and  en- 
lightened by  the  rays  of  moral  and  intellectual  truth.  For  the  moral 
impressions,  the  genial  influences,  and  the  gentler  affections,  as 
awakened  in  early  life,  at  home^  serve  as  briffht  and  beaming  stars 
not  only  to  guide  our  erring  reason  in  its  earlier  efibrts,  but  to  direct 
our  future  course.  The  want  of  this  early  training,  of  this  parental 
education,  of  this  direction  and  exercise  of  the  gentler  virtues  in  the 
opening  mind,  has  led  astray  tnany  a  noble  nature.  It  has  marred 
the  prospects  of  the  greatest,  and  blasted  the  hopes  of  the  proudest. 
While,  as  regards  that  mighty  mass,  whose  weal  or  wo  must  exert, 
for  good  or  ill,  its  lasting  influence  on  the  character  of  our  institu- 
tions and  the  destinies  of  our-  republic,  the  consequences  of  the 
absence  or  neglect  of  this  early  training  on  the  unsubdued,  unre- 
strained and  unenlightened  minds  of  youth,  are  seen  in  those  deso- 
lating tempests  that  sweep  with  destructive  force  over  the  fair  face 
of  nature,  and  strew  with  many  a  wreck  the  stream  of  time. 

But  although  these  paramount  obligations  should  ever  be  consid- 
ered as  primary  objects  of  devotion,  they  should  not  occupy  our 
thoughts  and  attentions  to  the  exclusion  of  other  no  less  essential 
and  important  duties  of  life ;  for  although  of  necessity  the  ^rtt, 
they  should  not  form  the  only  sources  Whence  to  derive  the  consola^ 
tion  of  having  performe<^our  duty  to  ourselves  and  to  society.  It 
has  sometimes  been  charged  upon  the  descendents  of  Dutch  ances- 
try, that  they  restrain  within  the  limits  of  domestic  life  not  merely 
its  appropriate  feelings  and  attachments,  but  that  experience  and 
those  attainments  also  which  require  but  space  and  room  —  a  suf-' 
ficient  object  and  a  proper  direction— 'to  become  enlarged,  and 
embrace  within  their  range  all  the  relations  and  ties  that  should 
connect  and  bind  us  to  our  common  country.  They  are  thus  sup-- 
posed  to  retain  within  the  sphere  which  they  imagine  these  duties 
have  described,  that  worth  which  should  endear  them  to  the  worlds 
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and  tfaofl  confine  within  the  narrow  circle  of  self  what  waa  equally 
intended  for  friendahip  and  mankind.  If  this  be  so,  or  if  aught  m 
this  be  true,  no  common  object  can  so  beneficiaUy  dirert,  or  so  pro* 
perly  direct  and  fix  the  attention,  enlist  our  feelings,  arouse  onr 
patriotism,  and  awaken  the  ener^s  of  the  mind,  as  a  Society  like 
this,  formed  for  objects  so  worthy  m  themselTOS,  and  so  dear  to  ns  all. 
In  the  exercise  of  its  duties,  or  when  joining  in  its  festivities,  we 
leave  and  forget  for  a  moment  onr  severe  duties  and  labors  and 
cares,  and  we  hail  the  return  of  its  anniverMuy  as  a  pastime  and  a 
holiday  of  life. 

Assembled  in  the  birth-place  of  our  ancestors,  in  honor  of  their 
memory,  we  cannot  but  feel  an  anxious  wish,  a  laudable  desire,  to 
strive  to  emulate  their  virtues,  and  prove  worthy  of  a  portion  of  tteir 
fame ;  and  as  the  remembrance  6£  a  common  ancestry  begets  mu- 
tual good-will,  we  are  disposed  to  entertain  kindlier  feelings  toward 
our  fellow  men ;  and  as  each  joins  the  other  in  tracing  the  associa* 
tions  of  the  past,  and  bringing  ba<^  the  recollection  of  days  gone  by, 
we  rekindle  the  fires  of  our  youth,  and  are  warmed  by  a  generous 
enthusiasm  ;  and  when  we  pledge  the  memory  of  the  FouFinBits  of 
Nbw-York,  we  naturally  recur  to  own  responsibilities  as  their  lineal 
descendants,  and  as  the  mheritors  of  their  patrimony  and  their  name. 
And  when  we  consider  the  rapid  advancement,  the  palmy  state,  and 
the  future  prospects  of  our  city,  and  then  bear  in  mind  that  it  con- 
stitutes so  important  and  integral  a  part  of  this  Grreat  Union,  we  are 
led  to  reflect  on  the  never-ending  benefits  of  that  union  to  all  the 
parts  of  which  it  is  composed ;  and  thus,  by  a  natural  gradation,  we 
are  induced  to  extend  our  views,  and  elevate  our  hopes,  and  direct 
our  aims  to  the  contemplation  of  the  welfare  of  our  common  coun- 
tay,  and  the  destinies  of  our  Native  Land. 

And  what  is  the  city  that  our  ancestors  have  left  us  for  our  inherit- 
ance, and  what  are  our  duties  as  possessors  of  their  patrimony  1 
New- York,  from  its  extraordinary  natural  advantages,  was  destined 
to  be  the  commercial  emporium  of  this  continent ;  attractixig  to  it- 
self not  only  the  intelligent  and  the  enterprising  of  the  Old  W  orld, 
but  affording  to  citizens,  from  every  part  of  our  extended  country, 
an  appropriate  sphere  of  action,  as  well  as  employment  and  occupa- 
tion ror  their  diversified  talents  and  acquirements.  Placed  at  the 
confluence  of  an  arm  of  the  sea  and  a  noble  river  that  unites  its 
waters  with  the  ocean  at  her  very  feet ;  open  at  all  seasons  to  the 
commerce  of  the  world ;  rapidly  increasing  in  population,  which  is 
now  exceeded  in  numbers  only  by  some  of  the  capitals  among  the 
cities  of  Europe ;  occupying  the  centre  of  the  Union  on  its  ocean 
boundary,  and  supported  by  the  influence  of  the  enlightened  and 
liberalizing  aid  of  an  extended  commerce,  which  identifies  and 
reconciles  so  many  conflicting  interests,  our  city  may  become  a  ral- 
lying point  where  extremes  of  opinions,  or  it  may  be  of  error,  may 
meet  and  mingle  in  reconciliation.  Fortunate  in  her  ancestors,  safe 
in  her  position,  proud  of  her  attachment  to  the  Union,  and  powerful 
in  her  commerce,  her  enterprise  and  her  public  spirit.  New- York 
must  remain  a  tower  of  strength  amid  the  bulwalks  of  our  Republic* 
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The  Hudson,  that  contributes  so  largely  to  the  greatness  of  our 
city,  from  the  point  where  it  receives  its  tributary  from  the  west 
to  its  outlet  in  the  Atlantic,  possesses  perhaps  the  greatest  extent  of 
serviceable  tide-water  navigation  of  any  river  that  is  known.  Con- 
sidering the  depth  of  its  channel,  and  its  medom  from  obstruction ;  its 
exemption  from  sudden  and  injurious  ebbs  and  flows,  either  from  its 
sources  of  supply  or  the  tides  of  the  ocean ;  its  relative  position ;  the 
vast  country  that  is  supplied  by  its  means,  and  sends  its  products  to 
its  shores ;  the  directness  of  its  course,  the  salubrity  of  the  climate 
through  which  it  passes,  and  the  great  mart  of  commerce  to  which 
it  is  tributary,  the  Hudson  may  be  called  the  safest  as  well  as  the 
most  useful  river  in  the  world,  and  second  in  importance  only  to  our 
boundless  outlet  of  the  west.  Two  centuries  and  a  quarter  ago, 
our  forefathers  erected  Fort  Orange  at  the  head-waters  of  naviga- 
tion. One-third  of  a  century  since,  on  the  waters  of  the  same  Hud- 
son, Fulton  made  his  successful  experiment  with  the  mighty  power 
of  steam,  which  has  advanced  our  country  to  an  extent  and  with  a 
rapidity  that  defy  calculation.  The  speed  of  our  river  steamers  is 
now  four  times  as  great  as  that  of  Fulton  in  his  day  of  triumph. 
By  the  aid  of  the  same  power  we  travel  with  the  speed  and  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind,  and  mtemal  communications  connect  and  bind 
together  the  distant  parts  of  our  extended  Union.  England  boasts 
of  her  twelve  hundred  miles  of  rail-road ;  we  have  constructed  nearly 
three  times  that  extent ;  while  our  Erie  Canal  and  Croton  Aqueduct 
are  works  to  which  Europe  can  produce  no  parallel.  Removed 
from  the  influence,  and  unconnected  with  the  interests,  of  the  Old 
World,  if  we  are  mindful  only  of  our  own  true  glory,  we  have  a 
career  of  greatness  to  pursue,  with  which  none  can  effectually  inter- 
fere ;  for  with  one  common  object  in  view —  the  happiness  and  secu- 
rity of  the  greatest  number — and  one  common  fate  and  destiny,  firmly 
united  in  the  preservation  of  our  glorious  Union,  we  need  fear  no 
ills  but  such  as  our  own  faults  or  errors  may  create.  We  have  seen 
that  the  troubles  which  often  annoy,  and  sometimes  alarm,  will  dis- 
perse at  their  own  time  and  of  their  own  accord;  while  the  gathering 
clouds  that  occasionally  impend  in  our  political  atmosphere,  will  be 
found  to  resemble  the  mists  and  vapors  thdt  hang  upon  our  lofly 
mountains,  forming  the  cloudy  curtam  of  the  sky  :  It  we  are  but 
true  to  ourselves,  our  own  hands  may  draw  aside  the  veil,  and  dis- 
play the  distant  horizon,  clear  and  bright  and  boundless  as  the  hopes 
of  our  people  and  the  prospects  of  our  country. 

But  as  New-Yorkebs,  let  us  ever  remember  the  principles  and 
example  of  our  Dutch  progenitors,  not  only  for  our  own  sake,  but 
for  that  of  our  common  country.  Let  us  exercise  a  portion  of  that 
patience  and  perseverance  which  securely  attains  its  end,  rather 
than  the  hasty  zeal  which  often  outstrips  the  object  of  pursuit  Let 
us  practice  that  economy  which  is  displayed  m  the  proper  use  of 
time  and  money.  Let  us  hold  fast  by  Uiat  integrity  wnich  justified 
and  consecrated,  while  we  practice  the  charity  and  benevolence 
which  alike  improved  and  adorned  the  wealth  which  their  industry 
and  enterprise  accumulated.    Let  us  emulate  that  stubborn  virtue 
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whioli,  firm  in  defence  of  its  own  rights,  always  respected  the  rights 
of  others  ;  and  when  remembering,  with  grateful  homage,  their  glo- 
rious example,  as  the  early,  consistent  and  steadfast  friends  of  civil 
and  religious  liberty,  let  us  for  ever  honor  their  memory,  while  we 
rejoice  in  the  name  of  the  Sons  of  St.  Nicholas. 


THE      JUD«MENT      OF      THE      DEAD. 
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I>io»«mm  hma  neordod  m  linpr«salT«  Egyptian  caremoaUl,  tha  Jad^mazit  of  tha  daadby  ihm  Uviaf. 
Whan  tha  oerpce.  duly  aitfbalmad.  had  t>a«n  placed  by  the  margin  of  tha  Acharaalan  laka,  ftnd  bafora 
eenaigatng  it  to  tha  b&rk  that  w^n  to  baar  it  across  th«»  watara  to  its  final  raattng  placa.  it  waa  pasmt- 
tad  to  tha  appoinCad  Jadgaa  to  hear  all  accosattons  agaloat  tha  paat  Ufa  of  tha  daoaaaad,  and  tf  proTad, 
to  daprlva  tha  eorpaa  of  tha  rites  of  aapultura.    From  this  singular  law  not  aran  king*  wera  « 

With  sable  plume  and  Doddiag  crest, 

They  bore  him  to  his  dreamless  rest, 
A  cold  and  abject  tbiog ; 

Before  ike  whisper  of  whose  name 

Strongr  hearts  had  quailed  in  fear  and  shame, 
While  nations  knelt  to  flingr 

The  victor's  laurel  at  his  feet ; 

Now  gorgeous  pall  and  winding-sheet 

Were  all  that  royalty  could  bring 

To  mark  the  despot  and  the  king : 
In  solemn  state  they  swept  the  glowing  strand. 
To  meet  the  conclave  of  the  judgment  band. 

And  soon  with  bright  ezultaai  eye, 

Where  fierce  revenge  flashed  wild  and  high, 
Accusen  gathered  fast ; 

From  prison-keep  and  living  grave 

Came  forth  the  mutilated  slave, 
With  faltering  step  aghast : 

And  sightless  men  with  silver  hair, 

The  record  of  their  dungeon  air. 

Who  for  long  years  had  sought  to  die. 

And  wrestled  with  their  agony 
Till  thought  grew  wild  and  intellect  grew  dim ; 
The  clai^Ling  fetter's  mark  on  every  limb. 

With  pallid  cheek  and  eager  prayer. 
And  maniac  laugh  of  dark  despair. 

The  widowed  mother  stood  ; 
And  with  white  lips,  an  orphan  throng 
Rehearsed  a  fearful  tale  of  wrong, 

And  misery  and  blood : 
And  strong  in  virtue  others  came, 
The  countless  victims  to  proclaim 
Of  vengeance,  perfidy  and  dread, 
Who  slumbered  with  the  silent  dead. 
The  world  might  start,  the  sable  plumes  might  waTa, 
But  fat  that  haughty  king  there  was  no  grave ! 


1846.]  Ned   BunOine's  Life -Yam.  35 

Oh !  ye  who  press  life's  crowded  mart, 
With  hnnying  step  and  bouxidiiig  heart, 

A  solemn  leawn  glean ! 
Beware !  lest  when  ye  cross  that  stream 
Whose  breaking  surges'  farthest  gleam 

No  mortal  eye  hath  seen ; 
Discordant  voices  wake  the  shore, 
Tlie  struggling  spirit  would  explore ; 
And  to  the  trembling  soul  deny 
Its  latest  resting  place  on  high: 
Our  acts  are  judges  that  must  meet  us  there, 
With  seraph-smues  of  light  or  fiendish  glare ! 
SkMhtr-Mmid. 


NED      BUNTLINE'S      LIFE-YARN. 


^JUMBBn       TWO, 


Wrra  anxious  eyes  the  crew  and  passengers  watched  during  the 
remainder  of  the  day  their  brig,  as  spar  by  spar  and  plank  by  plank 
she  sundered,  and  gave  herself  piece-meal,  as  if  imwillingly,  to  the 
hungry  waters.  On  !  how  it  pains  a  sailor  to  see  his  gallant  bark 
thus  shivered  and  torn  in  the  merciless  hands  of  the  wrathful  storm- 
king  !  Even  as  a  mother  watches  a  sick  or  dying  infant,  and  sees 
hope  by  hope  vanish,  even  like  the  health-tint  from  its  brow,  so  gazes 
a  sailor  on  the  parting  planks  of  the  noble  craft  which  he  has  guided 
throueh  many  a  stormy  peril ;  the  home  of  his  heart ;  the  object  of 
his  pnde  in  port,  the  safety  of  his  life  and  fortune  on  the  sea. 

nefare  the  sun  had  sunk  beyond  the  western  sky-line,  the  last 
plank  of  the  ill-fated  brig  had  burst  its  iron  fastenings,  and  half- 
buried  in  bubbling  foam,  drifted  shoreward.  And  theU  sun-set  f 
oh,  bow  fflorious !  The  storm-clouds,  before  close  knit  together, 
black  and  fearful,  were  now  a  scattered  mass  of  dark,  ragged,  flying 
shadows  of  the  departed  storm ;  and  as  they  fled,  the  softening  sun- 
rays  lit  upon  their  wings  and  gilded  them  with  hues  of  gold.  The 
sun  went  down  as  some  tired  warrior  goes  to  death  in  the  hour  of 
victory ;  calmly  gazing  upon  the  flying  remnants  of  his  shattered 
enemy :  so  went  that  sun  down  amid  the  broken  clouds  of  the  dying 
storm.  And  then  came  Mars  and  Venus  forth  to  take  an  evening 
walk  over  their  azure  promenade,  perchance  to  talk  of  the  how  ana 
when  rude  Vulcan  toiled  over  his  forge  to  make  for  them  a  net.  And 
anon,  in  all  her  cold  stateliness,  strode  Dian  forth  to  watch  the  acts 
of  all  night- walking  lovers,  and  to  bother  the  light-fingered  followers 
of  Mercury.  Is  it  not  a  glorious  sight  to  watch  the  change  from 
sun-set  till  the  stars  have  all  lighted  their  beacons  1  To  watch  each 
shining  one,  as  it  springs  through  the  flimsy  web  of  twilight  and 
takes  Its  stand  in  the  gemmed  hall  of  light,  as  some  fair  beauty  from 
behind  a  curtain  glides  suddenly  into  a  brilliant  ball-room  1  And 
^en,  when  the  broad-faced  moon  comes  out  with  her  smiles,  looge- 
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flung  over  wood  and  wave,  walking  over  the  little  stars  without 
ceremony,  or  burying  them  in  an  obbvion  of  light,  is  not  the  change 
complete,  striking,  magnificent  1  It  tells  us  God  is  here!  So 
thought  Ned  and  the  beautiftil  Jewess,  as  they  leaned  over  the  taf- 
frail,  looking  at  a  duplicate  sky  that  lay  asleep  upon  the  waters, 
which  now  were  calm  as  an  infant's  slumbers. 

*  Edward,'*  said  the  Jewess,  as  they  thus  stood  in  lover-like  prox- 
imity, '  I  have  heard  men  speak,  and  have  oftentimes  read,  of  some 
'  bright  particular  star'  reigning  at  our  birth ;  and  that  that  star 
hovers  over  us  through  our  lives ;  sometimes  dim  and  sometimes 
bright.  Napoleon  thought  that  he  had  such  a  star.  I  have  been 
tempted  to  believe  in  this  Chaldean  theory.  Edward,  have  you  such 
a  star  1' 

*  No,  lady !'  responded  the  youth ;  *  I  was  bom  on  a  wild  March 
night ;  and  when  I  came  upon  the  earth,  the  elements  were  all  in 
fierce  battle  and  deafening  turmoil.  There  uku  no  star  m  the  $ky 
when  I  UKU  horn.  Clouds,  black  and  fearful,  hung  like  a  pall  of 
Nature's  saddest  weaving ;  the  winds  sane  loud  threatenings,  or 
shrieked  their  warnings  to  the  homeless  and  wandering.  The  red 
lightning's  glare,  as  it  fringed  the  ragged  zig-zag  clouds,  was  all 
the  light,  save  a  poor  taper's  feeble  glimmering,  that  welcomed  me 
to  earth.     No,  lady,  no !     I  have  no  star !' 

'  The  star  of  Hope  beameth  on  high  for  all  to  gaze  upon,'  said 
she,  in  a  low,  sweet  voice,  that  sounded  like  flute-music  from  afar 
over  the  evening-hued  waters. 

'  For  what  have  I  to  hope,  fair  girl  ?  A  life  of  peril,  toil  and 
hardship ;  a  death  suddenly  coming  on  the  ocean,  or  hours  of  linger- 
ing illness,  before  I  die,  in  some  noisome  hospital,  perchance  in  a 
foreign  clime,  with  want  and  misery  for  my  attendants  ]  Such,  alas ! 
is  too  oflen  the  fate  of  the  American  seaman ;  such,  lady  !  may  be 
mine.' 

'  No,  oh  no !'  exclaimed  the  feeling  girl,  while  lustrous  pearls 
hung  pendant  from  those  large  black  eyes  ;  '  no,  this  cannot,  must 
not  be.  You  must  leave  the  sea.  When  my  father  died,  he  left  me 
wealth;  and  Miriam  Dwyer  is  her  own  mistress.  Edward,  you 
must  leave  the  sea !' 

'  Dear  Miriam  !  speak  not  so  wildly ;  we  are  both  children.' 

*  I  speak  not  wildly ;  you  are  the  saviour  of  my  life — be  its  future 

Erotector.  You  are  alone — be  so  no  longer.  We  are  young;  but 
lA  Fayette  married,  at  sixteen,  a  wife  younger  than  myself.  Did 
he  regret  that  marriage  when  in  the  gloomy  prisons  of  Ohnutz  t 
Oh,  think  me  not  indelicate  ;  but  mine  is  the  power  to  render  you 
happy.    I  know  it — I  feel  it.    Edward — tee  wve  /' 

*  Ire  dof  —  but  it  cannot  be.  Qenerous,  grateful  girl !  I  cannot 
take  advantage  of  your  kindness.  When  years  have  tested  our 
hearts;  when  perchance  I  may  have  gained  a  name  and  place 

*  It  i«  ia  tvcato,  not  iA  days  and  boura,  that  we  maj  be  said  to  lire  lonf ;'  and  tbe  eventa  recorded 
in  my  lait  chapter  bad  done  more  to  •trenfthen  our  knowledfe  oC  and  feeliaf  for  each  other,  than 
months  of  land-oompaniooship.  Theae  records  are  tnuf  this  I  wish  the  reader  to  know,  for  oar 
preMBt  and  Aitnre  good  andencaading. 
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among  the  known  of  earth ;  when  I  feel  myself  toorthy  of  you,  tlien 
I  may  resume  this  theme  again ;  tOl  then,  dear  girl !  let  it  not  be 
resumed.' 

She  gasped  but  two  dear  precious  words  of  love  and  gratitude ; 
then  feU  fainting  in  Ned's  arms,  and  was  borne  below. 

•  •••»• 

The  sun  looked  out  next  morning  on  a  sky  clear  as  an  unblem« 
ished  pearL  The  waves  no  lonc^er  wore  a  crest  of  snowy  foam ; 
deep,  calm  and  blue,  they  rolled  on,  softly  as  heaves  a  maiden's 
breast  before  sighs  have  found  their  way  within  it.  And  then  came 
the  fresh  warm  south  wind  in  a  steady  breeze.  Soon  the  schooner's 
anchor  was  weighed ;  soon  fell  her  snowy  pinions  from  the  yards ; 
and  then  on  she  swept  like  some  graceftil  queen  in  flowing  robes, 
gliding  with  noble  ease  over  an  azure  carpet.  Inside  the  reef,  over 
many  a  bed  of  branching  coral,  over  many  a  forest  of  sea-fans,  bore 
she  on  toward  the  norui.  At  last,  when  the  Key  Biscayno  light* 
house  loomed  up  from  Cape  Florida,  she  again  sought  the  blue 
waters  of  the  Ghilf  Stream,  and  up  along  that  lovely  coast  she  sped 
full  swiftly.  When  the  wind  came  quartering  off  the  land,  the  sea 
bore  upon  its  heaving  breast  loads  of  perfume  from  the  orange  and 
lemon  groves,  and  the  myrtle-broath  nestled  in  its  waves.  There 
are  few  coasts  more  pleasant  to  sail  than  that  of  East  Florida.  The 
water  runs  deep  close  in-shore,  and  in  calm  weather  you  may  run 
within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  beach,  enjoying  all  the  rich  variety 
of  land  and  sea  scenery  at  one  and  the  same  time.  Some  foolish 
land-lubbers  have  JkgrahamaHcally  described  a  sea-voyage  as  being 
monotonous !  Are  the  outlines  of  peerless  beauty  monotonous  to 
the  blind  ]  Is  the  eloquence  of  a  soul-winning  orator  monotonous 
to  an  idiot  1  Then,  reader,  from  these  deductions  take  my  opinion 
of  all  who  pronounce  a  sea-fvoyage  monotonous.  Have  we  not 
changes,  continual  variations  of  wind  and  weather,  requiring  a  cor-* 
responding  activity  on  the  part  of  those  on  board  1  Have  we  not 
our  games  of  amusement,  as  varied  and  as  many  as  the  chanees  in 
woman's  fickle  nature  ]  Have  we  not  our  books  and  charts  ]  ^  Ilave 
we  not  instruments  to  trace  each  line,  and  give  a  place  and  name 
and  altitude  to  every  star  that  eems  heaven's  azure  concave  1  Have 
we  not  our  yam-spinning  circle  of  jovial  fellows,  our  brotherhood 
of  soul-joined,  heart-united  ones  1  Have  we  not  our  hours  of  mer- 
riment and  our  times  of  peril ;  each  chasing  hard  upon  the  heels  of 
the  other  ]  Do  not  the  sea-birds  give  us  music,  and  does  not  the 
mighty  '  voice  of  many  waters'  sing  our  nightly  lullaby  \  Cannot 
we  lie  on  our  backs,  on  a  spare  studding-sail,  and  gazing  sky-ward, 
fancy  every  shape  in  nature,  ft-om  among  the  ever-changing,  wind-^ 
swept  clouds  of  heaven  ]  Is  there  monotony  in  all  this  ?  Go  to ! 
o  to !     Show  me  the  dull  scribbler  in  his  musty  garret ;  cob-webs 


for  his  rigffing,  dust  for  a  sweetener  to  his  atmosphere ;  dirty  walls 
in  quarto  beU>re  his  aching  eyes,  and  a  manuscript  for  which  he  'II 
scarce  get  enough  to  pay  for  die  crackers  and  cheese  which  has  fed 
his  flickering  life-lamp ;  and  then  I  '11  tell  you  if  there  "is  fitonoAmy 
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afloat  or  ashore.  Ask  the  poor  factory  girl,  who  toils  fourteen  or 
sixteen  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four,  if  she  would  leave  that  endless 
heart-drying  loom,  to  cruise  upon  the  '  glad  waters  of  the  dark  hlue 
sea ;'  think  you  she  would  cry  monotony  then  1  Again  I  say,  Go  * 
to !  ye  sea-sick  lubbers,  who  call '  God's  mirror*  monotonous !  Ye 
are  worse  than  Atheists.  I  'm  wroth  with  the  whole  race  of  ye ; 
and  in  this  mood  I'll  end  this  chapter.  'Monotonous,'  indeed! 
monotonous ! 


OKArTBK   TIVTH. 

Reader,  we  '11  not  tell  you  of  the  passage  home,  or  how  the 
•Mary  C— '  sped  in  her  wild  swiftness;  how  she  battled  the 
squalls  of  Hatteras,  and  Virginia's  stormy  capes;  but  you  may  fancy 
yourself  standing,  a  few  days  after  the  time  of  our  last  chapter,  on 
Gloucester-point,  a  little  way  below  the  city  of  Philadelphia.  It  is 
New- Year's  Day.  Look  city-ward.  See  how  toy  the  gay  flags, 
the  many-colored  banners,  with  the  fresh  breeze  and  the  golden 
sun-beams.  Nature  has  put  on  her  brightest  dress  of  the  season, 
and  met  the  young  year  with  a  smile  on  her  &ce ;  but,  as  you  look 
to  the  groves,  you  see  that  she  is  in  half-mourning  for  the  old  one, 
who  bore  away  her  green  leaves,  her  sweet  flowers.  Nature  smil- 
ing on  a  wintry  day,  is  like  Grief  laughing  at  a  funeral.  But,  look ! 
look  down  toward  the  island— -Reedy  Island.  Do  you  not  see  a 
gallant  craft,  with  many  a  snowy  wing  outspread,  speeding  along 
the  glitterinff  river,  the  foam  curling  back  from  her  prow  1  It  is 
the  *  Marv  C—  .'  Her  trip  is  neany  ended.  Come  on  board  of 
her,  reader;  does  not  her  appearance  invite  you  1  How  beautiftil ! 
with  her  tall  tapering  masts  clothed  in  virgin  white,  from  the  deck 
up  even  to  their  peaks;  and  above  all,  our  beloved  *flower*flag' 
wavine  as  if  it  knew  the  proud  destiny  of  the  nation  it  represents. 
And  uen  how  smoothly  and  swifijy  glides  that  beauteous  craft 
through  the  still  waters,  as  if  she  was  skimming  over,  rather  than 
parting  them!  Beautiftil  and  gallant  was  she  after  whom  thou 
wast  named,  noble  craft! — but  not  more  so  than  thou  art  now  in 
thy  gala-dress  dancing  on  thine  own  element ! 

On  the  deck  stands  the  weather-bronzed  captain;  around  him  his 
passengers,  all  taking  a  gladsome  look  at  the  city.  Ned  too  is 
there ;  he  stands  at  t]be  helm  guiding  the  schooner  with  easy  hand, 
and  by  his  side  is  Miriam  Dwyer,  the  lovely  Jewess.  Her  look  is 
sorrowful,  while  joy  sits  on  all  other  countenances.  She  is  sad,  for 
a  parting  is  near.  And  so  is  Ned,  though  he  has  other  reasons  for 
sadness.  He  is  approaching  a  city  where  but  a  few  short  days  be- 
fore he  left  a  father  whom  he  feared  but  respected,  a  mother  whom 
he  loved,  a  sister  whom  he  adored;  left  them  without  a  word  or  a 
tear.  And  Thmight  told  him  what  a  few  deys  might  have  wrought. 
Death  rides  on  a  swifter  chariot  than  Time ;  Death  hath  never  felt 
the  smile  of  Mercy ;  and  that  sister,  that  mother,  that  father,  where 
might  they  be  1  Thought  tQ  ^e  absent  is  often,  alas !  too  oft»n  a 
fearful  plague, 
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Bat  see!  the  schooner  nean  the  city;  aloft  fly  the  ready  seamen, 
ready  to  fold  close  those  snowy  winn,  when  their  yessel's  flight  is 
ended.  Now  they  pass  the  lfavy-xard»  and  then  glide  along  by 
the  piers,  which  are  filled  with  gay  parties,  who  wiui  waving  'ker- 
chief and  8car&  shout  a  welcome  to  the  Homeward  Bound,  They 
are  at  the  foot  of  Pine-street;  the  captain  raises  his  trumpet:  'Stand 
by/  he  shouts,  'sheets,  halliards,  clewlines  and  buntlines !  In  of  all 
cheerily!  furl  away,  boys;  make  snug,  and  then  come  down  to  the 
wharf  fastening^ !  * 

In  an  instant  every  spar  was  bare,  every  sail  was  almost  entirely 
hidden.  Still  under  her  head-way,  the  schooner  moved  gracefully 
on  past  Walnut  and  Chesnut-streets,  until  she  reached  Race-street, 
where,  with  one  turn  of  the  helm,  her  course  changed  and  she  floated 
in  a  moment  more  beside  the  Wharf,  where  stood  her  owner, 
ready  to  ask,  *  T^^at  luck  V  We  *11  let  him  and  the  captain  talk  of 
that,  while  we  follow  Ned  and  Miriam,  who  have  disappeared.  In 
the  schooner's  elegant  after-cabin,  he  sits,  with  her  head  on  his 
shoulder.  Her  heaty  sobs  almost  choke  her  utterance,  but  hear 
her  words : 

'  Edward,  must  we  part  1 — so  soota,  and  after  such  a  short  life  of 
happiness  ]  It  will  break  my  heart !  You  saved  my  life  once — oh  I 
save  it  now!' 

'  Dear  Miriam,  be  calm — be  womanly.  Absence,  distance,  time 
can  never  change  tru6  hearts.  Our  separation  will  not  be  eternal ; 
yet  for  a  time  we  must  indeed  part.     I  cannot  go  with  you !' 

•  Then  I  go  akmeT  sobbed  the  poor  girl;  but  all  was  ready  for 
their  departure,  and  she  was  soon  called  to  join  her  friends.  The 
steamer  that  was  to  bear  her  away  lay  puffing  ofi*  her  steam  like  a 
big  baby  of  Impatience  kicking  in  a  close  cradle;  and  soon  the 
paity,  accompanied  f)y  Ned,  were  oil  her  decks. 

'Dear  Edward!' whispered  Mirialn,  'write  to  me  in  Baltimore, 
and  after  that  in  Gralveston,  Texas;  and  remember  that  I  remain 
unmarried^  till  you -"till  you  see  mer/ 

Oh,  how  roseate  Was  her  blushing  cheek,  how  liqtiid  her  soulful 
eyes,  as  she  said  this  I  And  then  the'  steamer's  bell  rang  its  startling 
peal,  and  to  those  lovers  it  seemed  the  death-knell  of  joy.  They 
parted.  He  sprang  ashore ;  the  steamer  backed  out,  then  dashed 
down  the  river  on  her  destined  course.  Slowly  and  with  down-cast 
eyes,  betokening  a  sad  and  thoughtful  heart,  Ned  walked  back  to- 
ward his  vessel. 

He  was  just  stepping  on  board/  without  noticing  who  stood  on 
the  deck,  when  he  was  addressed  by  a  voice  which  made  him  start 
convulsively.     It  was  stem,  cold  and  harsh;  it  was  his  JiUher's  tone. 

'  So,  Sir !  you  have  riBtumed  1  I  suppose  you  are  sick  of  the  sea, 
and  are  willmg  to  ask  my  forgiveness ;  and,  if  I  permit  you  to  come 
home,  to  do  as  Itcish,  not  as  you  will — eh  V 

'  No,  Sir,'  answered  Ned,  calmly  but  proudly;'  'ho.  Sir ;  I  ask  no 


*  MiBiAK  DwTsa  i»  tdlfr  lumarriedi'UKl  innre  beautiftil  than  ever.    6fa,  Woman  I  thy  name  i 
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home  from  you ;  I  have  found  a  dearer  home  on  the  breast  of  the 
glorious  ocean ;  cordial  friends  and  honest  men  share  with  me  my 
odken  dwelling ;  and,  Sir,  none  here  dare  strike  me ;  no  one  toauld 
strike  me ;  they  all  love  me  too  dearly.' 

'Is  this  your  choice,  degenerate  boy!-— a  life  of  hardship  and 
peril  shared  with  such  associates;  is  this  the  life  which  you  choose, 
m  preference  to  one  of  luxury  and  ease,  where  you  would  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  study  V 

*  Father,  a  life  of  honor  with  these  rough  men,  a  life  of  peril  and 
hardship,  in  preference  to  a  life  of  luxury,  where  in  a  fit  of  hasty 
anger  I  may  oe  struck  to  the  earth,  like  some  refractory  slave;  any 
Itfe,  Sir,  but  that!' 

*  Boy !  do  you  know  my  power  and  my  rightful  authority  1  Do 
you  know  that  I  could  drag  you  home  tied  like  a  felon,  and  lock 
you  there?' 

'  Sir,  do  so !  Bind  me  and  bar  me ;  but  remember,  no  locks, 
bonds  or  bars  can  bind  my  spirit.  It  is  free ;  free  as  ihe  glad  al- 
batross that  skims  far  and  wide  over  the  ocean,  and  sleeps  when  it 
listeth  on  the  bosom  of  the  wave  that  feeds  it.  Exercise  your 
'rightful  authority,'  Sir,  if  you  choose;  but  bind  me  strong  and  bar 
me  well.  I  love  the  ocean !  The  sea  is  my  home ;  and  beware. 
Sir,  lest  I  seek  it  again,  in  spite  of  bolts  and  bars.  Love  like  mine 
defies  both.' 

*  Boy !  it  is  well !  You  have  chosen !  Never  enter  my  house 
again.  From  this  moment  I  disinherit  you  for  ever!  Not  one  far- 
thing of  mine  shall  ever  cross  your  palm !  Now,  Sir,  enjoy  your 
•  pi'ospects'— enjoy  your  '  associations  !*  * 

'It  is  well,  my  father — father  no  longer!  I  have  anticipated 
Your  kind  disinheritance.  Since  you  disgraced  me  with  a  blow,  1 
have  not  borne  your  name.  My  energies,  my  hopes,  my  ambition, 
and  all  of  the  man  which  God  has  given  me,  wul  carry  me  alone 
through  the  world.  'Resurgam*  is  my  motto — independence  my 
character !  Farewell,  Sir;  you  might  have  made  me  all  you  could 
have  wishe'd — now  I  will  make  myself/* 

The  father  turned  sternly  away  and  strode  up  the  wharf.  The 
son  turned  tearfully  around  toward  the  captain,  who  met  him  with 
open  arms: 

'Ned,  cheer  up,  my  boy!'  said  he;  'I*U  be  your  father  now. 
Cheer  up !  We  sail  to-morrow,  with  a  load  of  flour  for  Rio  de 
Janerio.  If  you  want  any  thine,  run  down  to  my  locker  and  get 
some  money,  and  go  ashore  and  buy  it ;  there  's  the  key.  Come, 
boy !  do  n't  be  down-hearted.  Grief  is  like  an  anchor  in  the  hold, 
where  it  can  't  be  got  at ;  it  only  weighs  down  the  ship,  without 
being  of  any  use !' 

Ned  brightened  up;  he  felt  that  he  was  not  friendless,  but  he  did 
90  long  to  see  his  sister  and  mother !  Alas !  that  sister  cared  not 
for  him,  though  he  loved  her  so  dearly.  Her  aim  was  to  supplant 
him  in  parental  affection.  Her  hatred  was,  oh  God  !  how  unnatU' 
ral!     Bntittoas! 

But  a  truce  to  sadness,  and  ho!  for  the  merry  sea! 
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STANZAS. 

Mt  lore  is  now  no  earthly  love, 

No  periihable  fonn ; 
The  one  I  wonhip  dweUi  above 

Thp  sunahine  and  the  storm : 
Her  image  in  my  heart  is  warm, 

Though  none  would  know  't  was  there. 
So  many  yean  have  pawed  smoe  she 

Went  to  breathe  heavenly  air. 

But  lately,  wandering  in  a  wood, 

I  caught  within  a  orook 
Which  mirrored  that  dark  neighborhood, 

The  sadness  of  my  look ; 
Reading  therein,  as  in  a  book, 

The  story  of  my  life, 
I  saw  the  world  had  naught  for  me ; 

Father — nor  friend  — nor  wife. 

Too  much  among  my  kind  I  dwell  — 

Their  thoughts  are  none  of  mine ; 
And  such  companionship  is  hell 

To  one  remembering  thine. 
All  pleasures  —  friendship,  music,  wine  -^ 

Come  coldly  to  my  heart ; 
From  noisy  mirth  I  steal  to  walk 

Where  thoa  so  silent  art 

Oft  m  the  ruder  glare  of  noon. 

Amid  the  hurrying  crowd, 
I  see  thy  grave  beneath  the  moon. 

And  thee  within  thy  shroud : 
And  when  the  voice  oif  men  is  load, 

Aaiid  the  roar  I  stop, 
And  hear  again  the  rooty  clods 

On  thy  smooth  coffin  drop. 

Such  fancies  token,  I  am  told, 

A  weak,  distempered  brain ; 
And  often,  ere  the  limbs  are  old. 

The  mind  begins  to  wane. 
There  is  a  mansion  where  th'  insane 

In  guarded  chambers  dwell ; 
Oft  on  its  walls  I  gaze,  and  say, 

<  Is  there  a  vacant  cell  7* 

But  there  is  yet  one  dwellnig*plaee, 

Which  I  would  rather  choose ; 
'T  is  where  on  thy  shaip,  maible  face 

Drip  the  slow-soaking  dews. 
I  wander  there  alone  to  muse. 

The  church-yard's  frequent  gnest. 
And  leaning  on  thy  tomb-stone,  sighy 

<  When  shall  I,  too,  have. rest  f 

TOL.  xxni.  6  T.W.*.* 
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THE      NEW      PHILOSOPHY. 


BT    TBI    AROa-HUUBOa. 


TBEAT8  OF  SACKS:  AND  OF  SACKS.  TEE  SACK  DEOENEBATB. 

'LtTTLB  Bo-FKBF  hss  ]<Mt  ber  ahaep^ 

And  eaa't  tell  where  to  find  them: 
Leave  them  alone,  and  they'll  come  home. 
And  brin§r  their  tails  behind  them. 

'Little  Bo-FSSF  fell  fait  aaleep, 

And  dreampt  she  heard  them  bleatinf : 
But  when  ahe  awoke,  she  found  it  a  joke, 
For  still  they  were  all  fleeting. 

'Then  up  she  took  her  little  crook, 

Determin'd  for  to  find  them ; 
She  found  them  indeed,  but  it  made  ber  heart  bleed, 

For  they  'd  left  all  their  tails  behind  'em.' 

MOTKBB  OOOSX. 

A  MISFORTUNE  similar  to  the  one  so  touchingly  described  by  that 
sublime  poetess,  Mother  Goose,  has  befallen  the  Arch-Humbug  in 
the  case  of  that  portion  of  his  ^ock  wearing  the  Sack  Degenerate. 
They  have  'leftcUl  their  tails  behind  'em  f 

What  then  is  the  Sack  Degenerate  ? 

As  its  name  implies,  it  is  emphatically  a  '  runty'  scion  of  the  pa- 
rent Sack  Proper.  It  resembles  the  latter  in  some  respects,  but  it 
fits  closer  to  the  figure,  and  is  considerably  shorter.  If  the  inside 
coat  of  a  man  show  itself  below  his  sack,  or  if  wearing  no  inside 
coat  his  sack  is  barely  sufiScient  for  the  preservation  of  decency, 
then  may  you  safely  pronounce  it  one  of  the  •  Degenerate.'  This 
variety  bears  about  the  same  relation  to  the  former  in  size  and  ap- 
pearance as  does  broccoli  to  the  cauliflower. 

The  Sack  Degenerate  usually  makes  its  appearance  upon  a  man 
a  year  after  the  Sack  Proper.  This  fact  I  scarcely  know  how  to 
accotmt  for.  I  have  sometimes  fancied  that  men  wear  the  large 
sack  one  year,  and  economize  the  next  in  the  scant  one ;  but  for  my 
part  I  would  rather  stint  myself  in  fire,  or  food,  than  in  cloth ;  I 
would  prefer  depriving  myself  of  a  little  amusement,  or  of  a  party 
or  two,  to  making  my  appearance  in  the  street  in  the  semblance  of 
an  overgrown  school-boy.  Again,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that  nature 
has  operated  in  this  case  as  in  every  other,  to  restore  the  equilib- 
rium of  things :  if  she  gives  us  a  remarkably  fine  crop  one  summer, 
we  often  see  the  harvest  fall  short  in  the  next.  Thirdly,  I  have 
occasionally  imagined  that  the  sack  may  in  its  nature  resemble 
certain  plants,  which  will  flourish  very  well,  and  grow  luxuriantly 
for  one  season,  but  after  that  become  weak  and  puny ;  or  many 
imported  seeds,  which  for  one  year  produce  fine  plants  which  per- 
haps arrive  at  maturity,  but  the  seeds  gathered  from  them  will  grow 
up  into  poor,  spindly,  insignificant  caricatures  of  vegetable  life. 

The  back  Proper  may  be  likened  to  a  Doctor  Johu8on>  the  Saek 
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Degenerate  to  his  Boswell.  A  sound  turnip,  and  one  that  has  been 
frozen  and  thawed,  may  represent  the  two  garments.  If  the  Sack 
Degenerate  be  not  a  stunted  variety  of  the  genus  Sack,  it  is  a  base, 
contemptible  imitation  of  the  pea-jacket  of  the  seamen. 

These  gentlemen  in  short  sacks  invariably  bring  to  my  remem- 
brance Rabelais's  *  ten  thousand  panniers  full  of  bob-tailed  devils.' 
I  am  inclined  to  suspect  them  of  being  disciples  of  Lord  Monboddo, 
who,  supposing  with  him,  that  in  the  lapse  of  time,  and  amid  the 
various  mutations  of  the  whole  human  race,  the  primitive  tail  of  the 
gemu  homo  has  been  gradually  worn  away  and  eradicated,  (till  at 
length  i|  has  totally  disappeared  and  left  not  a  trace  behind,)  wish 
in  like  manner  to  get  rid  of  the  artificial  tail  of  the  outward  man. 
Strange  that  any  human  being  should  be  visited  with  an  inclination 
to  resemble  a  bull-terrier ! 

This  propensity  to  dock,  which  appears  to  be  inherent  in  our 
nature,  and  confined  to  us  alone,  we  have  seen  exercised  in  the 
horse,  the  sheep,  and  other  domestic  animals ;  but  no  one  could 
ever  have  dreampt  that  man  himself  would  under  any  circumstan- 
ces become  the  victim  of  the  passion.  All  the  indignities  we  inflict 
upon  the  brute  creation  man  has  hitherto  been  privileged  from. 
Now  that  we  and  our  clothes  are  threatened  with,  yea!  made 
subject  to,  one,  and  not  the  least,  of  these  injuries,  it  hath  become 
the  duty  of  every  good  man  to  resist  this  innovation.  Ye  blind 
leaders  of  the  blind,  ye  know  not  what  ye  do !  It  is  not  the  mere 
cutting  off  of  three,  or  six,  or  eight  inches  of  cloth,  that  I  exclaim 
against ;  that  should  not  move  my  steadfast  soul.  But  what  I  fear, 
is  this ;  that  if  this  fashion  extend  itself  among  all  classes,  we  shall 
become  a  nation  of  conceited  men  ! 

Tailors — where  are  ye  ]  Why  do  ye  not  raise  your  voices,  and 
protest  against  this  saving  of  cloth,  this  libel  upon  the  taste  of  the 
age  ?  Let  us  return  if  you  will  to  the  doublet  and  the  cloak ;  but 
away  with  this  mockery  of  a  tail,  this  termination  which  ends  where 
it  ought  not !  Let  us  be  tail-less  animals,  or  animals  with  decent 
tails!  Let  us  approximate  to  the  untrimmed  game-cock,  not  to 
the  conceited  ana  curly-tailed  drake ! 

I  am  convinced  that  a  short  tail  is  an  indication  of  conceit  in  man 
or  any  other  animal.  A  docked  horse,  I  am  positive,  is  a  much 
more  conceited  beast  than  a  long-tailed  one.  Tne  ape  with  merely 
an  abbreviated  attempt  at  a  tail,  or  the  pig  with  a  concise  and  spi- 
ral one,  is  a  much  more  distinguished  animal,  in  his  own  opinion, 
than  is  the  lordly  tiger  or  princely  lion,  possessing  (to  speak  scientifi- 
cally,) a  much  more  considerably  produced  caudai  extremity.  By 
the  way,  it  is  a  curious  coincidence,  that  M.  Granville,  the  illustra- 
tor of  La  Fontaine's  fables,  has  almost  invariably  depicted  the  dock- 
ed, short-tailed,  or  tail-less  animals  in  a  garment  which  is  an  exact 
representation  of  the  Sack  Degenerate,  while  he  has  given  to  the 
long-tailed  beasts  a  coat  corresponding,  or  a  wide  and  flowing 
mantle.     Did  he  perceive  the  analogy  ] 

Look  at  the  wren.  He  is  unquestionably  the  most  pert  and  con- 
ceited of  all  birds.    And  why  1    He  cannot  help  being  so;  the  dia^ 
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position  ariaoB  from  his  short  tail ;  it  is  bis  destiny,  indicated  by  bis 
tail;  written  on  it  by  nature,  in  cbaracters  npt  to  be  misinterpreted. 
Any  one  wbo  never  saw  tbe  bird  before,  could  read  bis  character 
without  the  necessity  of  referring  to  Wilson,  or  Audubon,  or  any- 
body else. 

The  tail  of  any  animal  is  in  my  opinion  intimately  connected 
with,  and  a  sort  of  expositor,  (infallible,  if  we  can  but  hit  upon  the 
correct  principles  of  judging  therefrom,)  of  his  moral  and  intellec- 
tual faculties.  Why,  if  it  be  not  so,  do  scientific  men  always  de- 
scribe the  size  of  a  beast  or  bird,  by  giving  the  length  from  the  tip 
of  the  nose,  the  very  centre  of  the  parts  in  which  the  mei^^al  facul- 
ties are  supposed  to  reside,  the  middle  of  the  visage,  the  organ  on 
which  depends  much  of  its  expression,  to  what] — to  the  end  of  the 
tail -*^ the  end^  mark! — >■  comprehending  that  member  from  its  very 
beginning,  from  its  first  rudiment,  to  that  undefinable  point  where 
it  fades  away  into  nought — ^the  whole  tail,  showing  that  thev  attach 
infinite  importance  to  that  perquisite,  as  it  may  be  called,  of  beasts. 

How  dia  the  ass  of  old,  or  as  others  have  it,  the  Devil,  evince  his 
surpassing  conceit  and  absurdity?  By  painting  his  tail  sky-blue. 
'Neat  but  not  gaudy!'  as  he  pithily  expressed  his  opinion  of  the 
effect  of  the  decoration*  Why  did  he  exercise  his  taste  in  color- 
ing upon  his  tail,  rather  than  his  ears,  or  his  hoofs,  or  any  other 
part  of  him]  Why  did  Shakspeare  speak  of  a  *rat  without  a 
tail,'  but  as  meaning  a  monster  destitute  of  the  very  essence  and 
insignia  of  his  race  ]  What  would  become  of  a  fish  without  his 
tail!  Would  he  not  be  at  the  mercy  of  every  current,  little  better 
than  a  ship  without  a  rudder]  Would  a  Canadian  carman  swear 
so  much,  so  fast,  and  so  long  in  bad  French,  were  the  tail  of  his  cart 
prohibited  ]  No,  no !  A  thousand  times,  no !  Doth  not  much  de- 
pend on  the  tail  of  the  kite ;  is  it  not  in  trtlth  the  most  important 
member  thereof]  Who  would  take  any  notice  of,  or  trouble  his 
head  about,  a  comet  without  a  tail  ]  Sages  might  sit  up  to  watch 
the  peregrinations  of  such  a  wandering  light;  they  might  be  all  agog 
to  account  for  the  phenomenon.  But  what  would  we  common 
people  think  about  it]  A  comet  without  a  tail  I  Disgracefiil!  Im- 
modest!    Do  n't  speak  of  it! 

It  is  true,  that  astronomers  say,  that  when  a  comet  approaches 
very  close  to  the  sun,  the  tail  is  no  longer  discernible.  This  fact 
they  explain  by  very  learned  reasons,  overlooking  altogether,  (as 
sages  will,)  the  simple  solution  of  the  problem,  which  I  take  upon 
myself  the  merit  of  having  originated,  the  supposition  that  it  is  burnt 
off  by  the  excessive  heat  that  we  may  imagine  to  exist  there.  What 
more  natural  and  reasonable  than  this  presumption]  And  yet  I 
doubt  not  that  jealous  rival  philosophers  will  ridicule  the  idea. 
The  tail  appears  gradually  again,  I  confess,  as  the  comet  recedes 
from  the  source  of  light  and  heat;  but  we  can  readily  conceive  that 
it  grows  out  again,  just  like  our  nails  or  hair  under  the  like  circum- 
stances. The  Romans  were  undoubtedly  of  this  opinion,  as  I  judge 
frx>m  their  calling  the  tail  of  a  comet,  'comae,'  the  hair;  the  comet 
itself,  'Stella  crinita,'  long-haired  star.  Now,  adopting  this  solution 
as  the  true  one,  and  applying  the  same  system  of  reasoning  to  Sacks 
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Degenei^te,  we  arrive  at  the  inevitable  conclusion  that  these  gar- 
ments have  at  some  period,  more  or  less  remote,  been  sc&rcked/ 

The  mystifry  is  a  mystery  no  longer ;  we  comprehend  instantly 
the  cause  of  the  brevity  of  the  Sack  Degenerate.  Behold  now,  and 
marvel,  how  one  branch  of  universal  philosophy  illustrates  another; 
how  every  variety  of  human  knowledge,  bears  upon  every  other 
variety!  Behold  with  admiration,  how  the  greatest  and  earliest  of 
sciences  comes  in  its  direst  extremity  to  the  aid  of  the  least  and  the 
latest,  of  which  I  am  the  great  prophet  aild  supporter! 

How  could  the  gentlemen  wearers  of  sacks,  have  burnt  the  tails 
of  them  1  Only  by  venturing  them  too  near  the  fire,  as  the  comets 
have  done.  Why  did  they  so  1  To  warm  their  hands.  Very  well ; 
now  be  attentive,  for  I  am  coming  to  the  very  pith  of  my  argument. 
I  am  concentrating,  like  Burke,  all  my  examples  and  illustrations 
on  one  single  point,  and  if  you  lose  the  thread  one  moment  now, 
you  are  dished,  Without  hope  of  redemption.  To  this  point  I  have 
been  tending  slowly  but  surely,  as  the  current  of  the  Niagara  river 
to  the  falls,  ever  since  the  beginning.  I  have  now  arrived  at  the 
*  jumping-ofF  place  ;'  so,  prepare !  prepare  !  prepare !  Follow  me 
boldly,  nrmly  !  Hold  fast  to  my  skirts,  like  Don  Cleofas  de  Zam- 
bullo  to  those  of  Asmodeus,  lest  ye  fall,  and  perish  in  the  confusion! 

It  is  a  time-honored  and  undisputed  principle  in  the  considera- 
tion of  mankind,  that  it  is  a  very  rafe  circumstance  to  find  any  hut  a 
conceited  man  approaching  the  fire  with  a  great-coat  or  sack  de- 
generate on  his  back,  for  the  purpose  of  warming  his  hands.  The 
very  act  itself  is  admitted  as  proof  presumptive,  circumstantial  evi- 
dence, of  conceit ;  a  masonic  sign,  not  to  be  misttdcen  by  the  initiated. 
The  vulgar  Englishman  always  does  this.  The  vulgar  Englishman 
is  the  very  personification  of  conceit.  The  vulgar  Englishman,  (as 
do  his  imitators,)  invariably  wears  one  of  these  docked  garments. 
Ergo,  the  garment  in  question,  the  Sack  Degenerate,  is  an  almost 
infallible  indication  of  this  foible  of  the  mind.  '  Quod  erat  demon- 
strandum,' as  Euclid  hath  it.  Verily,  the  beginning  and  the  end  of 
all  things  is  the  same. 

Proud  as  I  am  of  this  lecture,  as  a  model  of  reasoning,  I  cannot 
help  sighing  to  think  that  It  will  find  many  imitators.  Why  will  not  the 
lawyers  of  the  day  take  example  from  the  lucid  and  convincing  ar- 
guments, the  concise  and  elegant  logic,  displayed  in  this  perform^ 
ance  1  Wedded  to  precedents,  slaves  of  technicalities,  stubborn  in 
their  conceit,  they  refuse  to  be  taught,  and  scoff  at  improvement. 
Let  them  go  their  ways.  But  oh  !  what  an  extraordinary  and  supe^ 
rior  lawyer  I  should  have  made  ! 

The  only  possible  plea  in  my  opinion  in  excuse  of  this  enormity, 
or  rather  prodigy ;  this  coat  that  is  not  a  coat,  but  a  sort  of  under- 
shirt stretched  out  and  worn  in  the  wrong  place  ;  is  that  of  econ- 
omy !  If  any  can  afford  to  buy  no  better,  let  him  purchase  oiie  of 
these ;  but  Heaven  have  mercy  on  his  miserable  family,  or  if  he  have 
no  family,  on  his  miserable  self!  He  receives  my  sincere  commis- 
eration :  I  do  not  wish  to  insult  him  by  extending  the  sympathy 
which  may  not  be  desired,  but  I  repeat  it  again,  I  pity  him.  Cold 
must  be  the  heart  of  that  man  who  does  not ! 
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Have  none  of  the  gentlemen  wearing  the  Sack  Degenerate  ever 
observed  a  cat  licking  and  pawing  her  tail  on  a  summer's  aflei> 
noon  1  What  is  the  object  of  the  process  ?  Every  fool  can  under- 
stand that  she  licks  it  for  the  purpose  of  cleaning  or  washing  it,  but 
not  every  wise  man  even  knows  why  she  paws  it.  The  vulgar  and 
commonly-received  opinion  is,  that  she  does  so  with  the  intention  of 
drying  it,  of  squeezing  out  the  moisture.  Very  plausible,  but  not  the 
true  solution.  Some  philosophers  have  supposed  that  by  the  opera- 
tion she  excites  a  current  of  electricity,  which  causes  a  pleasant 
sensation,  while  not  a  few  dull  people  have  declared  that  she  amuses 
herself  in  that  manner,  merely  for  want  of  something  better  to  do, 
and  have  urged,  in  support  of  their  opinion,  that  if  a  mouse  appear, 
she  instantly  ceases  from  her  employment.  But  I  affirm,  and  will 
maintain  against  all  comers,  that  her  manipulations  are  to  be  attri- 
buted entirely  to  her  desire  of  lengthening  out  her  tail  and  preserv- 
ing it  supple.  Now,  why  may  not  these  unfortunate  gentlemen 
take  the  hmt  1  It  is  marvellous  that  necessity  has  not  before  this 
sriven  them  the  wit  to  discover  of  themselves,  that  by  dint  o£  pulling 
daily  the  skirts  of  their  coats,  they  may  induce  them  to  hang  down 
a  little  lower,  or  at  least  break  them  of  a  habit  they  have  of  stick- 
ing straight  out  behind,  as  if  they  were  anxious  to  part  company 
with  their  owners. 

Not  to  be  scandalous,  I  have  seen  in  the  streets  some  Sacks  De- 
generate, the  tails  of  which  brought  forcibly  to  my  mind  the  remem- 
brance of  those  figures  which  almost  every  one  in  his  time  has 
constructed  out  of  paper,  and  which,  from  time  immemorial,  by  a 
great  stretch  of  imagination,  have  been  universally  recognized 
among  children  as  true,  undoubted  chickens.  Oh  !  that  I  possessed 
the  caricaturing  pencil  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci !  Then  would  I  give 
you  an  idea  of  the  appearance  which  words  cannot  adequately  de- 
scribe. 

If  cheated  by  their  tailors,  these  gentlemen  all  must  acknowledge 
to  be  the  victims  of  a  relentless  destiny,  and  I  am  satisfied  that  no 
well-principled  jury  would  award  damages  to  a  tailor,  in  case  of  an 
assault  ana  battery,  in  consequence  of  his  sending  home  to  a  man 
such  a  garment.  The  making  of  it  amounts,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, to  a  libel  on  a  gentleman's  figure ;  and  it  is  a  principle  of  law 
that  no  man  shall  profit  by  his  own  misdemeanor ;  so  that  it  might 
perhaps  even  be  adjudged  that  no  man  should  be  expected  to  pay 
for  a  Sack  Degenerate,  I  hope,  however,  that  such  a  decision  may 
never  be  made,  lest  they  become  too  popular. 

If  it  be  really  the  desire  of  the  wearers  of  the  Sack  Degenerate 
that  their  vestments  should  be  cut  in  that  peculiar  mode,  there  is 
nothing  more  to  be  said,  except  that  I  pronounce  their  taste  to  be 
unnatural,  artificial,  perverted,  monstrous  and  unhallowed ;  their 
course  to  be  calculated  to  undermine  and  subvert  the  foundations  of 
all  beauty  and  gracefulness  in  dress.  That  it  is  not  a  natural  taste, 
may  be  gathered  from  the  proceedings  of  the  sailor  when  he  arrives 
in  port  after  a  long  cruise.  His  first  ambition,  (after  having  a  spree,) 
is  to  make  his  appean^nce  in  a  long^tail  coat ;  his  second,  to  nde  in 
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a  hack.  That  it  is  not  an  elegant  taste,  the  example  of  Jim  Crow, 
the  most  exquisite  of  all  negroes,  sufficiently  proves.  I  need  scarcely 
say,  that  I  allude  to  his  choice  of  a  *  2on^-tail  blue.'  Furthermore, 
it  u  a  Tulgar  taste.  Else  why  do  we  speak  so  contemptuously  of 
the  '  tag,  rag  and  bob'tail*  of  thd  eafth,  meaninethereby  the  extreme 
vulgar,  the  very  off-scouring  of  humanity  1  Does  not  this  evince 
the  universal  opinion  in  all  time  of  the  vulgarity  of  short  tails  1 

A  few  words  more,  and  I  have  done.  Error  in  all  ages  hath  been 
anxious  to  make  converts,  and  persevering  in  extending  itself. 
These  gentlemen  may  be  presumed  to  be  desirous  of  gainmg  pro- 
selytes to  their  systetti.  Like  the  tail-less  fox  in  the  fable,  they  would 
probably  like  to  see  the  whole  of  their  i'ace  suffering  under  the  same 
mfliction.  For  myself,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  acknowledgring  that 
I  have  an  innate  respect  for  a  long,  old-fashioned,  snuff-colored  or 
blue  broadcloth  great-coat  I  am  really  persuaded  that  I  would  not 
be  afraid  to  lend  money  (if  it  were  abundant  with  me,)  to  a  man  that 
dared  to  wear  such  a  garment ;  I  am  always  interested  in  such  a 
person  by  an  unaccountable  sympathy ;  my  heart  yearns  toward  him, 
as  kindred  spirit.  I  have  no  objection  to  a  man's  wearing  a  linen 
jacket  in  summer ;  but  as  for  these  mongrels,  th^se  abortions,  these 
detestable  Sacks  Degenerate,  they  find  no  favor  in  my  eyes. 

I  am  not  for  them,  nor  they  for  me.  I  say,  down  with  them,  and 
down  with  all  conceited  men  !  I  call  upon  you,  ye  old-fashioned  peo- 
ple, to  aid  me  in  resisting  this  new-fangled  invention ;  I  call  upon  you, 
ye  gentlemen,  that  have  good  figures,  set  your  faces  against  this 
graceless  garment ;  I  call  upon  you,  ye  gentlemen  with  bad  figures, 
use  your  utmost  endeavors  to  put  down  this  coat,  which  makes  you 
look  ten  times  worse;  I  call  upon  you,  ye  princes  and  potentates  of 
the  fashionable  world ;  let  us  summon  a  Congress  of  Vienna,  and 
preserve  the  integrity  of  our  tails  entire ;  I  call  upon  ye,  all  good 
citizens;  let  us  have  a  meeting  in  the  park,  and  protest  against 
and  '  take  measures'  to  check  die  growth  and  diffusion  of  foreign 
principles  and  foreign  influence  in  ovtr  blessed  country,  through  the 
medium  of  Sacks  Degenerate  ! 


THB        MANIAC. 


A  uviNO  Btatne,  whence  a  soul  has  fled, 

A  shattered  fonn  of  the  Eternal  stands 

Prond  in  his  agony,  though  Hope  is  dead ; 

Silent  and  thoughtless,  mid  Life's  high  commands. 

The  cold  stem  skeleton  of  Thought  is  there. 

And  sickly  fancies  o'er  his  features  stray 

Through  lines  where  buniinff  tears  have  seared  their  way : 

A  living  grave,  a  palace  of  Despair. 

How  nm»d  his  brain  unhallowed  fancies  rave ! 

The  chamel  of  a  thousand  glorious  thoughts. 

Where  ghostly  feara  dance  on  their  blight^  grave  ; 

Cold  Memory  hides  them  with  a  thousand  Uots. 

His  life,  whence  all  has  fled'thal  could  not  die, 

1m  like  a  teailwi  wo  or  some  dim,  si^tless  eye ! 
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THB         OLD         Y&AR. 


*  Oa  fhou  gnat  liaramaat  of  (be  UalTerM. 
Or  Chang*,  or  Pligbt  of  Time,  for  70  ere  on*  • 
Thatbeueat,  aUenUy,  thli  Tlslble  leene 
Into  Nigbt'a  ihadow  en£L  the  etreeming  raya 
Of  eterilfht,  whither  art  thon  bearing  me  t 
I  feel  the  mighty  earrent  eweep  me  oa. 
Tat  know  not  whither.    Man  fOreteUa  ater 
The  ooartea  of  the  atara :  the  vary  hoar 
Ha  knowB,  when  they  ehall  darken  or  grow  bright : 
Tet  doth  the  aolipae  of  aorrow  and  of  death 
Cone  naforewamed.*  Bbtajit. 


OifWAKD,  ftOl  blindly  onward  nidging, 

With  bqoming  voice  nibUfne, 
One  fragment  more  falls,  downward  mapag. 

Into  the  Gulf  of  Time ; 
FaHs,  with  a  sound  of  wo  and  groaning 

From  its  retumless  host, 
As,  with  a  sad  and  grievous  moaning. 

The  year  gives  up  the  ghost 


All  frosted  o'er  with  rime,  and  hoary. 

Time  droops  his  palsied  head ; 
From  his  thronged  realms  is  heard  his  stoiy, 

The  story  of  the  dead : 
8ee  how  his  path  is  tracked  with  sadness, 

With  scenes  of  poignant  grief ; 
Some  fainting  in  their  hour  of  gladness, 

Some  in  the  ripened  sheat 


Over  her  fint-botn  yearned  a  mother ; 

How  deep,  how  rich  her  joy ! 
Swift  fell  the  gloom  her  joys  to  smother. 

Death  came  and  claimed  the  boy  : 
One  hour  her  breast  was  as  a  fountam 

That  bore  Love's  rosy  glow, 
The  next,  it  heaved  beneath  a  mountain 

Of  overwheUning  wo  * 


A  dreamer,  almost  faint  with  blisses, 

Gazed  on  his  plighted  love ; 
Snch  raptures  blended  in  their  kisses 

As  have  their  home  above : 
A  night  of  da^ness  and  of  sorrow 

Rolled  on  its  sombre  tide. 
And  when  he  woke  to  hail  the  morrow. 

The  angels  had  his  bride ! 
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I  looked ;  a  yoath  of  noble  beuing 

Snireyed  Life's  battle-field ; 
Among  the  foremost,  danger  daringi 

He  entered — not  to  yield : 
Into  the  fray  impetuoas  rushing. 

With  bold  and  flashing  eye, 
Ambition  his  proud  features  flushing. 

He  went  to  win — or  die ! 


Love,  Hope  and  Valor  in  him  bnming. 

Broad,  bright  and  high  his  aim, 
He  thought,  from  victor  fields  returning, 

A  loving  heart  to  claim. 
One  weeper  more  !    The  broken-hearted 

Bends  o'er  a  fresh-turned  sod. 
His  soaring  spirit  has  departed 

To  meet  its  Maker,  God  ! 


I  saw  an  ancient  man  and  holy, 

A  Soldier  of  the  Cross, 
Who  at  his  Saviour's  feet  knelt  lowly. 

And  deemed  earth's  honors  dross ; 
Whose  cheek,  although  his  head  was  hoaiy. 

Still  wore  its  youthful  bloom, 
Go,  full  of  years  and  Christian  gtory^ 

Down  to  the  silent  tomb. 


We  cannot  but  lament,  with  weeping. 

Mortality's  last  claim. 
While  memory  has  the  deeds  in  keeping 

That  sanctify  his  name. 
Oh !  such  as  he  make  up  the  leaven 

That  gives  the  world  its  worth ; 
And  great  the  gain  to  him  and  Heaven, 

That  is  such  loss  to  Earth ! 


Brimful  of  doomy  thoughts,  and  saddening, 

The  Old  Year  breathes  ito  last ; 
The  only  feeling  left  that's  gladdening. 

Is,  that  its  cares  are  past 
High  hopes,  wild  joys,  and  earnest  dreaming 

Along  its  track  are  spread, 
And  even  Fancy's  fondest  scheming 

Lies  mingled  with  the  de«d. 


And.I,  whoee  heart  with  hopes  was  throbbing 

One  little  year  ago, 
Now  in  lone  desolation  sobbing, 

Mourn  for  their  overthrow: 
The  burning  thought,  whose  vivid  flashes 

Were  kindled  in  my  breast. 
Expiring  now,  sinks  into  ashes. 

And  leaves  me  all  nnblest  _  „ 

TOL.   XXTII.  7 
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ADVENTURES     OF     A     YANKEE-DOODLE. 


•■AFTSR      rXKBT. 


I  GUESS  we  may  as  well  go  right  into  the  midst  of  matters  at 
once.  You  see  there  is  no  use  of  defining  one's  position,  like  mem- 
bers of  congress  from  the  back  states  and  territories,  nor  of  standing 
stock-still  on  the  threshold  of  a  great  man's  house,  as  that  poor  clown 
Billops  of  Shawneetown  did,  frightened  at  the  shadows  of  Corin- 
thian columns.  Never  hold  the  door  ajar,  to  keep  those  on  the 
inside  or  outside  in  expectancy  to  catch  an  ear-ache  or  get  their  death 
a-cold.  Whether  you  go  into  a  man's  house,  or  write  a  book,  or 
propose  a  question  of  marriage  to  one  of  the  sweetest,  sweetest, 
sweetest  daughters  of  Adam,  make  yourself  perfectly  sure  you  are 
correct,  and  then,  as  the  wisdom  of  the  departed  Crockett  has  be- 
queathed to  us,  *  Gq  ahead  !'  I  will  simply  premise,  in  the  outset,  that 
the  writer  of  this  was  educated  at  a  Yankee-Doodle  College  at  New- 
Haven,  and  consequently  ought  to  be  able  to  prepare  these  documents ; 
for  my  friend  was  without  any  education,  but  the  jack-knife  of  Nature 
had  whittled  him  to  so  fine  a  point  of  intellectual  acuteness  that  polar 
logic  could  not  have  sharpened  him,  nor  all  the  metaphysics  of  the 
schools,  from  Propaganda  College,  where  Jesuits  are  educated,  down 
to  Green-Hill  Seminary,  founded  by  the  late  Ichabod  Crane.  I  have 
no  wish  to  be  placed  in  a  difierent  category,  at  least  so  far  as  relates  to 
the  country  of  my  birth.  For  in  spite  of  the  disguises  of  education, 
and  the  effect  which  it  has  to  crack  off  the  salient  points  and  angles 
of  a  man's  character ;  to  smooth  his  roughness,  diisel  away  his  nose, 
and  bring  his  whole  face  to  a  womanly  smoothness,  it  is  not  at  all 
likely  that  I  shall  have  the  art  to  conceal  the  art  of  the  bom  Yankee ; 
for  echo  is  not  more  true  to  the  voice  which  dashes  against  the  Green 
Mountains  than  Nature  is  to  reply  to  her  own  instincts.  If  you  call 
Hylas,  *  Hylas'  is  refichoed.  There  is  something  too  subtle  in  cha- 
racter to  be  disguised  by  a  flimsy  veil  or  covering ;  for  I  have  known 
a  woman's  beauty  impress  the  air,  when  at  a  distance  you  obtain  an 
indistinct  perception  of  her  charms. 

Stubbs  was  bom  in  Coos  county,  Vermont.  In  what  other  state 
of  this  glorious  republic  should  he  have  been  bom  1  Every  thing 
in  its  right  place.  I  have  known  religious  men  and  Bacchanalian 
poets  express  the  same  thought.  Stars  for  the  firmament  of  heaven, 
roses  for  gardens,  horns  for  bulls,  stings  for  bees,  apoplexy  for  an  alder- 
man's stomach,  yellow  fever  for  New-Orleans,  thieves  for  melon-fields, 
vagabonds  for  Texas,  but  Yankee-Doodles  for  Vermont.  Elsewhere 
it  is  allowed,  you  may  fall  in  with  some  lively  specimens ;  as  in  the 
whole  extent  of  the  Connecticut  valley ;  all  around  Boston,  and  the 
Massachusetts  plantations  ;  mixed  with  Dutch  blood  or  Long-Island 
or  Pennsylvania;  at  the  head  of  sloop  navigation  on  all  rivers ;  the 
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undisputed  creature  ;  chips  of  the  same  block,  whether  shining  with 
phosphoric  brightness  among  the  elades  of  California,  or  amid  the 
greenness  of  tibe  great  western  rorests.  Nay,  it  is  harder  than  a 
ijhinese  puzzle  to  put  your  finger  on  a  bit  of  territory,  disputed  or 
undisputed,  where  the  Yankee-Doodle  is  not.  If  you  go  to  Land's 
End,  ne  is  there ;  to  Mount  Arrarat,  he  is  there  ;  to  Chimborazo, 
Himalaya,  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  or  to  the  Pyramid  of  Cheops, 
he  is  there ;  any  where,  in  fine,  where  an  ark,  a  dove,  a  camel,  a  snake 
can  arrive,  by  their  several  faculties ;  bartering,  and  scratching  his 
name  on  trees,  stones,  and  African  slaves. 

He  knows  the  whole  map  of  the  ancient  dominions  of  Prester 
John,  and  every  nook  and  comer  of  Mozambique,  and  he  is  hand-in- 
glove  with  all  the  savages  in  the  world.  He  has  been  to  Ichaboe 
until  he  has  scraped  it  perfectly  clean ;  and  if  your  English  trader 
has  discovered  a  new  bank  of  Guano,  and  is  getting  ready  to  fire  a 
gun  or  two  and  take  possession  of  it  in  the  name  of  Her  Majesty, 
imagine  his  concernment  to  discover  a  dozen  of  these  fellows  twenty 
feet  deep  in  a  Guano  cavern,  scooping  it  out  with  their  fingers,  and 
a  Bangor  schooner  bouncing  up  and  down  in  a  little  cove  like  a  duck 
among  bulrushes.  Now  if  you  walk  on  the  sea-shore  at  Bildaraxa, 
you  will  find  that  you  are  not  the  first  there,  perhaps  to  your  great 
sorrow  ;  as  Captain  Jix  swore  violently,  when  in  walking  through  the 
streets  of  Rundown,  at  the  veir  limits  of  the  dominions  of  Prince 
Pompadello  in  Africa,  he  heard  a  sharp  whistler  going  through  the 
tune  of  '  Yankee-Doodle'  with  an  easy  execution  and  devilish  un- 
concern, which  threw  him  at  once  into  a  coast-fever.  And  just  so  it 
was  with  the  poor  soul  who  discovered  Bimpaz,  and  was  just  un- 
corking a  bottle  of  Madeira  in  commemoration  of  the  event,  when 
he  saw  a  Yankee  on  a  hill-side  administering  the  cold  water  pledge 
to  three  natives.  What  I  merely  meant  to  assert  was,  that  in  Ver- 
mont is  found  the  quintessence  or  strongest  extract  of  a  quality  which 
exists  elsewhere,  so  to  speak,  in  homcepathic  solutions,  and  differs  from 
the  mere  essence  in  its  great  strength  and  spitefiil  rancor.  It  ope- 
rates with  a  deadly  quickness,  as  a  single  drop  of  the  oil  of  tobacco, 
spilled  upon  the  tongue  of  a  stout  tom-cat,  causes  him  to  fall  dead 
immediately,  all  his  *  nine  lives'  snuffed  out  like  the  wick  of  one 
candle. 

Stubbs  was  bom  in  Coos  county,  Vermont.  But  remember,  I 
tell  you,  it  was  not  in  the  district  of  Lazy  Lane.  For  where  the 
mountain  comes  shelving  away  to  this  section,  there  is  the  most 
anomalous  region.  It  is  dismally  fiat  and  swampy ;  nothing  but  bogs, 
brambles  and  cranberry-bushes,  where  a  muskrat,  in  man  places, 
would  not  get  through  without  being  squeezed  painfiiUy.  Fogs, 
vapors  and  bad  exhalations,  together  with  a  rank  and  succulent 
foliage,  shroud  it  from  the  cheerfiilness  of  day-light,  and  keep  it  in 
an  habitual  eclipse.  Wherever  a  little  bog  is  redeemed  by  a  natural 
drainage,  a  soaked  and  decaying  hovel  is  squatted  down  upon  the 
brink.  Green  and  moss-covered  shingles  stick  together  in  one  com- 
pacted mass  of  decay,  from  which  you  could  pull  out  the  rusty  nails 
tike  so  many  old  teeth  which  cannot  stick  in  the  socket  of  the  gums  \ 
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fences  Btraggling  and  imperfect  in  their  definition  of  the  boundary, 
broken  down  if  a  strong  cock  crows  with  tolerable  cheerfulness 
upon  the  rails ;  a  few  emblems  of  life,  and  of  indifferent  husbandry, 
mark  the  abc^e  of  human  beings,  and  keep  the  eye  of  curiosity  on 
the  stretch  for  a  keener  insight  into  the  domestic  sanctuary.  A  few 
dogs,  of  sluggish  habits,  cats  and  rats  of  no  activity,  are  crawling 
about  in  a  Philadelphian  society,  sticking  their  doubtful  noses  into 
the  greasy  and  unwashed  dishes.  Without  the  pasture  grounds  and 
poor  enclosures,  there  is  a  wagon-way  knee  deep  with  mud  and  full 
of  ruts,  intersected  by  a  few  narrow  paths  conducting  to  every  part 
of  the  settlement.  Yet  they  never  bring  you  by  a  sudden  surprise 
upon  any  pastoral  scene,  or  landscape  of  quiet  beauty.  Quagmires 
of  greedy  capacity  swallow  up  whatever  is  cast  upon  their  decep- 
tive ground.  The  mail-rider,  who  thought  to  make  a  short  cut 
through  this  unknovm  country  to  the  lively  little  village  of  Jigtown, 
near  the  Coos  cataract,  sank  down  apparently  through  the  solid 
ground  with  his  horse  and  saddle-bags,  shrieking  for  help  with  a 
stentorian  voice ;  and  the  tallest  pole  which  could  be  cut  was  unable 
to  touch  him,  so  that  an  ornament  to  society  was  drowned  in  mud, 
but  the  saddle-bags  were  saved.  Mr.  Buldox,  the  minister,  came 
also  within  an  ace  of  his  existence.  Sink  or  swim,  there  is  little  hope 
for  one  caught  in  these  dangerous  places,  and  the  victim  stands  as 
much  chance  as  a  fly  caught  in  gum-arabic,  with  his  legs,  wings  and 
proboscis  confounded  in  the  plaster,  and  his  breath  shut  off. 

Beside  all  these,  the  whole  section  of  country  is  full  of  ponds  up 
to  a  dog's  knees  in  depth,  covered  all  over  with  a  green  slime,  which 
is  tough  wading  for  cows,  and  where  they  oflen  get  their  tails  stuck. 
And  these  ponds  are  connected  by  streams  or  ditches  of  languid 
water,  whicn  crawl  with  the  movement  of  a  sick  snake,  or  move  on- 
ward by  capillary  attraction.  Over  these,  by  day  and  night,  mosqui- 
toes, divided  into  separate  cliques  and  companies,  which  revolve 
around  each  other,  sing  with  an  unusual  chorus,  aided  by  gallinippers, 
whose  powers  of  suction  are  unequalled.  But  the  liveliest  features 
is  a  little  mill-pond ;  and  this  too  is  covered  all  over  with  pond-lilies 
and  rank  grasses,  excepting  where  the  mill-wheel  shatters  the  waters 
into  a  lively  effervescence,  and  transforms  them  below  into  a  limpid 
and  delicious  pool.  Yet  thence  again  they  go  sifling  themselves 
through  mattea  roots  and  bogs,  and  vegetable  matters,  and  are  en- 
tirely absorbed  in  mud.  The  white  miller  juts  silently  out  of  a  little 
window,  overlooking  the  scene,  and  his  soul  goes  at  the  rate  of  a 
few  additional  beats  at  this  solitary  instance  of  die  picturesque.  For 
in  all  other  directions  the  unlovely  marsh  continues,  the  abode  of 
big  bull-frogs,  who  have  got  their  big  cheeks  and  stomachs  swelled 
out  with  an  immense  quantity  of  vrind,  putting  you  in  mind  of 
Bucolics ;  for  as  I  speak  the  truth,  their  sepulchral  voice  is  com- 
parable with  nothing  but  the  united  bellowing  of  three  ordinary 
bulls.  They  lie  just  below  the  surface,  as  green  as  grass,  with  their 
green  monstrous  eyes  rolled  alofl,  eminently  lazy,  with  the  exception 
of  an  occasional  galvanic  twitching,  and  the  aforesaid  bellowing, 
which  costs  them  no  labor,  for  they  do  not  seem  to  ezarciae  the 
muscles  of  their  throats. 
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There  is  Aomething  wrong,  I  gueM,  in  the  construction  of  organs, 
else  such  hiellows  would  not  be  needfiil  to  breed  wind  for  those  stu- 
pendous cavities,  when  a  comparatiyely  small  bull-frog  can  puff  out 
his  two  cheeks,  and  make  the  surrounding  scenery  re-bellow  with  a 
louder  music.  When  a  number  of  these  bull»frogs,  say  ten  of  me- 
^um  capacity,  make  a  concerted  movement,  the  awful  solitudes  of 
Lazy  Lane  become  vociferous  as  the  hill-sides  of  a  pastoral  region. 
Marsh  answers  back  to  marsh ;  and  when  a  moment's  silence  gives 
token  that  the  chant  is  done,  a  fresh  croaker  renews  the  noise,  rest- 
ing his  bloated  cheeks  on  a  Uly :  *  Ke-bloong,  ke-bloong,  ke-bloong! 
Bloonk !  bloonk !  bloonk !  bloonk !  — r  Be-loonk  !  Moo !  moo ! 
moo  !  moo !  Urrgh !  urrgh !  urrgh !  Yanderdonk  !  Vanderdonk ! 
Vanderdonk !  (soUo  voce)  Splash  !  •  No-you-don't  I  No-you-don't  I 
No-you-don't !  Auffh !  au^ !  augh  1  Loo  -—  loo !  loo  !  —  loo ! 
Hong-kong!  Hong-kongl  Hong-kong!  Ail  ai!  ai!  ai!  ai!  ai; 
Bmoom  I  —  oom  —  oom  !  O !  — !  O !  ^^  O !  Cologne !  Cologne  ? 
Cologne  !  Cologne !  Luck !  luck !  luck !  luck  !  ludc !  luck !  A  la 
distance.  Good  Luck  !  Then  the  little  fellows  take  it  up  in  earn- 
est from  places  which  are  covered  over  with  a  little  moisture.  '  We  ! 
we!  we! — wee!  P'-wee!  p'-wee!  p*-wee!  p*-wee !  Charley 
Tucker  !  pretty  boy !  pretty  boy !  go-a-nshing-on-Sunday  ]  Charley 
Tucker  I'  Big  ones  again  :  *  Bow- wop  !  bow- wop !  bow-wop !  bow- 
wop  !     Boong-m !' 

It  might  be  profitable  to  recount  the  variety  of  these  voices,  from  the 
tree-frog,  which  is  like  the  locust,  except  that  the  latter  is  a  crescendo^ 
in  music,  feebly  beginning  and  winding  up  to  an  extravagant  pitch  of 
postulation;  but  the  other  is  a  continued  monotone  and  articulation  of 
the  letter  r,  as  if  he  were  wrapping  it  around  his  tongue  ;  this  always 
when  the  clouds  are  coming,  or  the  first  rain-drops  have  commenced  to 
fall.  Then  we  have  the  small,  diminutive  piper, who  lives  in  shoal  water, 
and  very  likely  was  a  tad-pole,  until  accident  or  the  workings  of  nature 
tore  off  his  tail,  and  changed  the  style  of  his  locomotion.  His  voice  is 
like  the  sound  of  those  strings  of  small  sleigh-bells  which  are  girded 
around  the  bellies  of  horses ;  but  this  is  reversing  the  comparison. 
Yet  what  struck  me  most,  was  the  extraordinary  compass  and  variety 
of  the  big  bull-frogs,  whose  voices  came  out  of  their  throats  as  from 
the  depths  of  a  sepulchre.  With  the  exception  of  the  foregoing, 
nothing  breaks  upon  the  awful  stillness ;  nothing,  unless  it  be  the 
slippery  form  of  the  black  snake,  the  tedious  baying  of  watch-dogs 
and  mean  curs,  and  the  hum  of  the  mosquitoe ;  but  at  night  the 
screech-owls  muster  in  great  numbers  on  the  tree-branches,  and 
spread  over  the  whole  region  a  presentiment  of  death. 

And  with  respect  to  the  natives  of  this  peculiar  country,  (its  limits 
are  very  small,)  it  could  not  be  expected  m  the  nature  of  things  that 
they  should  possess  the  characteristics  of  the  remaining  Yermont, 
It  would  not  be  treating  them  unjustly  to  say  that  there  was  no  life 
in  them.  They  were  a  green-eyed,  sickly,  cadaverous  set  of  indi- 
viduals, who  did  not  even  know  '  what's  what :'  sleeping  at  home 
like  their  own  cats,  who  delighted  in  stoves  and  ashes.  To  them  the 
distinction  between  blue  and  white  was  immaterial ;  they  did  not 
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see  any  difference  betwixt  the  taste  of  an  apple  and  a  potato ;  in- 
quired little  into  the  nature  of  things,  and  took  the  existence  of  n 
QrOD  for  granted.  No  debates  are  ever  heard  among  them ;  they 
raise  no  questions,  and  say  *  yaw,  yaw*  to  every  form  of  interroga- 
tion. Too  lazy  in  the  choice  of  wives  to  go  beyond  the  mephitic 
.marshes,  they  pick  out  the  first  woman  who  is  not  their  sister,  giving 
their  first  cousms  the  preference.  The  consequence  is  the  same  as 
when  you  keep  planting  the  same  melons  in  the  same  patch.  In 
course  of  time  they  fell  away  from  their  first  excellence,  and  lose 
the  good  qualities  of  high-souled,  able-bodied  men.  They  all  had 
some  preposterous  mark  about  them,  and  they  all  moved  and  acted 
after  an  outlandish  fashion.  They  all  of  them  spoke  through  their 
noses,  or  as  one  talks  through  a  conch-shell ;  or  else  they  grinned, 
or  looked 'snakish  about  the  mouth  and  teeth;  or  squinted  with  an 
unusual  sort  of  squint  out  of  one  or  both  eyes  ;  or  had  their  mouths 
drawn  all  askew ;  or  looked  perpetually  scared,  as  if  sixpence  were 
taken  from  them  under  unjust  pretences.  In  short,  the  grimaces 
and  fandangoes  which  they  cut  m  divers  ways  were  most  &ntastic. 
Some  hiccoughed  and  yawned  at  every  word ;  others  whistled  all 
the  aspirates  through  a  hole  in  their  teeth ;  and  not  one  of  them 
who  did  not  belch  continually.  One  inhabitant  laughed  with  an  in- 
sane giggle,  whether  owing  to  a  peculiar  cut  of  his  jaw-bone,  or  to 
an  invohmtary  twitching  of  the  muscle,  or  to  down-right  idiocy,  is 
doubtfuL  It  made  no  difference  whether  he  told  any  thing  which 
called  on  his  hearers  to  be  merry,  or  that  his  wife 'had  ?one  to  her 
long  home,  or  that  he  was  suffering  from  ailments  of  the  body ;  nay, 
even  if  he  shed  big  tears  of  affliction,  they  gushed  out  amid  the  dis- 
order of  his  giggling,  and  were  splendent  with  the  light  of  his  idiotic 
smiles.  They  had  more  queer  ways  than  would  be  believed  should 
I  write  them  down  in  a  book ;  and  beside,  their  whole  speech  was 
of  the  rudest  structure  ever  set  down  in  any  known  dialect  of  boors. 
Take  them  all  in  all,  body  and  soul,  there  is  no  race  like  them,  not 
the  Anthropophagi.  I  have  read  wonders  recorded  by  that  old  tra- 
veller. Sir  John  Maundeville,  and  can  safely  challenge  all  nature  to 
produce  their  ditto. 

As  the  men  were  wanting  in  martial  quality,  the  women  were 
most  unlovely  patterns,  petite  skeletons,  shrivelled  fiesh,  and  ill-com- 
pacted bones.  Scarcely  the  remotest  spot  in  America  is  not  blest 
with  some  charms  of  womanhood,  some  graces  sweetly,  wildly 
blooming;  fanned  never  by  the  passionate  breath  of  admiration, 
yet  worthy  of  the  loveliest  gardens  in  the  world.  Had  nature  placed 
them  in  a  different  sphere,  the  wild  eyes  of  lovers  would  suppliantly 
relate  to  them  how  dearly  they  were  loved  !  Yet  here  was  not  one 
paragon.  Their  figures  were  like  broom-sticks  dressed  in  grave- 
clothes.  Wherever  there  should  have  been  a  bosom,  or  any  promi- 
nence, it  was  as  if  a  hatchet  had  chipped  it  away  to  an  unbecoming 
flatness.  Their  forms  were  ghostly,  their  faces  ghastly,  their  hair 
grizzly.  To  love  them  was  a  disease,  for  they  were  like  the  men, 
wo-begone  and  degenerate.  When  a  young  man  wished  to  espouse 
one  of  them,  he  would  take  her  to  walk  with  him  upon  the  swamp 
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margiiiy  and  if  any  flowers  were  in  the  way,  he  trampled  them  un- 
der hifl  hoo&y  and  never  gave  her  so  much  as  a  pond-lily.  But  it  is 
very  likely  he  would  be  eating  an  onion  or  a  wild  carrot,  when  sud- 
deidy  he  would  give  her  such  a  smack  upon  the  lips  that  the  turtles 
would  drop  from  the  logs  like  so  many  dead  weiffht»,  and  sink  to 
the  bottom.  Some  how  or  other  he  managed  to  divulge  the  matri- 
monial plot,  while  she  would  hearken  with  a  pleased  air,  and  look 
into  his  grassy  eyes  with  somewhat  of  the  satisfaction  of  true  love. 
On  the  morrow  they  were  married  In  the  course  of  time  the  feeble 
wail  of  their  infants  was  beard  like  mice  in  a  granary.  None  of 
your  robust  babies,  that  fling  their  arms  about,  and  spring  up  and 
down  on  the  nurse's  palm,  catching  their  breath  with  extacy.  They 
rolled  their  leaden  eyes  in  the  direction  of  ^ap,  and  sucked  with  no 
courage.  Cutting  teeth  put  a  gri^at  many  of  them  into  their  little 
graves,  where  Nature  would  yet  vindicate  herself,  for  the  parents 
would  go  and  sob,  as  if  the  afiliction  were  too  cruel,  and  they  would 
»ut  up  a  small  red  sand-stone  scratched  upon  with  the  baby's  name, 
t  is  a  fact  that  many  families  were  larve,  and  the  breed  did  not 
show  any  disposition  to  run  out.  This  mdicates  to  us  the  curse  of 
being  the  first  originator  of  any  evil,  physical  or  moral.  The  thistle 
and  noxious  weed  will  propagate  themselves  for  ever,  and  the  very 
thoughts  we  think  beget  the  eternal  children  of  their  folly. 

It  was  lamentable  to  see  a  whole  community  so  far  gone  in  re- 
missness, for  there  was  not  a  man  among  them  of  mtellectual 
brightness;  and  the  head  of  their  principal  justice  was  a  conic  head, 
betwixt  the  circumference  of  a  cocoa-nut  and  the  bulb  of  a  cucum- 
ber. The  fact  is,  that  disease  also  had  much  to  do  in  producing 
such  a  condition  of  thingsr  Fever*and-ague  Hots  among  the  ditches 
and  green  ponds,  and  the  inhabitants  are  never  without  it  any  more 
than  they  are  without  tobacco.  It  is  as  periodical  in  all  its  goings  as 
the  sun,  visiting  some  every  other  day,  others  weekly,  and  when  it 
does  come,  shakes  them  with  such  a  convulsive  heartiness  as  a 
setter  dog  shakes  a  well-conditioned  rat,  who  not  expecting  it,  dies 
squealing  like  a  young  pig,  with  a  brief,  spit-fire  resistance.  You 
will  often  go  into  a  house  and  find  several  generations  shaking 
simultaneously.  The  grand-father  wagging  his  little  bald  head  in 
the  midst  of  the  fit,  the  mother  of  the  family  with  a  pale  blotch  in 
each  cheek,  the  grown-up  boys  sitting  around  the  room  on  stools, 
cold  as  ice-bergs,  cracking  the  floor  with  their  heels  with  the  rapid- 
ity of  a  Crow-dancer,  and  the  young  children  chattering  away  as  if 
a  dozen  pistols  were  getting  ready,  and  making  the  whole  cottage 
resound  with  the  clicking  of  their  teeth.  Indeed,  the  activity  of 
their  lives  consists  in  this.  Were  it  not  for  this,  they  would  sleep 
the  whole  time,  and  never  get  any  grasses  cut,  nor  com  planted, 
nor  fodder  gathered  into  bams;  for  their  very  psalm-tunes  languish, 
unless  the  chorister  is  a-shaking,  and  the  minister  of  the  parish  can- 
not preach  without  it,  not  picture  to  his  pale  green-fiiced  congro'* 
gation  the  pangs  of  hell  and  the  terrors  of  the  damned.  If  ever  yon 
hear  a  winnowmg-machine,  or  the  sound  of  flails,  or  the  heave-ho ! 
of  a  house-raising,  i^t  assured  the  workmen  have  got  the  fever- 
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and-ague;  and  I  guess  that  makes  the  bull-frogs  so  spry,  for  they 
look  too  dropsical  and  bloated  to  indulee  in  gymnastic  exercises. 

Human  life  is  little  shortened.  A  dozen  old  people  are  often 
found,  in  a  sort  of  sickly  decrepitude,  squatted  down  on  the  brink  of 
a  ditch,  whose  united  ages  would  make  up  nine  hundred  and  sixty 
years,  and  most  of  them  have  had  four  paralytic  strokes  without 
killing  them,  and  have  had  their  hand  smiking  like  an  aspen-leaf 
over  the  pit  of  their  stomach  for  years.  Funerals  at  thu  settle- 
ment  are  very  triste  and  lugubrious;  the  dead  burying  the  dead, 
the  women  drowned  in  tears,  and  the  bell  tolling  with  a  faint  ding- 
done,  as  if  the  sexton  would  never  toll  it  again.  They  carry  the 
dead  man  to  the  misty  grave-yard,  dig  a  hole  in  the  moist  earth, 
throw  a  few  bogs  over  him,  and  leave  him  to  a  repose  scarcely 
more  dead  and  unbroken  than  that  of  his  mortal  career.  Here 
rests  upon  the  lap  of  earth  the  head  of  the  first  enervate  forefather 
who  settled  down  in  this  region  of  stagnant  waters,  and  in  this 
dank  and  dismal  hollow,  where  epitaph  is  dumb,  and  poetry  brings 
no  flowers  to  sanctify  the  tomb,  will  be  gathered  in  Gtod's  own 
good  time  the  living-dead  men  who  now  compose  the  population 
of  Lazt  Lane. 

A  man  of  strong  energy  would  take  almost  a  single  step  from  the 
aforesaid  ridiculous  elements  to  the  sublimer  sceneries  of  Vermont. 
There  a  new  life  unfolds  its  vitality  at  every  step;  a  new  character 
is  fitted  like  a  garment  upon  men  and  beast ;  the  very  pores  of 
plants  suck  in  the  air  as  it  were  with  a  freer  lung ;  while  the  sun 
Itself,  which  cannot  get  through  the  dripping  fogs  of  Lazy  Lane, 
nor  dry  up  those  dismal  ditches,  nor  stop  the  throats  of  the  blood- 
an'-oons,  and  left-handed  prediction  of  owls,  the  sun  comes  resting 
like  a  crown  on  the  loftiest  mountain-tops,  and  fills  the  beautiful 
vallies  foil  of  beams.  Here  is  but  a  repetition  of  beauty  in  a  thou- 
sand hills  and  corresponding  vales.  I  mean  of  general  Beauty,  for 
its  forms  are  varied  beyond  all  description ;  at  sun  rise,  at  noon- 
day, at  midnight ;  in  summer,  in  autumn,  in  freezing  winter ;  as 
much  as  a  noble  countenance  is  varied  by  the  sentiments  of  a 
noble  soul.  You  have  seen  one  landscape  thus  changing  in  the 
lights  and  shadows,  suddenly  touched  and  retouched  by  a  magical 
pencil,  covered  entirely  with  gloom,  to  be  tinged  again  in  all  its 
edges  with  excessive  light,  developed  with  the  insensible  swiftness 
of  clouds  which  roll  in  brightness,  turning  the  spectator  into  the 
poet,  and  begetting  thoughts  which  I  am  vainly  trying  to  express. 

Imagine  a  great  many  landscapes,  each  whole  and  perfect  in  its 
own  variety,  comprehended  from  the  loftiest  summit  in  a  grand 
unity,  as  the  eye  of  a  great  soul  is  able,  from  its  elevation,  to 
bind  together  many  sovereign  elements  into  one  vast  Sublime. 
You  see  a  great  many  rivers  pouring  down  from  one  channel  to 
another,  to  mingle  themselves  with  The  River,  and  a  great  many 
lakes,  each  the  mirror  of  its  own  beautiful  shores;  water-falls  gush- 
ing over  the  brim  of  one  basin  to  replenish  another;  streams  which 
are  but  a  silver  thread  as  well  as  a  voluptuous  volume;  village  ter- 
races which  have  the  look  of  kndscflpe-gardening,  with  their  piero- 
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ing  spires  and  small  temples  of  God,  fiir-spreading  slopes  grazed 
upon  by  innumerable  fat  herds;  great  fieldsi  where  the  golden 
wheat  waveth  like  a  wave  of  the  sea,  gold  and  silver  and  deep 
green  commixt  as  in  the  figures  of  a  great  kaleidoscope ;  while  in 
2ie  far  distance,  mountain  swells  beyond  mountain,  in  an  intermi- 
nable chain,  covered  in  all  their  outline  by  the  beautiful  blue  sky ! 
A  cool  bath  and  Cologne-water  are  not  more  refreshing  than  to 
rise  out  of  such  a  dog-hole  as  Lazy  Lane  to  this  commanding  coun- 
try, in  which  are  the  quintessence  of  subtile  character  and  strong- 
hold of  Yankee-Doodledom.  But  I  guess  I  'U  wait  till  my  next 
chapter,  before  I  give  you  a  picture  of  the  true  Green  Mountain 
boys.  * 


STANZAS 


CORNELIA. 


'Oh!  who  on  outh  would  Ioto  to  Hva, 
Uolaas  he  liTOd  to  lovo!'—  w.  o.  Ci,Ams. 


Thx  mamory's  ti«amired  cozrent 

0*er  many  a  jewel  whirls, 
As  rolli  the  salt  sea  billow 

For  OTor  over  pearb. 

And  well  do  I  lovo  to  ponder 

On  the  nnretuming  boun, 
As  blind  men  love  the  perfume, 

Though  they  see  no  more  the  flowen. 

Come,  friend  of  my  heart !  and  listen, 
While  I  speak  the  name  of  her 

Whose  name  is  more  dear  than  the  foUo 
On  the  breast  of  the  worshipper. 

We  carve  on  the  humblest  pebble 

Some  fancy,  all  our  own ; 
And  a  gem  by  that  impression 

We  make  the  ocean-stone. 

Our  memory  thus  grows  pricalessy 

Even  as  the  light  of  day. 
When  it  takes  some  holy  image 

That  life  cannot  wear  away. 

And  when,  in  my  restloH  rovings, 

My  feet  were  long  delayed, 
The  child  could  be  more  censured 

That  in  flowery  vales  had  strayed. 

Fc^  she,  the  beauteous  stranger 
IVho  has  stayed  my  steps  so  long, 

Is  more  than  a  spotless  lily, 
Or  a  bird  of  winning  song. 

TOL.   XXVII. 


Her  heart  is  a  fount  of  kindnesSf 
And  love  has  its  being  there ; 

Love  for  a  sister  angel. 
And  a  pnying  mothet's  eaie. 

Words  turned  in  her  month  to  mwio» 
like  winds  m  the  harps  of  old, 

And  fell  as  sweet  as  the  dew-drcqps 
That  the  rose's  lips  enfold. 

Like  oU  on  the  troubled  waters 
Wen  they  to  my  heart  opprasMd, 

And  it  sank  from  its  yearning  pinioM 
As  a  bird  sinks  down  to  rest 

The  streams  of  fountain-poets 
Were  our  thirsting  spirits'  wine, 

And  our  life  was  like  a  vdnme 
Of  some  aaeismt  bud  divine. 

And  to  her  my  fevered  spirit 
Wings  back  on  every  sigh, 

As  doves  return  to  their  windows. 
Or  as  incense  seeks  the  sky. 

The  name  of  tins  lovely  maidsa 
That  Roman  mother  wore, 

Who  displayed  her  sons,  as  the  only 
Choice  jewels  in  her  store. 

And  the  wife  of  conquering  Oaaui 
That  spotless  name  once  held. 

Which  now,  like  a  bow  of  promise, 
Shines  ont  from  the  mists  of  £Id. 
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PETER     FUNK'S     REVENGE. 


BT     BAHRT     fRAMCO. 


Walking  down  Broadway  a  few  mornings  since,  I  discovered  a 
man  stationed  opposite  a  store  which  had  a  small  red  flag  hanging 
at  the  door,  with  a  large  muslin  banner,  impended  from  a  tall  stan, 
which  he  held,  on  which  was  inscribed  this  strange  device  :  *  Beware 
OP  Mock  Auctions  !*  Upon  inquiry,  I  learned  that  this  was  intended 
as  a  caution  to  Peter  Funk,  and  a  warning  to  strangers  not  to  part 
with  their  money  without  getting  its  full  value  in  return.  Upon  fai^ 
ther  inquiry,  I  learned  that  this  ingenious  and  benevolent  enterprise 
had  been  suggested  by  His  Honor  the  Mayor,  who  in  many  other 
ways  has  entitled  himself  to  the  gratitude  of  our  citizens. 

I  had  often  heard  of  Peter  Funk,  but  had  never  seen  the  gentle* 
man,  and  having  a  curiosity  that  way,  determined  to  maKo  the 
acquaintance  of  so  noted  a  person.  I  accordingly  entered  the  store, 
ana  saw  a  person  dressed  in  very  good  style,  with  a  satin  scarf  and 
gold  chain,  standing  behind  a  counter,  with  a  small  hammer  in  his 
hand.  He  was  a  young  man,  with  an  air  of  the  most  entire  self- 
satisfaction,  and  nothing  seemed  to  give  him  any  uneasiness  except- 
ing the  '  Beware !'  on  the  side- walk,  which  not  only  kept  bidders  from 
entering  the  store,  but  caused  a  crowd  of  gaping  idlers  and  ragged 
news-boys  to  collect  around  his  door.  He  had  watches,  chains  and 
other  trinkets,  which  he  seemed  anxious  to  sell  to  the  highest  bidder, 
but  nobody  would  bid. 

In  one  of  the  pauses  of  his  continuous  and  commingled  exhortations 
to  the  crowd  '  to  walk  in  and  secure  a  great  bargain,'  I  asked  him  if 
he  was  a  regularly-licensed  auction eer,  and  was  told  that  he  was,  and 
that  furthermore,  he  had  always  conducted  his  business  in  the  most 
honorable  manner,  and  could  produce  first-rate  recommendations 
from  his  last  employer.  This  might  be  true  or  it  might  not,  but  Mr. 
Funk  impressed  me  with  the  idea  that  he  was  an  ill-used  gentleman. 
If  Mr,  Funk  enjoyed  any  immunities  to  commit  crime,  like  Mr.  No- 
body, and  other  personages  who  are  often  spoken  of  but  never  seen, 
it  would  be  very  just  in  our  civic  Aris tides  to  warn  the  public  against 
his  malpractices.  But  Mr.  Funk  assured  me  that  he  was  amenable 
to  the  laws,  like  any  other  merchant,  and  that  he  would  n't  grumble 
at  paying  the  penalty  of  any  crime  of  which  he  might  be  convicted; 
and  he  thought  it  a  little  peculiar,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  that  he 
should  be  selected  out  from  among  the  fraternity  of  tradesmen,  to 
be  victimized.  *  However,'  said  Mr.  Funk,  thrusting  his  hammer 
into  his  coat-pocket,  '  walk  into  my  back  office.  Mister,  and  if  I 
don't  make  your  hair  stand  on  eend  I  'm  a  demijohn,  and  no  mis- 
take !' 

Thifl  was  making  rather  free  with  a  stranger;  but  there  was  some- 
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thing  in  the  gentleman's  manner  which  interested  me,  and  I  followed 
him,  throueh  a  small  door  in  the  partition,  into  his  den,  which  was 
ornamented  by  an  engraving  of  a  lady  in  a  satin  gown,  that,  viewed 
at  a  certain  distance,  looked  like  a  white  horse  rearing  on  his  hind 
legs.  There  were  two  or  three  choice  works  of  art  beside,  inclu- 
ding a  French  snufT-box  with  a  highly  objectionable  picture  in  the 
inside  of  the  cover,  indicative  of  Mr.  Funk's  taste  in  such  matters. 
Having  lighted  a  cigar  and  offered  me  one,  which  he  assured  me 
was  a  '  splendid  regalia,  and  no  mistake,'  he  seated  himself  in  his 
arm-chair  and  unfolded  the  following  stupendous  plan  for  reveng- 
ing his  own  wrongs,  and  at  the  same  time  doing  a  good  turn  to  his 
fellow  citizens. 

*  My  legal  adviser,'  said  Mr.  Funk,  *  tells  me  I  can  recover  im- 
mense damages  from  the  mayor,  for  injury  to  my  business,  by  his 
bewaring  strangers  from  my  store ;  but,'  continued  Mr.  Funk,  as  he 
knocked  the  ashes  from  the  end  of  his  cigar  with  his  jewelled  little 
finger,  in  a  manner  which  Prince  Albert  might  be  proud  of,  *  I  have 
thought  of  a  plan  which  knocks  that  into  all  sorts  of  cocked  hats. 
But  wait  a  bit ;  there  's  a  countryman.' 

The  countryman  only  put  one  foot  into  the  store  and  immediately 
withdrew  it ;  so  Mr.  Funk  at  once  resumed  his  seat  and  his  cigar, 
and  went  on : 

*  Here  's  my  progammy,'  said  Mr.  Funk ;  *  I  am  getting  up  some 
'  Bewares'  myself,  and  a  most  immense  sensation  1  '11  produce  with 
them,  1  assure  you.  First,  I  will  have  a  large  banner  carried  by  a 
Kentucky  giant  opposite  the  City  Hall,  with  this  inscription  in  bloody 
red  letters  :  *  Beware  op  Lawyers  !'  ^ 

*  Opposite  Trinity  church,  at  the  head  of  Wall-street,  I  will  station 
another,  to  be  carried  by  a  lame  individual,  with  this  inscription  in 
gilt  letters  :  *  Beware  op  Fancy  Stocks  !'  At  the  comer  of  Park- 
Place  and  Broadway  I  '11  have  a  flashy  gentleman  carrying  a  black- 
and-white  banner  with  this  motto :  '  Beware  op  Blacklegs  !'  Then 
I  'II  have  a  flying  regiment  of  boys  with  pink  silk  flags  bearing  this 
inscription  :  '  Ladies,  Beware  op  French  Millinery  and  Fancy 
Goods  !'  and  these  shall  run  up  and  down  Broadway  every  day  be- 
tween twelve  and  two,  and  whenever  they  see  a  carriage  full  of 
ladies,  they  shall  keep  flapping  the  flags  in  their  faces. 

'  Another  banner  shall  be  stationed  opposite  the  hotels  and  coffee- 
houses, with  this  inscription  in  blue  capitals :  '  Beware  op  Cock- 
tails and  Brandy  Smashers!' 

*  Opposite  the  publishers'  shops  I  will  have  a  young  woman  in  a 
night-cap,  holding  a  banner  with  these  words  in  gamboge :  *  To 
Readers  :  Beware  op  Trash  !' 

I  confessed  to  Mr.  Funk  that  I  was  struck  with  the  novelty  of  his 
plan,  and  hoped  he  would  not  lay  himself  open  to  a  prosecution  for 
libel ;  and  I  cautioned  him  to  be  very  careful  not  to  insinuate  any 
thing  against  our  '  free  institutions.' 

'  Perhaps  you  mean  the  House  of  Detention  V  said  Mr.  Funk,  in- 
quiringly. 1  then  explained  to  him  what  1  did  mean,  and  to  my 
gzBat  surprise  found  that  his  mind  had  been  so  much  affected  by  the 
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well-meant  expedient  of  the  ciyic  aathorities  for  driying  customerB 
away  from  his  Btore,  that  he  could  not  comprehend  my  meaning  at 
all ;  and  instead  of  expressing  any  rererence  for  our  institutions,  he 
pronounced  an  opinion  which  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  repeat,  even 
at  second  hand.  Mr.  Funk  then  told  me  that  he  had  given  an  order 
for  no  less  than  five  hundred  standards,  to  be  emblazoned  with  these 
remarkable  words, '  Beware  op  Humbugs  !'  But  my  respect  for  au- 
thority and  learning  will  not  admit  of  ray  naming  the  places  where 
these  banners  were  ^to  be  displayed.  The  invention  of  Mr.  Funk 
could  only  be  equalled  by  his  malignity.  What  could  have  been 
conceived  more  maliciously  inappropriate,  than  to  station  a  pump- 
kin-headed efHgy,  in  a  black  coat,  bearing  one  of  these  standards 

painted  in  harlequin  letters,  before  the  residence  of  Professor ? 

Or  to  put  a  man  of  straw,  with  a  similar  standard  painted  in  green 
capitals,  before  the  office  of  Dr. r- 1 

'  It  was  at  least  prudent  in  you,  Mr.  Funk,'  I  said, '  not  to  station 
any  of  your  *  bewares'  before  the  doors  of  our  city  presses :  the  gen- 
tlemen who  conduct  them,  you  are  aware,  cannot  be  abused  with 
impunity 

'  Poh  !  poh  !'  replied  this  unprincipled  person ;  '  see  here.'  And 
so  saying,  he  unrolled  a  paper  which  lay  before  him,  upon  which  was 
emblazoned  in  minature  a  dozen  or  two  of  banners,  to  be  paraded 
before  the  doors  of  some  of  our  most  highly-esteemed  friends.  My 
blood  curdled  at  the  sight,  or  at  least  it  would  have  done  so,  if  any 
thi^g  could  have  caused  such  a  phenomenon.  Here  was  a  banner 
for  the  *  Virtuous  Vigil,'  inscribed  with  these  words  :  *  Beware  of 
Venality  !'  The  *  Morning  Glory*  was  honored  with  this  wholly 
unmeaning  affiche,  '  Beware  of  Blusterers  !'  while  the  '  Evening 
Vesper'  was  destined  to  be  signalized  with  this  detestable  insinua- 
tion :  '  Beware  op  Soft  Crabs  I'  than  which  nothing  could  be  more 
vile,  its  conductors  being  universally  known  as  two  of  the  hardest 
customers  about  town.  The  '  Weekly  Wonder'  had  this  entirely  un- 
meaning standard  assigned  to  it,  which  was  to  be  borne  by  a  gentle- 
man in  a  clean  shirt,  with  an  inflated  bladder  in  one  pocket  and  an 
^mpty  bottle  in  the  other,  the  letters  in  deep  blue :  '  Bewarb  of 
False  Witnesses  !' 

This  was  too  bad.  I  could  listen  to  Mr.  Funk  no  longer,  without 
losing  my  self-respect.  I  therefore  rose  and  spoke  to  him  as  mildly 
as  my  feelings  would  allow,  as  follows : 

'  I  perceive,  Sir,  that  you  richly  merit  the  character  which  you  bear 
in  this  community.  I  did  believe  that  you  were  an  injured  individual, 
but  the  mayor  knew  you  better  than  I  did,  when  he  sent  a  cohort  of 
paupers  into  Broadway,  with  banners  to  'beware'  simple-minded  peo- 
ple from  your  door,  it  will  be  a  lesson  to  me  in  future  to  mistrust 
my  own.  judgment  when  it  comes  in  conflict^  with  the  decisions  of 
those  having  authority.  Let  me  say  to  you,  beware  !  Beware  how 
you  cast  suspicion  against  respectable  citizens  who  are  engaged  in 
advancing  their  own  interests ;  seek  some  honest  employment,  and 
when  the  authorities  endeavor  to  imdermine  your  business  and  drive 
eostomen  from  tout  shop,  remembei  that  they  do  it  fiar  the  public 
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good,  and  do  not  seek  revenge  by  depriving  honest  men  of  their 
means  of  growing  rich.' 

Contrary  to  my  expectation,  this  speech,  instead  of  an  apology 
only  drew  a  laugh  from  Mr.  Funk,  who  lighted  another  cigar,  and 
exclaimed : 

*  Go  it  while  your  young !'  . 

*  I  have  no  disposition  to  be  too  harsh  toward  you,'  I  said,  *  and 
therefore  I  will  commend  you  for  not  uttering  a  *  beware'  derogatory 
to  the  clergy,  who  are  generally  made  a  butt  of  by  men  like  your- 
self.' 

'  Wait  a  bit,'  said  Mr.  Funk,  leaping  from  his  chair.  *  I  suppose 
there  can  be  no  harm  in  quoting  Scripture  V 

*  Of  course  not,'  I  said. 

*  Well,  then,  what  do  you  think  of  this,  for  the  Gothic  churches  V 
and  he  unrolled  a  large  black  banner,  inscribed  with  white  letters  : 

*Bbware  of  Wolves  in  Sheep's  Clothing!' 


OUR      LAST      HESTING-PLAC 


•  Wvi  d««d  to  lay  down  t^la  frail  body  la  it«  ro>ti&s-p1aea.  and  tliU  weary,  aeblng  Itaad  on  tha  pU- 
low  of  itf  rapoae  ?  Why  trembla  at  t^ls.  that  la  tlia  long  sleop  of  tha  tonb  tha  body  shall  iiiAr  dlaaaaa 
aA  oiara.  and  paiano  aera.  «sd  haar  no  nora  tba  orlas  of  want  nor  iba  groaaa  of  distiaaa ;  aad  far  r*' 
tirad  from  tba  toimoU  of  li«a,  tbat  ▼tolanoa  aad  cbanga  •hall  paat  UgbUy  OTar  It  aad  tha  alamaaU  ahaU 
boat  aad  tha  rtoraw  ihaU  howl  unheard  around  Ita  lowly  bed  T '  Daway . 


Tsix  me  not  the  grave  ia  dreary, 
Sad  and  cold  the  earth's  green  brewt ; 

Gladly  would  my  spirit  weary 
In  its  quiet  p(utals  rest 


Softly  falls  the  golden  sunlight 
Where  repose  the  deeping  dead, 

And  the  stars  at  deepest  mlani^t 
Watch  unceasing  o'er  their  bed. 


Though  the  cold  wind  o'er  them  sweepeth, 
With  a  sad  unearthly  moan, 

Yet  it  chills  not  him  who  sleepeth— 
Nought  hut  peace  to  him  is  known. 


Nor  the  voice  more  sad  and  chilling, 
Earthly  firiendship's  colder  tone ; 

Keaeheth  to  that  silent  fiweUing 
Not  one  sigh,  nor  tear,  nor  groan. 


And  if  death  had  aught  terrific, 
Conquered  is  the  dreaded  stroke ; 

Oh !  what  deep  joys  beatific 
On  the  spuit's  sense  hath  broke ! 


Standing  by  the  side  of  Jesus, 
With  his  own,  his  ransomed  flock, 

'Neath  God's  eye,  which  ever  sees  us, 
As  through  Paradise  we  walk. 


Holding  holy,  sweet  communion 
With  some  spirit  like  our  own. 

While  our  songs  in  blessed  union 
Float  around  the  Father's  throne, 


Tell  me  not  the  grave  is  dreary. 
Cold  and  sad  the  earth's  green  brMv4 1 

Gladly  would  my  spirit  weary 
Bise  and  seek  its  perfect  reeti 
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KCUOXR   SIOHT. 


I  HEARD  frequently  from  England  during  my  stay  in  the  High- 
lands, and  each  succeeding  letter  was  read  with  increased  pleasure. 
I  had  begun  to  value  the  privileges  and  the  enjovments  of  home,  in 
consequence  of  my  temporary  absence  from  tnem.  Every  thing 
about  Beitold  Castle  was  regarded  with  increased  interest,  and  the 
slightest  incident  was  charged  with  unusual  importance.  From  my 
brother  I  had  not  heard  directly,  but  the  accounts  received  of  him, 
through  my  mother,  awoke  in  my  heart  something  like  a  spirit  of 
emulation.  I  felt  that  I  was  myself  little  else  than  an  idle  dreamer ; 
but  what  could  a  youth  of  sixteen  do  1  This  question  I  asked  to 
myself  over  and  over  again.  Too  young  for  action,  certainly,  and  for 
that  matter,  not  sufficiently  educated  for  practical  effort,  yet  the  pre- 
paration seemed  but  drivelling  work.  *  Preparation  for  what  V  I 
would  ask  myself;  and  then  Destiny ,  with  her  pale  face,  seemed  to 
whisper :  '  Thy  lahar  shall  came  to  nought  V 

Beside,  I  could  not  bear  to  think  of  entering  upon  any  of  the 
customary  pursuits  of  the  world.  Political  life  had  no  charms  for 
me,  for  I  dreaded  to  bring  its  unhallowed  intrigues  into  collision 
widi  my  moral  sense.  The  law,  as  a  profession,  I  abhorred,  because 
I  perceived  that  while  it  sharpened  men's  minds  to  a  wonderful 
acuteness,  it  narrowed  their  intellects,  after  a  peculiar  manner,  until 
no  universality  remained.  I  was  too  conscientious  to  quarter  my- 
self on  the  church,  while  I  dared  lay  no  claim  to  genuine  piety ; 
and  moreover,  I  did  not  believe  my  character  adapted  to  such  a  pro- 
fession. A  military  life  I  detested  more  than  all.  Y  et  I  was  a  younger 
son ;  and  although  my  fortune,  in  right  of  my  mother,  would  ulti- 
mately be  ample,  and  while  I  knew  my  father  to  be  just  toward  his 
children,  still  I  must  resolve  on  some  course.  I  always  struggled 
against  the  doctrine  of  fatality.  Very  early  in  life  I  took  for  my 
motto : 

*  Sbd  mihi  re«,  oon  me  rebus  ■ubmittere  conor.' 

Yet  I  felt  that  without  some  direct  purpose  in  view,  circumstances 
would  control  me  instead  of  being  controlled  by  me.  And  again  I 
pondered  over  the  business  of  humanity,  inquiring  what  man  was 
made  for  1  Was  it  for  political  intrigue  and  chicanery  ]  — for  intri- 
cate, acute  but  belittling  special  pleading  ? — for  dishonest  peculation 
from  the  church  1  —  for  war  and  bloodshed  ]  For  none  of  these,  assu- 
redly !  Then  was  he  made  for  seclusion ;  to  sit  and  think  and  won- 
der and  be  still,  or  to  labor  and  delve  and  toil  like  beasts  of  burthen  1 
And  if  either,  the  cui  bono  1  One  generation  succeeds  another,  eaCh 
teaching  its  successor  the  tricks  and  the  devices  current  in  the  world» 
while  every  thing  seemed  managed  badly  enough. 
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Such  were  my  reveries,  as  I  anxiously  stole  away  from  observa- 
Tation,  and  seated  myself  in  my  chamber,  in  view  of  the  lofty  peaks 
which  frowned  down  upon  the  earth.  I  suppose  the  scenery  which 
surrounded  Glencoe  to  have  had  a  peculiar  effect  upon  my  mind. 
The  solemn,  awe-inspiring  presence  of  the  old  hills,  so  still,  so  aw- 
ful in  their  repose,  must  have  had  no  small  influence  upon  my  sen- 
sitive spirit.  Yet  while  I  felt  a  determined  repugnance  to  enter 
upon  any  course  which  did  not  commend  itself  to  my  conscience,  I 
was  fast  coming  to  the  conclusion  that  there  was  no  work  for  man 
upon  earth  suited  to  his  true  desires  and  his  true  capacities.  De- 
siring to  pursue  a  right  course,  I  was  insensibly  losing  all  native 
benevolence  of  feeling,  and  giving  way  to  a  morbid  spirit  of  &ult* 
finding  with  the  affairs  of  the  world.  This  made  me  intellectually 
selfish,  and  cut  me  off  from  a  happy  communion  with  my  fellows. 

I  am  now  chronicling  my  feelings  as  they  were  when  I  was  about 
to  leave  Glencoe.  I  beg  the  reader  to  bear  witli  me  patiently  as  I 
put  down  these  apparently  unimportant  changes  in  my  inner  liife.  I 
trust  that  before  I  close  I  shall  be  able  to  furnish  an  instructive  les- 
son. And  let  me  now  say  to  those  who  may  have  followed  me  thus 
far,  in  hopes  that  my  dry  detail  might  lead  ultimately  into  the  flow- 
ery land  of  romantic  fiction,  that  diey  are  sure  to  be  disappointed ; 
and  unless  they  can  find  matter  of  interest  in  this  very  detail, 
having  in  view  my  ultimate  object,  we  had  better  part  company 
here,  instead  of  voyaging  on  together,  with  the  certain  prospect  of 
disappointment  in  the  end. 

I  had  concluded  my  visit,  and  was  busy  packing  my  portman- 
teau for  my  return  to  England.  Having  emptied  its  contents,  I 
was  proceeding  to  assort  them,  when  my  eye  lighted  upon  a  small 
package,  which  till  now  had  been  overlooked.  I  took  it  up.  It 
was  the  parcel  handed  me  by  Aunt  Alice  when  I  left  Bertold  Cfastle, 
and  which  had  entirely  escaped  my  recollection.  Upon  the  out- 
side my  name  was  written  as  follows : 

'William  Henry, 

Youngest  San  y*  St.  Leger* 

I  opened  the  package :  I  came  to  envelope  after  envelope,  but 
discovered  nothing  save  blank  paper.  At  length  I  found  an  en- 
closure, which  read : 

*  My  Chdldf  deliver  these  as  directed.' 

I  rapidly  unrolled  the  parcel,  till  a  small  but  massive  ring  of 
gold,  curiously  wrought,  dropped  out ;  and  I  found  that  the  cover 
which  enclosed  it  was  directed : 

'To   THE   WCEDALLAH   OF    St.   KiLDA, 

•These!' 

This  was  the  last  enclosure,  and  was  unsealed.  -  I  took  the  liberty 
of  seeing  its  contents,  for  the  exterior  certainly  gave  no  clue  by 
which  I  could  discover  the  object  of  the  writer,  or  uie  destination  of 
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the  parcel  with  ithich  I  was  intrusted.    So  I  opened  the  last  en- 
closure and  read  these  words : 

'To  the  dweller  upon  the  Ockaw  Rock 
Where  the  ■tonn-eprite  rttgm  hat  harflu  he  sol 
TheWoBdallahl 

'Hll  heert  »  lone,  hia  mind  if  free, 
Patient,  he  eita  and  vaiu  hi*  deatio/; 
TheWiMlallah!' 

On  the  other  side  I  read: 

*  Tma  too  ia  a  8t  Lsosb  :  reeeive  him, 
Bat  poison  not  hia  aoul,  A>r  it  may  not  be.' 

I  Stood  contemplating  these  singular  and  apparently  incoherent 
sentences  in  utter  astonishment.  Although  I  was  ready  to  expect 
from  Aunt  Alice  something  uncommon  and  strange,  I  could  not 
fathom  this  to  me  inexplicable  jargon.  'Aunt  Alice  is  certainly 
crazed!'  I  exclaimed;  'and  yet  there  is  something  in  these  lines 
which  puts  my  brain  upon  the  whirl.  St.  Kilda-^St.  Kildal  The 
Hebrides!  the  Hebrides!  I  have  it!  Have  I  been  nearly  three 
months  in  their  very  neighborhood,  and  never  given  them  a  thoughtl 
England  sees  not  me  till  I  have  seen  those  storm-isles  of  the  ocean  I' 

Without  farther  reflection,  I  ran  down  to  the  court-yard  where  I 
had  left  Hubert  shortly  before,  half  angry  because,  as  he  said,  I 
insisted  on  leaving  them  so  soon.  'Ho!  Hubert,'  I  shouted,  'what 
say  you  to  the  grand  tour  of  the  Hebrides!  I  have  made  up  my 
mind.  I  set  off  to-morrow  morning.  Go  with  me  you  must,  and 
we  shall  want  old  Christie  for  helmsman.' 

Hubert  looked  at  me  for  an  instant,  as  if  he  was  not  auite  posi- 
tive  whether  I  was  jesting  or  beside  myself  He  soon  discovered 
that  it  was  neither,  and  believing  that  a  sudden  and  youthful  en- 
thusiasm possessed  me  for  a  wild  and  romantic  excursion,  he 
whirled  himself  round  three  times,  clapped  his  hands,  struck  me 
heartily  on  my  shoulder,  and  when  he  could  find  breath,  exclaimed : 
'Glorious!  glorious!  We  are  off  on  the  instant!  Grand  idea! 
capital  thought!  How  did  it  get  into  your  head]  We  will  get 
ready  at  once.  But  my  father?'  said  Hubert,  stopping  short;  'I 
fear  he  will  not  consent  to  it.* 

'I  will  answer  that  he  will,*  said  I ;  'pray  go  and  ask  him  directly,* 

Afler  some  ten  minutes,  he  returned  with  a  joyful  countenance, 
saying  that  the  Earl,  so  far  from  making  any  objections  to  our  pro- 
posed excursion,  expressed  his  approbation  of  it,  as  evincing  a  love 
of  hardy  adventure  which  he  did  not  like  to  see  altogether  laid 
aside,  in  the  happy  change  of  the  times  from  disturbed  to  peacefUl. 
The  freedom  of  Scotland  had  oflen  depended,  the  Earl  said,  upon 
her  wild  mountain  fastnesses  and  the  rude  islands  which  formed  a 
part  of  her  territory.  In  his  day,  the  youth  boasted  of  their  skill 
in  navigating  the  perilous  channels  between  these  islands :  he  had 
himself  twice  narrowly  escaped  with  his  life,  in  passing  the  dan- 
gerous strait  of  Corryviekan ;  '  and  doubtless  thought  it  very  proper,' 
added  Hubert,  'that  his  younger  son  should  be  exposed  to  a 
similar  ordeal.    But,'  continued  he,  '  I  am  no  novice  at  channel 
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sailing,  to  say  nothing  of  my  dexterity  in  a  whirlpool;  for  what 
with  frequent  passages  between  Mull  and  Skye,  with  an  occasional 
visit  to  Coll  and  Muck  island,  together  with  a  pretty  intimate  ac« 
quaintance  with  the  storms  that  are  always  howling  about  Islay 
and  Jura,  I  count  myself,  (Christie  being  present  to  aid  and  abet,) 
something  more  than  a  mere  firesh- water  sailor/ 

What  a  bustle  did  we  create  during  the  day  in  our  preparations  I 
Old  Christie  was  summoned  to  a  confidential  conference.  I  believe 
I  have  already  spoken  of  this  veteran.  In  age  he  was  nearly  fifty, 
though  his  hardy  frame,  his  alert  step,  and  the  quick  glance  of  his 
eye,  told  of  one  in  the  very  prime  of  physical  existence.  His 
beard  was  however  somewhat  grizzled,  the  only  revenge  Time 
seemed  to  have  taken  upon  him.  In  person  he  was  tall,  very  bony 
and  muscular,  with  not  an  ounce  of  superfluous  fiesh  to  encumber 
him.  He  was  a  sort  of  Major  Domo  at  the  castle,  in  consequence 
of  his  long  experience,  well-tried  fidelity,  and  great  good  nature. 
He  was  bom  at  Glencoe,  and  was,  if  I  mistake  not,  foster-brother 
of  the  Earl.  He  had  always  been  near  his  person,  had  acCompa^ 
nied  him  abroad,  and  served  him  often  in  cases  of  extremity.  As 
the  young  men  grew  up,  Christie  seemed  to  renew  his  youth,  and 
entered  into  all  their  sports  with  as  genuine  a  zest  as  if  he  was  of 
their  own  age;  they,  by  the  way,  always  deferring  to  him,  in  matp 
ters  of  practical  expediency.  In  this  way  Christie  would  often 
make  excursions  with  them  to  the  neigboring  islands  to  hunt,  fish 
or  explore,  'it  being  very  necessary,'  as  he  would  remark,  'that  the 
education  of  the  puir  lads  suld  na  be  quite  negleckit ;  for  wha  could 
tell  what  might  na  just  happen  ony  time  yet  V  The  Earl,  it  would 
seem,  as  before  intimated,  tacitly  approved  of  Christie's  reasoning: 
he  certainly  made  no  objection  to  it ;  so  that  the  young  men  were 
soon  initiated  into  all  the  hardy  exercises  of  their  race. 

The  summons  for  Christie  was  shortly  followed  by  the  appear- 
ance of  the  old  fellow  himself,  who  had  no  sooner  entered  the  room 
than  he  was  seized  by  Hubert,  who,  after  ineffectually  endeavoring 
to  give  him  a  whirl  round,  (a  familiarity  exercised  toward  no  other 
servant,)  shouted  merrily:  'Rouse  yourself,  my  old  lad!  Did  you 
know  that  you  are  getting  so  rusty  that  the  Earl  has  ordered  you 
banished  from  Glencoe,  and  I  am  commissioned  to  see  the  order 
put  into  execution  1  You  have  till  day-break  to-morrow  morning  to 
make  ready.  So  lose  no  time ;  off  we  must  go,  for  I  am  to  be  along, 
for  fear  you  will  be  stealing  back  again  before  your  time  is  up!' 

During  this  edifying  discourse,  the  old  man  stood  regarding  the 
youth  very  much  as  an  old,  sagacious  and  well  trained  mastiff 
watches  the  pranks  of  a  favorite  young  dog  who  is  cutting  his 
gambols  around  him,  and  although  well  pleased  with  his  capers,  is 
hardly  willing  that  his  own  dignity  should  be  entrenched  upon  by 
them.  When  Hubert  therefore  paused  for  breath,  Christie  very 
cooly  turned  up  his  gray  eyes,  exclaiming: 

'What's  in  the  wind  noo]'  'Pshaw,  Christie!  don't  affect  so 
much  indifference,  when  you  know  you  are  crazy  for  a  scamper  of 
some  kind;'  and  thereupon  Hubert  proceeded  to  give  the  detail  of 
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the  proposed  excursion,  which  comprised  a  visit  to  some  of  the  ad- 
jacent islands,  and  afterward  a  bold  stretch  out  as  far  as  St.  Kilda, 
the  most  remote  of  the  Hebrides.  *And  now,  Christie,  you  know 
all  about  it ;  keep  our  plans  secret.  We  have  the  Earl's  permis- 
sion, remember ;  we  shall  leave  every  thing  to  you.  We  can  ex- 
pect nothing  fit  to  eat  after  leaving  Skye,  so  see  that  you  lay  in  a 
good  stock  of  small  stores,  and — and ' 

*But  master  Hubert,'  interrupted  Christie,  'I  dinna  ken  an'  I  can 
be  spared  just  noo  at  the  castle,  and  ye  ken  weel  I  am  getting  just 
too  auld  for  the  like  o'  this.  I  wad  na  mind  to  ferry  ye  over  to 
Skye,  but  when  ye  talk  about  St.  Kilda,  it  is  quite  anither  thing,  ye 
suld  mind;  for  I  wad  na  care  to  catch  a  blast  of  the  hurricane  out- 
side of  Lewis.' 

Christie's  countenance  during  this  harang^ue  would  have  been  a 
model  for  a  painter.  From  the  first,  I  perceived  that  he  was  only 
practising  upon  Hubert  in  return  for  his  speech;  and  to  see  the  old 
fellow's  endeavor  to  assume  an  expression  which  was  so  unnatural, 
was  ludicrous  enough.  Hubert,  on  the  contrary,  at  first  mistook  his 
meaning,  and  was  about  to  express  his  impatience  and  astonishment 
at  such  an  extraordinary  disclosure,  when  a  humorous  twinkle  of 
Christie's  eye  explained  matters  in  an  instant,  and  Hubert  was  him- 
self again.     *  Ah !  Christie,'  said  he,  '  you  are  the  true  metal,  after 

all.   But '    Christie  here  cut  off  all  farther  superfluous  discotg^se 

by  insisting  that  we  should  proceed  to  business.  First,  a  plan  must  be 
drawn  up,  to  be  followed  explicitly  ;  then  a  consultation  about  the 
praft  we  should  go  in,  and  again  who  to  select  for  the  crew.  The  first 
was  soon  settled ;  about  the  second  there  was  more  difficulty.  Don- 
ald Mac  Cae's  fishing  smack  (belonging  to  the  Earl)  was  not  quite 
the  thing,  in  Christie's  opinion ;  *  she  was  ower  wet  in  a  gale  of 
wind,'  though  that  was  not  to  be  minded,  but  she  was  withal  a  lub* 
berly  sailor.  The  Earl's  new  yacht  would  do  for  a  trip  to  Mull  in 
fair  weather,  and  poorly  enough  at  that ;  (it  had  been  ordered  with- 
out taking  Christie's  opinion  on  the  subject  I)  Finally,  Donald 
Lairg's  craft  was  selected  as  best  qualified  to  perform  all  the  offices 
required ;  but  Christie  feared  that  Donald  was  not  yet  home  ft^om 
his  herring  cruise ;  he  would  send  down  to  the  Loch  and  see. 

After  long  hesitation,  and  after  discussing  to  himself  the  merits 
of  the  various  retainers  about  the  castle  for  the  purposes  of  our  en- 
terprise, Christie  finally  made  choice  of  two  brothers,  Hugh  and 
Aleck  Mac  Donald,  as  most  competent  to  do  duty  in  it.  These  two 
he  insisted  would  be  quite  sufficient  for  us,  and  any  more  would 
only  be  in  the  way.  We  soon  ascertained  that  Donald  Lairg  had 
fortunately  returned ;  whereupon  Christie  took  his  leave,  to  see  that 
the  craft  was  well  provided,  and  her  ballast  stowed  as  it  should  be. 
Next,  fowling-pieces,  pistols,  bows-and-arrows  and  fishing-gear  of 
every  description,  were  put  in  order,  and  an  abundant  supply  of 
every  thing  that  was  deemed  needful  made  ready.  We  kept  the 
house  quite  in  an  uproar.  Both  Margaret  and  Ella  entered  most 
actively  into  all  our  preparations,  and  did  much  to  aid  them.  Frank 
was  not  at  the  Castle ;  he  was  spending  a  few  days  with  Glenfin-r 
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glas,  who  had  quite  recovered  from  the  effects  of  his  late  wound. 
The  morning  was  fair,  and  I  was  first  up.  It  was  scarcely  day- 
break, when  I  threw  open  the  window  looking  toward  the  moun- 
tain, and  let  the  cool  air  breathe  through  the  room.  A  heavy  fog 
covered  the  summit,  which  was  now  slowly  dispersing  before  the 
light  just  dawning  in  the  east.  Presently  I  heard  the  noise  of 
some  one  in  the  court-yard ;  and  going  down,  I  saw  Christie  busy 
m  getting  together  what  we  were  to  take  on  our  voyage.  He  was 
alone,  and  I  watched  him  a  few  moments  unperceived.  He  was 
whistling  a  stirring  Highland  air,  while  he  worked  away  with  all 
the  glee  of  a  lad  of  fourteen,  who  had  broke  away  from  school.  'A 
plague  on  the  lazy  loons!'  muttered  he,  afler  awhile ;  '  I  '11  just  gie 
them  another  caU.'  So  saying,  he  ran  past  where  I  was  standing, 
almost  overturning  me  in  his  hurry,  and  I  soon  heard  him  shouting : 
'Hugh!  Aleck! — Aleck!  Hugh!'  accompanied  with  various  ex- 
pletives which  would  have  aroused  the  Seven  Sleepers  themselves, 
had  they  been  so  forcibly  addressed.  Hubert  soon  made  his  ap- 
pearance, and  every  thing  was  got  ready.  We  sat  down  to  a  very 
early  breakfast,  where  we  met  the  young  ladies  only,  and  having  re- 
ceived their  kindest  wishes  for  a  pleasant  excursion,  we  lefl  the  castle. 

Proceeding  to  the  Loch,  at  no  great  distance,  we  found  the  men 
ready  to  get  under  way.  We  had  a  pleasant  breeze  from  the  north, 
and  sailed  rapidly  down  the  Frith,  till  we  made  the  coast  of  Mull ; 
then  changing  our  course,  we  stood  to  the  north'ard  e(nd  westward, 
intending  to  land  first  at  Skye.  This  was  my  first  experience  at  sea, 
and  every  thing  was  new  and  strange  to  me  ;  but  the  effect  was  salu- 
tary:  a  world  seemed  opening  before  me,  of  a  new  but  not  unwelcome 
creation.  Shut  out  fi-om  the  pleasures,  the  enjoyments,  the  occupa- 
tions of  earth,  the  mind  undergoes  a  distinct  change.  It  discovers 
that  its  former  classes  of  ideas  were  not  absolutely  essential,  while 
new  images  crowd  upon  it,  new  thoughts  take  possession  of  it,  and 
new  feelings  characterize  it.  I  felt  that  I  was  still  in  a  transition 
state.  But  for  the  first  time,  almost  in  my  whole  life,  I  felt  my  soul 
enlarge. 

My  curiosity  was  also  active.  I  had  not  betrayed  my  secret  to 
Hubert ;  for  some  reason  I  felt  disinclined  to  do  it.  So  impatient  was 
1  to  reach  St.  Kilda,  that  I  would  willingly  have  foregone  a  visit  to 
the  intermediate  islands,  but  I  did  not  care  to  urge  this ;  so  I  could 
only  revolve  in  my  mind  the  curious  incident  of  the  package  en- 
trusted to  me  by  Aunt  Alice,  and  the  more  curious  character  of  its 
contents.  Something  I  was  sure  awaited  me  in  that  island.  The 
impression  was  too  strong  to  be  shaken  off.  So  I  nursed  it  the 
more  carefiiUy. 

*  Woedallah !  Woedallah  ! '  *  Hubert,'  said  I,  rousing  myself  from 
my  reverie,  *  what  is  the  meaning  of  Woedallah !' 

'  Woedallah  V  I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell.  I  never  heard  it  before. 
Pray  where  did  you  pick  it  up,  and  what  possesses  you  to  be  mumbling 
it  over  now  V  answered  my  cousin.  '  Up  with  the  helm,  Christie  ! 
and  let  us  speak  that  fisherman.  I  will  wager  you  that  we  come 
up  with  him  in  half  an  hour.  Now  we  have  her  in  a  line  —  keep 
her  so.    Come,  St.  Leger,  no  more  moping !    Wait  till  we  reach  St. 
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Kilda,  and  then  ask  the  old  Norsewoman,  if  she  is  still  alive,  about 
that  unintelligible  word.     She  can  tell  you,  I  doubt  not/ 
'  I  hope  so,'  replied  I,  musingly. 


MIDNIGHT         THOUGHTS. 

'  Z  x^Tv  oftsn  dnsmad  that  wa  moat  hava  livad  in  aonia  other  aad  mora  glCTiooa  atata  of  baing ; 
M  tha  mymtmrlawt  glJmpaai.  that  hara  Use*'  itfouxid  our  aools.  ar*  the  brokan  raioambtaaoae  m 
— -am.'  

In  the  deep  hush  of  midnight's  shadowy  hours, 
Now  while  the  solemn  stars  barn  clear  on  high, 

And  the  calm  moon,  which  shone  o'er  Eden's  boweiw. 
Silvers  the  purple  gloom  of  yon  far  sky, 

Now  bring  no  thought  of  Time,  oh !  Memory ! 

To  sully  mine,  which  all  are  of  Eternity ! 

In  the  adoring  silence  of  my  soul, 

I  stand  alone  —  alone  with  night  and  heaven ; 

My  voiceless  thoughts  sweep  far  from  earth's  control. 
My  voiceless  yearnings  to  yon  world  are  given ; 

Mine  earthly  nature  boweth  and  is  still  — 

Immortal  longings  my  lone  being  fill ! 

Iiike  those  fine  spiritual  essences,  which  bow 

But  to  the  influence  of  a  midnight  spell. 
So  seems  my  conscious  soul  to  feel  e'en  now 

A  mystic  sway  shadow  her  inmost  cell ; 
A  sense  profound  of  the  Infinity 
That  yet  shall  fully  clothe  this  weak  mortality. 

Ught  of  my  dreams !  bright  solitary  star ! 

A  perfect  beauty  on  the  brow  of  night ; 
The  sky  is  crowned  with  gems  of  living  light, 

But  thy  rich  urn  sheds  radiance  pucer  fur 
On  me,  thy  wonhipper ;  from  youth  my  guide. 
Mute  spell,  that  rul'st  my  spirit's  secret  tide. 

O  star  intense !     I  gaze  and  almost  deem 

That  Plato's  fiyicy  is  a  truth  divine  ; 
(A  strange  and  yet  sublimely  glorious  dream !) 

That  the  soul's  essence  is  a  purt  of  thine  ; 
That  the  deep  cravings  of  our  spiritual  mood 
Never  here  satisfied  and  never  all  subdued, 

An  bnt  the  broken  memories  of  that  clime 

Whose  glorious  gleams  still  linger  round  us  here ; 

While  the  high  soul,  scorning  llto  things  of  Time, 
Would  fain  return  to  that  mure  perieot  sphere; 

Still  pines  the  severed  part,  and  struggles  stiii  in  vain, 

To  rend  the  cankered  links  that  form  its  earthly  chain. 

Who  knoweth  this  ?    The  Eternal  hath  not  given 

To  human  lips  His  mysterieB  to  explain  ; 
We  may  not  pierce  the  veil  that  hides  you  Heaven, 

Who  yet  amid  Earth's  sullying  scenes  remain: 
But  when  the  soul  puis  off  the  mortal  here, 
Wight's  vtyrtedwh^yea  aUthiogSi  shall  be  iq^  c^^m  I 
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Tbb  Ratxiv,  and  othke  Poxms.    By  Edoab  A.  Pos.    In  one  volume,    pp.  91.    Number  Eight 
of  WxLBT  AKO  Fvtsam's  '  Library  of  American  Books.' 

Tiiz  author  of  this  sloDder  Tolome  is  of  course  one  of  the  *  sundry  citizens  of  this 
good  land,  meaning  well,  and  hoping  well,  who,  prompted  by  a  certain  something  in 
their  nature,  have  trained  themselves  to  do  service  in  various  essays,  poems,  histories, 
and  books  of  art,  fancy  and  truth ;'  for  we  find  this  very  remarkable  passaj^  as  a 
motto  on  the  cover  of  his  poems.  But  *  the  certain  something*  which  has  prompted 
him  to  publish,  according  to  his  preface,  is  not  the  *  paltry  compensations  nor  the  more 
paltry  commendations  of  mankind.'  These  have  been  powerful  *  somethings'  with 
most  poets,  but  we  think  that  the  author  of  *  The  Raven'  has  wisely  chosen  to  regard 
them  as  nothings ;  fbr  the  amount  of  either  likely  to  be  bestowed  upon  him  as  a  poet 
by  the  *  mankind'  he  esteems  so  lightly  we  fear  will  be  small.  Mr.  Poe  says  in  his 
preface :  *  Events  not  to  be  controlled  have  prevented  me  from  making,  at  any  time, 
any  serious  efforts  in  what,  under  happier  circumstances,  would  have  been  the  field 
of  my  choice.  With  me  poetry  has  not  been  a  purpose,  but  a  passion.'  This  is  very 
pitiable,  but  entirely  incomprehensible.  According  to  the  biographies  of  Mr.  Poe,  he 
must  be  very  near  the  age  at  which  Btron  died,  and  beyond  that  at  which  all  the 
great  poets  produced  their  greatest  works ;  and  according  to  his  own  story,  he  began 
writing  poetry  at  an  age  much  eariier  than  any  poet  of  whom  we  know  any  thing. 
His  whole  life  has  been  spent  in  literary  pursuits,  and  here  we  have  the  results  of  his 
poetical  career.  At  what  period  he  commenced  writinpf  verses  we  do  not  know ;  but 
he  tells  us  in  a  note  that  it  was  in  his  *  earliest  boyhood,'  which  begins  we  believe  with 
the  jacket-and-trouserB,  generally  at  three  or  four  years.  If  Mr.  Foe  wrote  the  Odo 
to  Science  at  that  early  period,  he  was  certainly  a  remarkable  boy,  but  hardly  a 
poet  We  have  heard  that,  in  the  paper  of  which  he  is  the  editor,  he  has  stated  that 
he  wrote  *  Al  Aaraaf,'  the  poem  with  which  he  professes  to  have  humbugged  the 
poor  Bofltonians,  in  bis  tenth  year.  The  *  Boston  Post'  thought  it  must  have  been 
produced  at  a  much  earlier  age.  We  have  no  opinion  on  the  subject  ourselves,  not 
having  read  it,  but  are  disposed  to  believe  the  author,  and  should  believe  him  if  he 
said  the  same  of  the  poems  which  we  have  read.  We  see  no  reason  why  they  might 
not  have  been  written  at  the  age  of  ten :  children  are  more  apt,  in  remembering 
words,  than  men ;  and  as  there  have  been  infant  violinists,  pianists,  mimics  and 
dancers,  we  see  no  reason  why  there  shonld  not  be  an  infant  rhythmist  A  talent  for 
Tersification  may  exist  without  a  genius  for  poetry ;  and  according  to  our  own  esti- 
mate of  Mr.  Fob's  abilities,  his  poetical  constitution  is  nothing  more  than  an  aptitude 
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Ibr  ifaythm.  We  thoaM  jadg«  u  much,  from  reading  his  criticisms  of  poetiy,  which 
seem  to  have  been  written  after  a  very  thorough  cramming  of  Biair's  iectozes  and 
the  eosays  of  Lord  Kaim bb.  In  several  instances  ha-has  asserted  that  there  cannot 
be  such  a  thing  as  a  cfidactic  poem.  This  demolishes  at  one  swoop  about  nine-tenths 
of  what  the  worid  has  heretofore  considered  the  highest  poetry.  If  we  can  glean 
any  distinct  meaning  from  Mr  Pob*s  criticisms  and  Terses,  respecting  his  ideas  of 
what  constitutes  a  poem,  it  is  this :  a  poem  is  a  metrical  composition  without  ideas. 
<  The  Haunted  Palace'  and  other  of  his  best  performances  were  certainly  composed 
upon  such  a  principle ;  and  the  same  might  be  said  of  many  of  his  prose  essays, 
words  being  the  sole  substance  in  them.  One  of  the  reasons  which  he  gives  for  pub- 
lishing the  *  poems  written  in  youUi*  is  a  '  reference  to  the  date  of  Tennyson's  fint 
poems.'  Whether  he  means  by  this  to  clear  his  own  or  Tennyson's  skirts  from  the 
taint  of  plagiarism,  we  do  not  understand.  But  we  do  not  believe  that  any  body  has 
ever  dreamed  of  charging  Mr.  Pox  with  imitating  Tennyson  in  any  of  these  *  poems 
written  in  youth.' ^  It  will  not  be  a  very  easy  matter,  however,  for  him  to  convince 
the  readers  of  Tennyson  that  he  did  not  draw  largely  upon  that  poet  when  he  wrote 
'  Lenore.'  tt  is  a  much  more  palpable  imitation  than  Longfellow's  in  his  '  Midnight 
Mass  for  the  Dying  Year,'  which  Mr.  Poe  has  made  so  much  noise  about  Mr. 
Poe's  tendency  to  extreme  vagueness,  which  is  the  antipodes  of  poetical  expression, 

shows  itself  plainly  in  the  titles  of  his  poems :  one  is  addressed  <  To  the  River ,' 

as  though  there  were  something  mighty  private  or  naughty  in  his  address  to  a 
running  stream,  which  might  compromise  its  character,  if  known.    There  are  poems 

addrened  *  To ,'  which,  according  to  our  author's  theory,  is  a  highly  poetical 

designation,  * '  being  hazy  to  the  last  extreme :  there  is  a  poem  addressed  <To 

F ^  and  another  *  To  F s  S.  O d.'    This  last  is  suggestive  of  a  lady's 

name,  Feancbs  S.  Osgood,  and  being  a  poetess  herself,  we  extract  the  poem,  both  as 
a  specimen  of  Mr.  Poe's  matured  powers,  and  of  the  kind  of  epistle  which  a  poet 

sends  to  a  poetess: 

*  Thou  wouldat  be  lored  f — then  let  thy  heart 

From  it«  preseot  pathway  part  not  I 
Being  every  thinr  which  now  thou  art, 

Be  nothiiig  which  thou  art  not 
So  with  the  world  thy  geutle  ways. 

Thy  grace,  thy  more  thau  beauty, 
Shall  be  an  eadlewt  theme  of  praiie, 

And  loTe — a  simple  duty.' 

This  is  not  one  of  the  poems  <  written  in  youth,'  but  this  which  follows  is: 

•TO  .' 

*  Tux  borers  whereat,  in  dreami,  I  tee 

The  wantone«t  ftioging  birds, 
Are  lips,  and  all  thy  melody 
Of  lip-begOtten  words : 

'Thine  eyes,  in  Heaven  of  heart  enshrined. 

Then  dewlately  fall, 
O  God  I  on  my  funereal  mind 
Like  starlight  on  a  palL 

'Thy  heart!  tJky  heart!  I  wake  and  sigh, 

And  sleep  to  dream  till  day, 

Of  the  truth  that  gold  can  never  boy, 

Of  the  baubles  that  it  may.' 

'  The  child  is  father  of  the  man,'  but  the  father  in  this  case  is  superior  to  the  off- 
q>ring.  There  are  probably  very  few  boys  who  have  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  a  com- 
mon-school education  who  have  not  written  scores  of  verses  like  these ;  but  it  is  a 
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very  lare  occnmnce  for  yenes  *  To  ^— '  to  be  publiahed  by  their  autbon  when  they 
beoome  men.    Thie,  howeyer,  is  a  mere  matter  of  taste.' 

We  haye  no  diapoeition  to  witicize  Mr.  Fob*s  poeras :  nioh  m  they  are,  we  giye 
them  welcome.  Hie  reputation  as  a  poet  rests  mainly  npon  '  The  Rayen/  which,  as 
we  haye  abneady  said,  we  consider  an  aniqne  and  musical  piece  of  Tenification,  but 
as  a  poem  it  will  not  bear  scrutiny.  If  we  were  disposed  to  retort  upon  Mr.  Foi  for 
the  exceedingly  gross  and  false  statements  which,  upon  an  imaginary  slight,  he  made 
in  his  paper  respecting  this  Magazine,  we  could  ask  for  no  greater  fayor  than  to  be 
allowed  to  criticise  his  yolume  of  poems.  Surely  no  author  is  so  much  indebted  to  the 
forbearance  of  critics  as  Mr.  Poi,  and  no  person  connected  with  the  press  in  this  couu' 
try  is  entitled  to  less  mercy  or  consideration.  His  criticisms,  so  called,  are  generally 
a  tissue  of  coarse  personal  abuse  or  personal  adulation.  He  has  praised  to  the  highest 
degree  some  of  the  paltriest  writers  in  the  country,  and  abused  in  the  grossest  terms 
many  of  the  best.  Bat  criticism  is  bis  weakness :  <  to  that  music  he  rises  and  flut- 
ters.' In  ladies'  magazines  he  is  an  Arutaecbus,  but  among  men  of  letters  his 
sword  is  a  broken  lath. 

We  are  not  much  disappointed  in  the  quality  of  Mr.  Poe's  poems,  but  the  meagre- 
nesB  of  his  yolume  as  to  quantity  is  really  surprising.  He  is  one  of  the  few  authors 
by  profeesion  known  to  American  readers  ;  and  considering  that  poetry  is  <  a  passion' 
with  him,  and  '  not  a  purpose,'  the  little  of  any  kind  that  he  has  produced  is  a  thing 
to  be  wondered  at  We  do  not  know  what  the  unhappy  circumstances  may  be  which 
haye  preyented  him  from  making  any  *  serious  effort'  in  bis  fayorite  pursuit ;  bat  hia 
hinderances  can  hardly  be  greater  than  those  under  which  the  greater  part  of  that 
which  the  worid  calls  poetry  has  been  produced.  Has  he  been  blind,  like  Milton  ; 
has  he  been  mad,  like  Tasso  ;  been  starred,  like  Chatterton  ;  persecuted,  like  Dantb  ; 
exposed,  like  Byron  ;  harrassed,  like  Burns  ;  depressed,  like  Cowpbr  7  Has  he  labored 
like  Elliot  ;  fought,  like  KOrner  ;  been  neglected,  like  Butler  ;  bent,  like  Drtden, 
or  tempted,  as  many  noble  poets  haye  been,  by  luxury  and  sloth  7  A  real  poet  will 
neyer  tell  of  the  hinderances  to  effort.  It  is  overcoming  hinderances  which  glyes  the 
surest  testimony  of  ability.  Nothing  will  excuse  a  poet  for  non-production  but  non- 
ability.  Let  the  author  produce  his  talent  and  say,  *  'T  is  the  best  I  could  do ;'  excu- 
ses for  not  doing  better  will  ayail  him  nothing.  Indeed,  we  are  belieyen  in  Carli- 
tom's  Irish  paradox,  and  think  it  as  applicable  to  poets,  *  who  have  it  in  them,'  as  to 
any  body  else ;  namely,  that  *  more  men  haye  risen  in  the  world  from  the  enmity  of 
their  enemies  than  from  the  kindness  of  their  friends.'  Poets,  like  other  men,  may 
become  '  blue-moulded  for  want  of  a  batin\*  Whateyer  circumstances  the  true  poet 
may  be  placed  in,  whether  worried  by  affluence  or  depressed  by  misery,  he  will  be  a 
poet  in  spite  Of  them  ;  and  his  oyercoming  difficulties  will  be  the  best  eyidence  of  his 
'  paasioB.'  Mr.  Foe*8  passion  for  poetry  must  be  a  yery  tender  one,  or  he  would  not 
come  before  the  world  at  his  age  with  such  a  yolume,  and  with  such  an  excuse  for 
its  meagrenesB.  The  history  of  genias  hardly  affords  an  instance  of  one  bom  upon 
'  the  field  of  his  choice.'  Shepherds  haye  become  astronomers,  shoemakers  mathe- 
maticians, barbers  commanden,  physicians  architects,  ploughmen  poets,  tailon 
statesmen,  weayen  artists.  Judging  from  Mr.  Poe's  memoirs,  which  must  be  cor- 
rect, since  he  circulates  them  himself,  his  opportuuities  for  cultivating  his  passion 
haye  been  superior  to  those  enjoyed  by  any  writer  of  reputation  among  u&  But 
<  eyery  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitterness,'  and  we  doubt  not  that  Mr.  Poe's  com- 
plaint is  well  founded.    It  is  a  painful  reflection,  howeyer,  that  we  have  a  great  poet 
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among  us  placed  in  tnieh  unhappy  circumitanceB  that  he  cannot  deyelope  hia  genius, 
nor  make  a  serious  effort  in  that  kind  of  composition  for  which  he  has  aconaoioasnesi 
of  being  qualified  by  nature.  The  circumstances  must  indeed  be  exceedingly  un- 
happy and  distresBing,  which  would  cause  a  poet  to  accept  an  invitation  from  a  learned 
society  to  deliver  an  original  poem  at  its  annual  meeting,  and  after  receiving  pay 
therefor,  to  read  a  rhapsody  composed  and  published  in  his  tenth  year,  and  after- 
ward bring  forward,  as  a  proof  of  the  stupidity  of  his  audience,  that  they  listened  to 
him  with  civil  attention.    *  But  something  too  much  of  this.' 


Poxvs  BY  Hsicar  Waoswokth  LoNaPELX.ow:  with  Illustntioas  by  D.  HUNTiNGTOir.    la  one 
▼olume.     pp.  387.    Philadelphia :  Cassy  and  Habt. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  some  of  our  publishers  are  approaching — nay,  that  they 
have  already  reached  —  the  excellence  of  typogrraphical  execution  and  general  ex- 
ternal materiel,  which  is  so  characteristic  of  the  better  issues  of  the  English  press. 
Here  now  is  a  volume  written,  printed,  illustrated  (by  native  eugravers,  from  native 
paintings,)  and  published  by  Americans,  which  in  all  regards  must  command  ad- 
miration from  every  candid  critic  and  reader,  at  home  aud  abroad.  The  illustrations 
are  eleven  in  number :  *  Preciosa,'  from  '  The  Spanish  Student,*  by  J.  Chbnet  ; 

*  Landscape,*  for  the  title-page,  by  Dougal  ;  portrait  of  the  author,  from  a  drawing 
by  S.  W.  Cheney  ;  *  The  Old  Cathedral,*  from  •  Voices  of  the  Night,*  by  W.  Hum- 
phreys ;  '  Wreck  of  the  Hesperus,'  by  W.  H.  Douoal  ;  *  Maidenhood,*  by  J.  Cheney  ; 

•  Excelsior,*  (was  this  paiuted  by  Hi^ntington  ?  —  we  thought  it  the  very  clever  pro- 
duction of  Reed,)  by  W.  Humphreys  ;  '  Nuremberg,  der  Schoen  Brunnen  ;*  *  Woods 
in  Winter ;  *  Pkeciosa  before  the  Archbishop  ;*  all  by  W.  Humphreys  ;  and  '  An 
April  Day,*  by  W.  H.  Douoal.  Such  are  the  illustrations,  and  very  beautiful  many 
of  them  are.  The  portrait  of  the  author  we  pronounce  a  very  good  one  of  our  old 
friend  and  contributor.  The  face  seems  a  little  over-full  in  flesh  ;  othervnse,  the 
likeness  is  exact.  It  is  no  better,  however,  than  the  one  painted  by  C.  Giovanni 
Thompson,  two  or  three  years  since.  We  need  say  little  of  the  contents  of  this 
charming  volume ;  for  so  large  a  portion  of  the  work  appeared  origiually  in  these 
pages,  that  our  readers  are  quite  aware  of  their  literary  attractions.  There  would 
seem  to  be  some  disagreement  amoug  the  critics  in  relation  to  the  poetry  of  Long- 
fellow, but  the  public  appear  to  be  very  unanimous  in  their  estimate  of  his  produc- 
tions. There  be  *  bardlings,'  to  be  sure,  as  we  took  occasion  to  hint,  in  our  last 
number,  who  look  with  ruffled  solf-com place ncy  upon  the  popularity  of  Longfellow, 
to  a  tithe  of  which  they  may  never  hope  to  attain,  although  there  are  friendly  critics 
enough  to  keep  theur  *  pretensions*  continually  '  before  the  people.*  Much  has  been 
said,  at  sundry  times  and  in  divers  places,  concerning  Mr.  Longfellow's  alleged 
plagiarisms.  But  it  would  not  be  amiss,  one  would  suppose,  that  such  grave  charges 
should  be  accompanied  with  specifications.  W^e  remember  but  one  distinct  allega- 
tion, however,  and  in  that  Mr.  Lonoffllow  was  accused  of  copying  a  Scottish 
ballad,  which  purported  to  be  translated  from  the  German.  It  turned  out,  neverthe- 
less, as  all  who  knew  him  knew  it  would  turn  out,  that  he  had  translated  the  ballad 
from  the  German,  into  which  it  had  been  rendered,  and  with  such  singular  faithful- 
ness as  to  incur  the  suspicion  of  having  appropriated  the  rare  orig'mal,  which  he 
had  never  encountered !    There  is  such  a  thing,  too,  it  may  be  remarked  here,  as 
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r  plagiariam.  It  will  hardly  be  contended  by  any  one,  we  may  euppoM, 
that  Bteon  or  Gray  could  hare  been  obliged  to  borrow  from  any  body ;  and  yet 
Sowria  illostzatee  his  position  that  <  the  most  popular  poets  have  been  the  greatest 
tbieyes,'  by  saying  that  those  who  wish  to  see  Gray's  *  cribbings/  should  consult 
Mmoan's  edition  of  his  works.  Btkon,  he  affirms,  stole  right  and  left.  He  stole 
from  Gray's  letters,  and  from  Wauole.  His  phrase,  <  the  fury  of  the  Yulture  pas- 
sions' is  from  the  Ode  to  Eaton  College : 

'  Thksx  shall  the  fury  puaiOM  tamr. 
The  valturM  of  the  mind.'  > 

Those  fine  lines  in  '  Childe  Harold'  on  solitude  are  from  Bacon  :  *  Men  know  not 
what  solitude  is,  nor  how  far  it  extends.  For  a  crowd  is  not  a  company,  and  society 
is  but  a  gallery  of  pictures,  and  talk  is  but  tinkling  cymbals,  where  no  logic  is.' 
*  Faded  ideas,'  says  Sheridan,  however,  *  like  half-forgotten  dreams,  float  on  the 
&ncy,  and  the  imagination  in  its  fullest  enjoyment  is  at  a  loss  to  determine  whether 
it  has  created  or  adopted.*  But  it  needs  a  liberal  mind  to  concede  so  much ;  and 
envy  does  not  dwell  in  liberal  minds.  The  pretentious  and  the  self-conceited,  the 
<  neglected'  and  the  soured,  among  our  self-elected  poets,  may  be  pardoned  for  de- 
crying that  excellence  they  cannot  reach.  Again  we  commend  Mr.  Longfellow's 
beantiful  volume  to  a  wide  public  acceptance.  A  more  appropriate  and  admirable 
present  for  the  new  year,  let  us  add  *  in  season,'  could  no  where  be  found. 


Tbx  HivrosT  ot  Silk,  Cotton,  Linsn,  Wool,  and  othrb  Fibrous  Bubstancbs  :  iDcIudin^  Ob- 
•erTations  on  Spinning,  Dyeing,  iind  Weaving :  nUo  ao  account  of  the  Pastoral  Life  of  the  Ancients, 
their  Social  State  and  Attainments  in  the  Domestic  Arts :  with  Appendices  on  Pliny's  Natural 
History;  on  the  Origin  and  Manufacture  of  Linen  and  Cotton  Piper ;  on  Felting,  Netting,  etc.; 
frona  authentic  sources.    In  one  volume,    pp.  464.    New- York  :  Haapee  and  BaoTHSna. 

The  title-page  of  this  large  and  extremely  well-executed  volume  itself  sets  forth 
its  great  value,  in  the  mere  enumeration  of  the  main  subjects  upon  which  it  treats. 
The  .author  remarks  with  truth,  that  of  the  many  beneficent  achievements  of  in- 
ventive genius,  those  which  more  immediately  minister  to  the  personal  convenience 
and  comfort  of  mankind  assert  a  natural  preeminence.  Among  the  first  under  this 
head  may  be  classed  the  invention  of  weaving,  with  its  collateral  branches  of  spin- 
ning, netting,  sewing,  felting  and  dyeing.  An  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of 
this  family  of  domestic  arte  can  hardly  fail  to  interest  the  intelligent  reader,  while  it 
has  eq»eoial  claim  on  the  attention  of  those  engaged  in  the  prosecution  or  improve- 
ment of  these  arts ;  and  these  are  the  ends  the  work  is  intended  and  well  calculated 
to  serve.  <  In  the  present  age,'  adds  the  author,  *  when  the  resources  of  science  and 
intellect  have  so  largely  pressed  into  the  service  of  mechanical  invention,  especially 
with  reference  to  the  production  of  fabrics  from  fibrous  substances,  it  is  somewhat 
remarkable  that  no  methodical  treatise  on  this  topic  has  been  offered  to  the  public, 
and  that  the  topic  itself  seems  to  have  almost  eluded  the  investigations  of  the  learned.' 
The  first  division  of  the  book  before  us  is  devoted  to  the  consideration  of  silk,  its 
early  history  and  cultivation  in  China  and  various  other  parts  of  the  world ;  the 
second  comprises  the  history  of  the  sheep,  goat,  camel  and  beaver,  and  is  both 
curious  and  valuable ;  the  ancient  history  of  the  cotton  manufacture  succeeds,  and 
embodies  many  new  and  important  facts  connected  with  its  early  history  and  pro* 
gresi.    The  fourth  and  last  division  embraces  the  history  of  the  linen  manuftcture* 
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incliidiag  notices  of  hemp,  flax,  asbestos,  etc.  The  appendices  comprise  rare  and 
yaluable  extracts,  derived  from  unquestionable  authorities.  The  Tolume  is  illuitrated 
\iy  ten  illustrations,  elucidative  of  the  text,  five  of  which  are  entirely  originaL  The 
work  has  evidently  been  prepared  with  gn^X  labor  and  care,  and  we  cannot  donbt 
jthat  it  will  command  a  very  wide  sale.    It  certainly  deserves  it. 


Thx  Poktical  Works  or  Pbect  BrtsmE  Shexxby.  First  .complele  American  edition :  with  soma 
remarks  on  thn  Poetical  Faculty,  and  its  loflueoce  on  Human  Destiny;  embracing  a  Biofraphical 
and  Critical  Notice.  Y^y  G.  G.  Foster.  In  one  volume,  pp.  750.  New-York :  J.  S«  EEnnxLOb 
CUntoo  HalL 

We  hail  the  appearance  of  this  volume  with  sincere  gratification ;  and  are  re- 
joiced  moreover  to  find  the  writings  of  a  poet  so  gifted  clothed  in  a  garb  so  beauti- 
ful and  enduring  as  that  presented  by  the  popular  publisher  to  whose  liberality  and 
enterprise  we  are  indebted  for  the  present  edition.    Mr.  Foster,  the  editor,  has 
brought  to  his  task  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  the  writings  of  his  author  and  a 
full  appreciation  and  cordial  admiration  of  them.    He  has  done  more ;  he  seems  to 
ns  to  have  deduced  from  them  the  personal  character  of  the  writer,  with  as  faithful 
a  transcript  as  the  poet  himself  has  conveyed  with  his  pen.     '  Of  his  sad  experience 
of  life,*  he  writes, '  his  fierce  and  bitter  struggles  with  the  storm  which  his  own 
electric  nature  gathered  about  him ;  his  wearj^  battle,  single-handed,  with  a  world 
in  arms,  there  is  little  to  be  said  in  words ;   but  that  little  is  pregnant  with  deep 
meaning :  it  is  the  memoir  of  a  heA)  and  a  prophet ;  a  hero  without  outward  and 
visible  deeds  of  heroism ;  a  prophet,  *  without  honor  in  his  own  country,*  or  earnest 
audience  any  where  on  earth  ;  who  poured  out  the  inspirations  with  which  his  soul 
was  fraught,  whether  men  would  listen  or  no,  and  because  he  was  impelled  fay  a 
divine  instinct,  and  could  not  forbear.     Of  Shelley's  personal  character,  it  is  enough 
to  say  that  it  was  wholly  pervaded  by  the  same  unbounded  and  unquestioning  love 
for  his  fellow-men  ;  the  same  holy  and  fervid  hope  in  then-  ultimate  virtue  and  hap- 
piness ;  the  same  scorn  of  baseness  and  hatred  of  oppression,  which  beam  forth  in  all 
his  writings  with  a  pure  and  constant  light    The  theory  which  he  wrote  was  the 
practice  which  his  whole  life  exemplified.    Noble,  kind,  generous,  passionate,  tender ; 
with  a  courage  greater  than  the  courage  of  the  chief  of  warriors,  for  it  could  endure  ; 
these  were  the  qualities  in  which  his  life  was  embalmed.*    As  a  poet,  the  editor  re- 
gards Shelley  as  possessing,  in  their  highest  form,  the  diviner  attributes  of  the 
poetical  nature :  *  The  Almighty  Spirit  of  the  Universe  ever  at  certain  intervals 
holds  direct  communion  with  some  elected  soul  among  men,  who  thus  becomes  the 
channel  of  correspondence  between  God  and  the  race.    If  this  were  not  done  in 
some  way,  and  in  no  way  so  likely  or  so  well  authenticated  as  by  prophecy,  God 
would  be  no  God,  or  His  will  regarding  us  and  our  destiny  would  be  to  us  as  if  He 
were  not.     Such  communication  must  and  does  take  place,  and  the  words  of 
this  communication  are  what  we  know  as  poetry,  inspiration,  prophecy ;  and  no 
man  is  at  all  a  poet  except  in  proportion  as  the  light  ot  inspiration  or  prophecy  has 
fallen  direct  from  heaven  into  his  brain,  making  it^conceive  with  the  secret  moni- 
tions of  the  Infinfte  ;  which  must  and  will  in  the  fulness  of  time  be  uttered  in  the 
ears  of  men,  and  can  no  more  be  quenched  or  strangled  than  the  sunbpam  after  it 
has  sped  from  its  source.'    Shelley's  style,  his  rhythm,  his  power  of  language,  are 
the  natural  outguahings  of  ^  soul  whose  very  o^istence  was  melody ;  of  a  spnl  lying 
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near  to  the  great  source  of  harmony,  without  which  nothing  wafl  made  and  nothing 
lives ;  ottering  the  beautiful  mysteries  which  it  saw  and  heard.  His  imitators,  of 
which  whole  schools  have  recently  come  into  fashion,  have  caught  the  shadow  but 
never  fonnd  ^he  substance.*  This  is  well  said ;  but  we  conceive  that  Sbellet  him- 
self has,  with  more  than  equal  distinctness,  conveyed,  in  a  letter  to  on6  of  his  friends, 
his  peculiar  poetical  characteristics.  His  power,  he  was  right  in  believing,  consisted 
in  giving  a  genuine  picture  of  his  own  mind ;  <  in  sympathy,  and  that  part  of  the 
imagination  which  relates  to  sentiment  and  contemplation.'  He  was  formed  to 
apprehend  minute  and  remote  distinctions  of  feeling,  whether  relative  to  external 
nature,  or  the  living  beings  which  surrounded  him,  and  to  communicate  the  concep- 
tions which  resulted  from  considering  cither  the  moral  or  the  material  universe  as  a 
whole.  These  faculties,  which  comprehend  the  sublime  in  man,  existed  preemi- 
nently in  Shelley's  mind.  But  we  must  permit  the  readers  of  the  volume  before' 
us,  and  their  number  will  not  be  lew,  to  derive  their  impressions  of  its  character  from 
its  own  pages ;  and  to  this  end,  we  again  commend  it  to  that  *  acceptance  bounteous' 
which  its  merits  demand. 


LiTTXRS  AND  SpSBCHKS  OF  OLiYBft  Croicwki.1,.    In  two  Volumes,  of  four  ParU.    New-York : 
Wiley  and  Putnak's  'Library  of  Choice  Readijig.' 

ViaT  remarkably  *  Carlyleiah*  are  these  stirring  pages.  Earnest,  picturesque, 
unique,  grotesque,  graj^ic.  Every  where  Carlyle  ;  so  that  if  you  have  the  patient 
assiduity  to  work  them  out,  meanings  pregnant  flash  upon  you  continually.  In  a 
line,  in  a  short  sentence  often,  you  shall  see,  not  a  single  picture  only,  but  a  group 
of  forceful  limnings ;  scenes,  it  may  be,  as  <  level  to  the  eye'  as  a  Dutoh  landscape, 
and  figures  erect  and  life-like  as  breathing  Man  himself.  Great  plainness  of  speech 
also,  touching  men  and  men's  deeds ;  the  higher  in  power  and  station,  the  more  free 
and  biting  the  satirical  animadversion.  '  Flunkey,'  '  spooney,'  *  noodle,' '  buzzard,' 
*  ninny ;'  these  are  the  terms  visited  upon  those  who  have  proved  themselves  worthy 
to  wear  them.  Perhaps  ene  might  wish  that  such  v^ord-pillories  were  not  so  often 
erected  in  the  progress  of  our  author's  pictured  narrative ;  but  then  this  is  Carlylk  ; 
which  is  far  from  being  the  case  with  the  weak  <  spoonies'  who  exhibit  their  intel- 
lectual poverty  and  irredeemable  awkwardness  in  trying  to  imitate  him.  Here,  in 
a  single  extract,  is  a  specimen  of  Carlylb'b  crowded  canvass : 

'  Ok  the  fourth  day  after  thia  appearance  of  Buktrode  as  a  Law-reformer,  occurred  the  famoua 
Black  Monday;  fearfullest  eclipse  of  the  buil  ever  jseca  by  mankind.  Cume  on  al>out  nine  in  the 
mominf;  darker  and  darker ;  plouifrhmon  unyoked  their  teams,  8tur«  oame  out,  birds  lor row fuUy 
chirping  took  to  roost,  men  in  amazeiueut  to  prayers ;  a  day  of  much  obscurity;  Black  Monday,  or 
JIftrc  Monday;  29th  March,  1652.  Much  noised  of  by  Lilly,  Hitokor,  and  the  buzzard  Astrologer 
tribe.  Betokening  somewhat?  Belike  that  Bulstrode  and  this  Parliament  will,  in  the  way  of  Law- 
reform  and  otherwise,  make  a  Practical  Gospel,  or  rcul  Keign  of  God  in  this  Era^Iand? 

'  Jubf  9tA,  1652.  A  great  external  fact  which,  no  doubt,  has  its  effect  on  all  internal  movements, 
is  the  War  with  the  Dutch.  The  Dutch  ever  since  our  Death-Warrant  to  Charles  First  have  looked 
askance  at  the  New  Commonwealth,  which  wished  to  stand  well  with  Ihein  ;  and  have  accumulated 
offence  on  offence  against  it.  Ambassador  Dorislaus  was  assassinated  in  their  country;  Charles 
Second  was  entertained  there;  evHSive  slow  answers  were  given  to  tough  St.  John,  who  went  over 
as  new  Ambassador:  to  which  Stjohn  responding  with  great  directness,  in  a  proud,  brief  and  very 
emphatic  manner,  took  his  leave,  and  came  home  again.  Came  homn  again ;  and  passed  the  celebra- 
ted  Navigation  Act,  thereby  terribly  maiming  the  'Carrying  Trade  of  the  Dutch;'  and  indeed,  as 
the  issue  proved,  depressing  the  Dutch  Maritime  Interest  out  a  little,  and  proportionally  elevstlog 
that  of  England.  Embassies  in  consequence,  from  their  irritated  High  Mightinesses ;  sea-fightings 
in  eonseqoeQee ;  and  much  negotiating,  apologising,  and  bickering,  mounting  ever  higher;  which  at 
length,  at  the  date  above  given,  issues  in  declared  War.    Dutch  War :  cannonadinga  and  fierce  aea- 

a^ts  in  the  narrow  seas;  land-soldiers  drafted  to  fight  on  shipboard ;  and  land-officers,  Blake,  Dean, 
onkf  became  very  famous  sea-offlcera ;  Blake  a  chrioe-famooa  one ; — poor  Dean  lost  his  life  in  this 
bmiDSsa.  They  dogsedly  beat  the  Dutch,  and  again  beat  them ;  their  best  Vun  Tromps  sad  Do  Ruy 
ters  c4Md  not  randlmese  terrible  Puritan  Sailors  and  Gunners.' 
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BiooKAPRiCAL  AND  CftiTiCAL  MitCKLLAKiss.    By  WiLLiAM  H.  Prbscott,  Author  of  the  History  of 
FBEOtNAND  and  IiABKLLA,  *  The  Conquest  of  Mexico,*  etc.    la  ooe  T<rfume.    pp.  638.    New* York : 

HARPBft  AND  BaOTHBRi. 

Thx  pablishen  of  this  beautiful  volume  —  uniform,  we  are  ^lad  to  remark,  with 
the  previous  popular  works  of  its  author — have  performed  a  good  service  to  the  pub- 
lic in  placing  it  before  American  readers.  The  papers  which  it  contamsi  with  a 
single  exception,  have  been  selected  from  contributions  originally  made  to  the  North 
American  Review,  *the  most  considerable  journal  in  the  United  States,'  as  Mr. 
Frkscott  well  observes,  in  his  preface  to  the  English  edition  of  the  volume  under 
notice.  The  articles,  which  were  written  many  yean  since,  have  little  reference  to 
local  or  temporary  topics,  but  are  purely  of  a  literary  character ;  the  titles  of  the 
several  papers  being  *  Charles  Brockden  Brown,  the  American  Novelist ;'  *  Asy- 
lum for  the  Blind ;'  *  Irvino's  Conquest  of  Granada  ;'  <  Cervantes  ;'  '  Sir  Waltbk 
l^coTT ;'    *  Ciuteaubriand's   English   Literature  ;'    <  Bancroft's  United  States  ;* 

*  Madame  Calderon's  Life  in  Mexico ;   *  Moliere  ;'  <  Italian  Narrative  Poetry  i 

*  Poetry  and  Romance  of  the  Italians  ;'  <  Scottish  Song,'  and  *  Da  Ponte's  Observa- 
tions.' Mr.  Prescott  rarely  undertakes  the  consideration  of  any  subject  which  he 
does  not  *  illustrate,'  in  the  best  meaning  of  the  word.  The  papers  which  have  im- 
pressed us  most  favorably  in  the  volume  under  notice,  are  the  reviews  of  Charles 
Brockden  Brown,  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Chatbaubrund's  *  English  literature,' 
and  the  article  on  <  Asylums  for  the  Blind.'  A  well-engraved  portrait  of  Mr.  Pees- 
oott  fronts  the  title-page,  excellent  in  all  respects  save  in  the  9mdllnM9  of  the  head 
and  features. 


MoNTXZUliA,  THE  LasT  OF  THE  AzTECB :  an  Historical  Romance  of  the  Conquest  of  If  exica  By 
Edwasb  Maturin.    In  two Tolumes.    pp.540.    New-York:  Painr  and  BtraoBSS. 

Ma.  Maturin,  in  making  choice  of  scene  and  character  for  the  work  before  us, 
has  evinced  the  self-reliance  of  true  genius,  with  unmistakeable  evidences  of  which 
faideed  the  work  abounds.  So  well  conjoined  are  the  incidents,  and  so  incapable  of 
segregation,  without  doing  injustice  to  the  author's  complete  plan,  that  we  are  com- 
pelled, partly  from  a  lack  of  leisure,  but  more  from  a  want  of  space  consequent  upon 
the  first  nimiber  of 'a  new  volume,  to  forego  an  elaborate  consideration  of  the  work. 
This  will  be  of  little  consequence  to  our  readers,  since  the  volumes  are  already  widely 
disseminated,  and  even  before  these  pages  will  pass  to  the  press,  will  have  become 
very  generally  extant.  To  the  magnificent  *  Curse  of  Quetzalcoatl'  we  adverted 
at  some  length  in  our  last  number ;  and  reading  it  over  again,  in  connection  with  the 
incidents  of  the  romance,  we  are  struck  with  the  power  of  its  execution.  Next  to  this, 
in  point  of  original  force  and  graphic  description,  we  consider  the  history  and  account 
•f  the  execution  of  the  Tiascatan  chief,  in  the  second  volume.  The  sacrificial  scene 
is  drawn  with  the  hand  of  a  master  ;  and  that  which  ensues,  descriptive  of  the  agony 
and  undying  affection  of  that  fine  creation,  Choitla,  is  admirably  well  sustained. 
But  without  the  work  by  us,  (and  books  like  this  are  the  ones  which  so  often  disap- 
pear miraculously  from  one's  table,)  we  are  unable  satisfactorily  to  recall  the  many 
points  which  arrested  our  attention  and  fixed  our  admiration  in  their  perusal.  We 
shall  content  ourselves  for  the  present  therefore  with  recommending  to  our  readers  the 
well-printed  volumes  whose  merits  we  have  rather  hinted  at  than  indicated ;  satisfied 
that  they  will  find  ia  their  pages  ample  confirmation  of  the  justice  of  oifr  praise. 
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*  Thb  Par  and  the  PuBmrr'  is  the  title  of  a  diMonne  not  long  nnce  delirerad 
befora  the  Erooophic  Society  of  the  UniTonity  of  Alabamai  by  Binjaon  Fanxuix. 
FouTBE.  It  is  a  production  of  decided  originality  and  power,  and  we  propose  to  affi>nl 
cor  readen  a  Blight  <  taste  of  its  quality.'  It  was  a  remaik  of  Madame  Db  Staxl, 
that  *  that  Fast  which  is  so  presumptuously  brought  forward  as  a  precedent  for  the 
Resent,  was  itself  founded  on  an  alteration  of  some  Past  that  went  before  it*  The 
discourse  before  us  rebukes  the  disposition  manifested  by  many  of  the  writen  and 
speakers  of  the  present  day  to  undervalue  the  timea  in  which  we  live  ;  to  condenm 
the  present,  and  mourn  the  future  as  beset  with  disastrous  revolutions.  <  The  nations, 
the  institutions,  the  men  of  one  age,  are  but  dead  bodies  to  the  souls  of  succeeding 
times.  Death  is  the  sleep  from  which  another  existence  wakes  up.  Like  the  green 
iry,  which  reaches  its  utmost  height  only  through  time-broken  crevices,  each  era  lives 
and  advances  upon  the  ruins  of  the  last  The  flame  which  burned  so  brilliantly  on 
the  altazs  of  the  Grecian,  it  is  true,  is  extinguished  there ;  but  it  enlightens  lands 
boasting  a  more  rational  and  widely-difiused  liberty.  The  monument  of  art  which 
once  hailed  the  morning  sun  in  mysterious  tones,  echoes  now  but  to  the  labon  of  a 
Chamfollion  and  Rossellini  ;  but  still  it  records  the  vanity  of  man,  and  exists  as  the 
vindicator  of  the  awful  providences  of  God.'  The  writer  assumes  the  ground  that 
man,  the  object  of  all  revolution,  constantly  improves  ;  in  defiance  of  his  opposition, 
Nature  vindicates  her  laws ;  notwithstanding  his  destruction,  all  is  life ;  indepen- 
dent of  his  sloth,  all  is  progression.  These  truths  are  established  by  a  detail  of  some 
of  the  physical  and  intellectual  processes  through  which  this  *  state  of  progression'  is 
unfolded.  The  phenomena  presented  in  the  structure  of  the  earth  is  in  this  connexion 
thus  considered  : 


'  When  we  exunioe  the  composition  and  arrangement  of  the  materials  forming  the  mass  of  mat- 
tef  on  which  we  live,  we  discover  rocks,  minerals,  and,  in  a  popular  sense,  earths  of  various  quali- 
tiM.  In  some  places  we  see  a  loose  red  brown  and  while  soil,  crumbled  into  powder,  and  forming 
the  general  surface.  In  others  we  find  borisontal  masses  of  rock  spread  out  in  strata  or  beds,  one 
resting  npon  the  other.  Again,  we  see  these  strata  twisted  and  raised  up  from  their  flat  position, 
and  cones  of  harder  and  crystallated  rock,  in  which  no  strata  are  discoverable,  forced  up  through 
them.  In  some  of  these  we  notice  remains  of  vegetable  matter ;  in  others  of  animals.  In  some 
places  we  find  rocks  rolled  and  rounded  as  if  by  some  violent  action ;  in  others  we  see  particles  de> 
posited  as  if  by  the  gentlest  motion.  Cutting  into  beds  of  some  rocks,  we  behold  veins  of  metal 
bisected  into  Assures.  Often  the  rocks  themselves  seem  melted  as  if  by  suppressed  fires.  When  we 
descend  into  the  interior  of  the  earth,  we  have  h  sensation  of  heat,  increasing  at  the  rate  of  one  de- 


Tomiting  forth  internal  fires.  But  to  illustrate  these  phenomena  farther :  If  wtMee  in  the  bosom  of 
the  earth  a  body  of  rtwk,  not  spread  out  into  layers,  having  the  appearance  of  being  once  melted  by 
fire;  if  this  rock  preaenu  no  sign  of  animal  or  vegetable  remains,  it  is  no  strained  conclusion,  that 
it  waa  moulded  amidst  intense  fires,  and  sarrounded  by  an  atmosphere  of  too  high  temperature  for 
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the  exiitenee  of  organized  Ufa.  Afftin :  If  we  diicover  rocks  of  different  Chemical  eompoflitkm, 
lying  in  strata,  having  the  appearance  of  the  deposiU  we  now  see  formed  from  water,  if  of  great 
thicKneaa,  and  full  of  the  remaini  of  vegetablea,  it  i«  a  juat  conciuaion  that  these  also  are  deposits 
from  water,  the  work  of  ages ;  and  that  heat  and  moisture,  the  chief  •conditions  of  VMirotablc  life,  pre- 
vailed. If  in  the  strata  of  other  rocks  we  find  the  remains  of  org>inized^life,  which  could  not  have 
existed  in  an  atmosphere  necessary  to  the  vegetation  last  considered,  it  is  but  just  to  believe,  that  a 
lower  temperature,  suited  to  their  habits  of  life  and  capacities,  must  have  existed.  If  coming 
nearer,  in  supposition,  to  our  own  times,  we  see  evidences  of  ungovernable  floods  of  water  having 
rushed  in  many  directions,  rolling  fragments  of  rocks  into  globes,  again  reducing  them  to  gravel, 
again  cutting  grooves  into  granite;  if  we  see  remains  of  animals  of  vast  physical  powers,  whose 
existence  could  be  safely  subjected  to  an  atmosphere  of  intense  temperature,  and  then,  aAor  their 
races  had  become  extinct,  we  see  the  first  proofs  of  man's  appearance  on  the  earth,  can  it  be  called 
a  wild  mental  scheme  to  assert,  that  in  different  times  and  places,  the  earth  was  subjected  to  a  deluge 
of  water ;  that  physical  life  gradually  declined  as  a  cooler  atmosphere  and  other  circumstances 
combined  to  prepare  the  way  for  a  more  intellectual  being?  Lastly :  if  reviewing  all  these  things 
we  find  nothing  lost  amidst  the  revolutions  of  earth  ;  if,  in  connexion  with  all  these  vicissitudes,'  the 
physical  and  the  moral  condition  of  nature  has  improved,  what,  let  us  ask,  results  from  these  facta 
and  indications  ?  Simply  the  truths  of  Geology  ;  one  of  the  most  sublime,  because  the  most  natunU 
of  sciences;  one  whose  volume  is  the  great  globe  itself^  unfolding  its  noble  pages  of  granite  and 
crystal,  and  metai,  as  if  to  disclose,  in  characters  of  fire,  the  awful  truths  of  nature,  and  reveal  to 
the  present  ago  their  once  incomprehensible  narrations.* 

We  should  be  glad,  did  our  limits  permit,  to  follow  the  writer  in  the  farther  inqui- 
ries fay  which  he  tests  the  principles  of  geologry,  and  the  inferences  which  he  draws 
from  them ;  tracing  our  planet  as  a  burning  mass,  cooling  gradually,  and  forming  a 
crust  upon  its  surface ;  the  first  organic  formations,  from  the  crude  plant  to  the 
latest  form  of  ir^tional  animal  matter ;  produced  and  perishing  in  their  successions, 
and  changed  into  rocky  and  mineral  substances ;  and  lastly,  the  appearance,  upon 
their  tombs,  of  Man,  an  intellectual  and  moral  being,  bearing  the  relation  to  the 
moral  Worid  that  the  primitive  rocks,  the  foundations  of  the  earth,  bear  to  nature ; 
both  having  been  gradually  developed,  and  both  serving  in  their  turn  the  eternal  pur- 
poses of  truth  and  justice.  In  the  one  case,  rocks  are  raised  up  amidst  awful  con- 
vulsions, only  to  crumble  beneath  external  influences  and  fertilize  the  plain ;  in  the 
other,  the  process  of  mental  development  gradually  but  certainly  advances  toward 
perfection : 

'  Every  modern  improvement,  every  new  institution,  every  triumph  of  mind,  indicates  a  remarka- 
ble adaptation  to  the  useful  purposes  of  life.  It  is  reitervcd  for  an  age,  deeply  reflective  upbu  the 
character  of  events,  to  appreciate  the  assertion,  that  taking  the  same  number  of  persons,  and  separa- 
ting  from  the  history  of  former  times  their  brilliant  pageantry ;  take  from  their  religion  its  super- 
stitious horrors  and  gorgeous  cercmonros;  from  war  its  martial  music  and  splendid  decorations; 
from  their  orator:*  the  occasion,  and  from  their  manners  their  pleasures;  and  the  whole  scene, in 
comparison  with  the  habits  and  inventions  and  in!<titutionN  of  the  lust  fifty  years,  will  fade  like  the 
evanescent  cloud  breathed  upon  a  mirror.  Observe  the  rapid  strides  of  discoveries  in  philosophy, 
Kience  and  the  mechanic  arts,  and  their  application  to  the  means  of  feeding  and  clothing  men.  A 
philosopher  ascertains  that  sulphur,  uitre  and  charcoal  form  a  combustible  substance  :  our  ancestors 
applied  it  to  murder  each  other ;  we  to  the  arts.  Gun*powder  blasts  rocks,  cuts  through  mouutaius, 
and  excavates  tunuels  for  the  use  of  rail-rouds,  and  to  supply  cities  with  building  materials.  One 
ascertains  that  steam  is  expansive ;  that  thrown  into  a  tube  in  aparticular  way,  it  will  move  a  piston- 
rod  and  produce  action.  On  this  a  Fitlton  applies  the  principle  to  machinery,  and  a  Watt  builds 
a  steam-engine.  A  plant  is  found  bearing  a  woolly  substance ;  Whitnet  invents  a  machine,  which 
on  turning'a  crank,  separates  the  seed  from  the  m'OoL  A  Habobavbs  invents  a  spinning-jenny  ;  a 
Ca&twright  the  powcr-lootn.  What  effect  have  these  things  had  on  the  population,  the  wealth, 
the  trade,  the  comfort  of  the  world  !' 

Carlyle  in  one  of  his  essays  hints  at  such  '  improvements'  in  his  own  altogether 
inimitable  way :  *  The  Staffordshire  coal  stratum  and  coal  strata  lay  side  by  side 
#ith  iron  strata,  quiet  since  the  creation  of  the  world.  Water  flowed  in  Lancashire 
and  Lanarkshire  ;  bituminous  fire  lay  bedded  in  rocks  there  too.  Gron  said,  *  Let  the 
iron  missionaries  be !'  —  and  th^y  were.  Coal  and  iron,  so  long  close  but  unregardfui 
neighbors,  are  wedded  together ;  Birmingham  and  Wolverhampton,  and  the  hundred 
Stygian  forges,  with  their  fire-throats  and  never^resting  Bledge-hammen^  rose  into 
day.  Wet  Manconium  stretched  out  her  hand  toward  Carolma  and  the  torrid  zone, 
and  plucked  cotton  thence  ;  who  could  forbid  her,  she  that  had  the  skill  to  weave  it? 
JPithfled  thereupon  from  the  Meraey  river,  vexed  by  innumerable  keeU,    (What  a 
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<  picture  in  Utile'  of  eommerce,  reader,  is  conveyed  in  that  brief  sentence  !)  England, 
I  say,  dag  out  her  bituminouB  fire  and  bade  it  work  ;  towns  aroee,  and  steeple-chim- 
nejnk'  We  hnd  pencilled  for  insertion,  but  are  compelled  to  omit,  a  remarkable 
illustration  of  the  easily-traced  influence  of  %teami  in  the  instance  of  the  rise  of  the 
town  of  Birkenhead,  opposite  Liverpool ;  preeminently  establishing  the  position,  that 
anciently,  moral  as  well  as  mental  energy,  like  wealth,  confined  to  a  few,  slumbered 
without  produping  in  the  coune  of  centuries  what  is  now  in  the  period  of  a  few 
months  unfolded  in  the  minds  and  occupations  of  the  great  mass.  '  Therefore,  indus- 
try is  awake,  because  it  brings  fortune  and  honor  to  the  laborer ;  ignorance  declines, 
because  education  is  more  general ;  wealth  is  more  U8eful,.because  more  extensively 
distributed.'  We  conclude  with  the  advice  to  all  such  of  our  readers  as  can  com- 
mand the  modest  but  most  meritorious  discourae  which  we  have  been  considering,  at 
once  to  secure  the  perusal  which  it  will  so  richly  repay. 


A  CiPiTAL  SToav  OF  Capital  Punishment.  —  We  are  indebted  to  a  favorite  con- 
tributor for  an  amusing  sketch,  with  which  wo  shall  serve  our  *  Table'  in  two  separate 
side-dii^ea  Have  the  goodness  '  at  this  present'  to  taste  and  admire  the  first : '  Some 
yeare  since,  there  lived  in  Cincinnati  a  bullet-headed,  broad-shouldered,  thick-necked 
brute  of  a  Dutchman,  who,  tempted'  us  ho  said  <  by  de  rum  and  de  Tuyfel,'  com- 
mitted the  horrible  crime  of  murdering  his  wife.  There  existed  at  that  time,  and  for 
aught  that  I  know  up  to  the  present  period,  a  law  in  the  state  of  Ohio  that  a  criminal 
found  guilty  of  murder  might,  as  it  was  expressed,  have  '  liberty  of  choice'  between 
hanging  or  imprisonment  for  life.  Consequently  most  homicides  had  taken  the  privi- 
lege of  drawing  their  necks  from  the  noose,  and  had  chosen  the  '  liberty'  of  being 
deprived  of  liberty  *  during  their  natural  lives.'  But  our  Dutchman,  from  sheer  obsti- 
nacy and  contempt  of  advice,  loudly  declared  that  he  had  rather  be  hung.  The 
Cincinnatians,  like  all  other  enlightened  people,  love  to  ride  on  an  excitement ;  and 
the  city  was  divided  against  itself  on  the  hanging  question  with  the  same  spirit  and 
sincerity  as  it  would  have  been  on  a  contested  election.  There  were  hanging  and 
anti-hanging  tea-parties,  hanging  and  anti-hanging  churches ;  and  the  anti-hangera 
raged  furiously  against  the  hangers  for  their  blood-thirstiness  and  non-obedience  to 
the  commandments,  while  the  hangers  as  loudly  denounced  the  anti-hangers  as  im- 
moral innovators,  who  would  destroy  the  constitution  and  uproot  civilization.  The 
old  man  suddenly  found  himself  the  most  *  interesting'  person  that  had  ever  been  in 
Cincinnati,  and  received  several  deputations  every  day  to  shake  or  confirm  his  deci- 
sion ;  but,  inflexible  as  Prumetueus  on  the  rock,  he  firmly  adhered  to  the  hanging. 
At  that  time  Science  had  not  as  now  lifted  her  many-eyed  head  in  every  town  and 
village,  and  any  one  who  could  even  say  a  few  words  on  such  subjects  was  looked 
upon  with  no  small  wonder.  A  young  Scotchman  was  then  the  oracle,  who  pro- 
nounced sentence  on  all  the  'onomies  and  'ologies,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  town't- 
people, '  that  one  small  head  could  carry  all  he  knew.'  Professor  Kilmarnock 
was  one  of  the  most  credulous,  kind-hearted,  benevolent  Scotchman  breathing.  His 
whole  thoughts  were  bent  on  the  physical  sciences  ;  and  he  was  continually  expatia- 
ting in  all  places,  for  his  mind  never  reverted  to  the  person  with  whom  he  discoursed* 
and  consequently  entirely  disregarded  their  capacity  or  fitness  for  the  subject  On 
electricity,  galvanism  or  magnetism  he  would  talk  by  the  hour ;  and  it  mattered  little 
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whether  his  auditor  was  a  child,  an  old  negro,  or  an  elderly  lady.  In  hit  personal  ap- 
pearance he  was  a  laughable-looking  object  enough  at  first  sight,  but  a  short  acquain- 
tance with  him  soon  changed  ridicule  into  respect ;  for  as  I  haye  said,  he  was  one 
of  the  most  mncere,  honest  and  kind-hearted  of  men,  and  would  do  all  in  his  power 
to  serve  any  htunan  being. 

*  One  day,  when  he  was  as  usual  running  over  his  notes  on  galvanism,  a  friend,  who 
was  a  bit  of  a  wag,  suggested  to  him  what  a  providential  thing  it  would  be  finr  him  if  the 
old  Dutchman  were  to  be  hanged,  as  he  would  then  have  an  opportunity  of  enlighten- 
ing the  Cincinnatians  with  an  exhibition  of  that  wonderful  science,  and  likewise  of  put- 
ting a  considerable  sum  in  his  own  pocket  Struck  with  this  new  plan  for  the  diffu- 
sion of  science,  he  was  instantly  converted  from  a  violent  anti-hanger  to  a  most  sin- 
cere *  hanger.'  He  posted  off  to  the  old  man,  with  a  request  that,  *  for  the  good  of 
the  public,'  he  would  will  his  body,  which  he  pertinently  remarked  would  be  <  of  no 
farther  use  to  the  owner,'  to  him,  for  the  benefit  and  instruction  of  his  fellow  citizens. 
<  Yafts,'  said  the  old  man,  <  you  may  have  my  poor  pody ;  ash  you  say,  't  will  do  me 
no  goot ;  but  while  she  live,  she  moost  have  some  rum,  and  a  leetle  mooney.'  So 
he  entered  into  an  agreement  that  he  would  sell  his  body  for  fifty  dollars  in  band,  a 
quart  of  rum  daily,  and  an  extra  quart  on  the  day  of  execution.  They  '  shook  bands 
on  the  bargain,'  and  it  was  impossible  to  say  which  seemed  the  best  pleased.  In  a 
few  days  a  new  claimant  appeared,  in  the  penon  of  the  old  man's  son,  who  being  sud- 
denly seized  with  a  rapid  growth  of  filial  affection,  declared  that  *  his  feelings  would 
not  allow  him  to  see  his  father's  body  chucked  about  in  that  way  for  nothing !'  Fifty 
dollars  more  were  offered,  when  his  lacerated  feelings  shrunk  back  to  their  original 
dimensions ;  and  on  leaving,  he  acknowledged  that '  nx  hogs  and  two  cows,  which  he 
intended  to  buy  with  the  money,  were  worth  more  in  his  estimation  than  an  old  dead 
body ;  which,'  as  he  said,  <  would  take  something  to  bury  it !'  A  legal  friend  observed 
that  all  that  was  required  had  not  yet  been  done  ;  that  the  approbation  of  the  sheriff 
was  necessary.  This  however  was  easily  secured  ;  for  that  officer  said  *  he  did  n*t 
care  a  fip  what  became  of  the  body,  if  he  could  only  find  a  substitute,  and  draw 
himself  out  of  the  hanging ;  for  it  did  n't  become  a  deacon  of  the  church  to  be  fum- 
bling at  a  halter  with  a  man's  head  in  it' 

*  The  Professor  now  set  to  work  and  manufactured  a  galvanic-battery,  which  the 
citizens  crowded  in  to  inspect  He  informed  them  that  it  would  work  in  mtch  a  man- 
ner, and  that  then  the  man  would  do  thuBt  and  again  so,  until  they  had  derived  a 
perfect  comprehension,  through  a  succession  of  lucid  *  thus's'  and  <  so's',  of  the  whole 
capability  of  the  wonderful  machine.  The  same  mischief-loving  wag  who  first  set 
the  Professor's  wits  a-gadding,  told  bun  that,  as  he  would  probably  have  the  greatest 
audience  that  had  ever  gathered  together  in  Cincinnati,  he  ought  to  select  tiie  largest 
building  in  town,  and  secure  it  for  their  reception.  He  advised  hun  to  apply  without 
delay  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Watson  for  the  loan  of  the  Presbyterian  church.  The  credu- 
lous Professor,  never  taking  into  consideration  the  ridiculousness  of  such  a  request, 
started  directly  for  the  Doctor's  house,  and  asked  to  see  him  on  most  earnest  businesB. 
KiLiCARMOCK  stated  his  errand  to  the  worthy  divine,  who  being  a  most  zealous  anti- 
hanger,  and  having  preached  several  *  powerful  sermons'which  he  thought  ought  to  have 
brought  over  the  whole  city  to  his  own  opinion,  was  at  first  struck  dumb  with  amaze- 
ment at  what  he  considered  a  gross  insult,  as  well  as  a  sacrilegious  profanation.  But 
the  Professor,  mistaking  the  pause  for  one  of  consideration,  poured  forth  a  torrent  of 
what  he  supposed  most  cogent  arguments ;  each  one  acting  as  a  greater  shock  to  the 
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Doett^B  excited  feeling,  and  adding  freeh  faei  to  his  ire.  Being  near-eighted,  he  did 
not  at  fint  perceive  the  inflamed  and  swollen  countenance  of  the  minister,  who  being 
extremely  fat,  and  of  a  choleric  temperament,  looked  like  a  man  suddenly  seized  with 
a  fit  of  apoplexy.  At  length  he  found  words  to  exclaim :  *  Do  you  think  I  would 
tum  the  House  of  Goj>  into  a  butcher's-shop — a  dissecting-room !  Out  of  my  house 
this  instant,  Sir !' 

But  to  return :  *  As  the  time  appointed  for  the  execution  drew  nigh,  many  people 
prophecied  that  the  old  Dutchman*s  resolution  would  evaporate ;  but  he  never  for  an 
instant  wavered.  He  seemed  to  take  a  strange  and  unaccountable  interest  in  all  the 
preparations ;  mquiring  every  day  if  the  scafibld  was  erected  ;  whether  the  sheriff  had 
got  a  substitute,  and  how  much  he  had  agreed  to  pay  him,  etc.  When  answered  in 
the  affirmative,  the  old  wretch  would  chuckle  with  a  horrible  glee,  and  say  to  himself, 
<  Goot !  goot !'  The  eventful  day  at  length  arrived,  which  the  law  and  his  own  will 
had  decided  should  be  his  last  Eariy  in  the  morning  he  was  remariung  to  the  jail- 
keeper  that  *  as  it  was  to  be  his  last  breakfast,  he  should  expect  a  goot  one ;'  when  at 
that  moment  Kilmaenock  entered :  '  Yes,'  said  the  Frofessor,  '  gi*e  hun  a  broiled 
chicken,  a  hoe-cake,  and  a  gude  cup  o'coffee ;'  *  and,'  interrupted  the  old  man,  <  plenty 
tobacker.'  *  Ay,'  chimed  in  the  Professor, '  and  some  tobacco ;  the  puir  auld  creaturo 
ttoaid  ha'e  every  thing  he  wants  noo,  and  make  me  'sponsible  for  the  indebtedness.' 

*  There  never  had  been,  I  believe,  a  hanging  m  Cincmnati  before ;.  and  the  sheriff 
had  erected  a  new  gallows,  with  an  improved  *  trap,'  the  whole  painted  black,  and 
familiariy  denominated  *  The  Sheriff^s  Black  Drop.'  In  every  part  of  the  city  were 
posted  large  hand-bills,  announcing  that  <  Professor  Kilmarnock,  from  Glas^w,  for 
the  elucidation  of  science,  intended  to  give  at  the  Cirous,  which  had  been  hired  at  an 
immense  expense  for  the  occasion,  ah  exhibition  of  the  wonderful  science  of  galvanism, 
in  which  a  dead  man  would  be  made  to  perform  all  the  movements  of  which  a  living 
one  was  capable.'  Mid-day  was  the  hour  set  for  the  execution ;  and  by  that  time 
the  conunon  on  which  the  gallows  stood  was  paved  with  closely-wedged  heads  for  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  in  extent :  so  densely  were  they  packed,  mdeed,  that  when  the 
wagon  arrived  with  the  victhn,  the  unhappy  man  and  his  attendants  had  to  alight  and 
walk  to  the  gaUows.  Many  of  the  clergy  and  other  benevolent  penons  took  advan- 
tage of  this  last  opportunity,  and  with  feeling  and  eloquence  besought  the  guilty  man 
to  have  pity  upon  himself,  and  even  at  that  late  hour  to  *  accept  of  proffered  mercy.' 
They  told  him  that  it  was  beyond  expression  awful,  that  an  unrepenting  sinner,  with 
red  murder  on  his  head,  should  of  his  own  free  will  plunge  headlong  into  the  fire  that 
is  never  quenched ;  that  by  such  an  abhorrent  act  he  would  be  guilty  of  two  murders, 
and  be  held  accountable  for  them  at  the  day  of  judgment  Professor  Kilmarnock  (and 
let  it  be  noted  in  the  next  psychological  work  that  enthusiasm  can  thus  alter  a  man's 
usual  dispositiou,)  fidgeted  about  as  uneasy  as  a  pea  on  a  drum-head ;  and  at  intervals 
was  heard  to  ejaculate : '  Gang  up,  my  gude  mon,  gang  up ;  it's  na  sic  a  bad  place  !'  But 
the  M  Dutchman  gave  neither  heed  nor  ear  to  any  one :  he  preserved  a  dogged  si- 
lence, and  was  the  very  fint  to  make  a  move  to  ascend.  When  they  reached  the  top  of 
the  scaffold,  the  sheriff  asked  him  if  he  would  not  like  the  attendance  of  a  mmister? 
The  <  unhappy  wretch'  shook  his  head,  pointed  to  the  rope,  and  then  motioned  to 
have  it  jdaced  round  his  neck.  <  This  is  dreadful !'  said  the  humane  sheriff;  'but 
it  must  be  done.'  At  length  all  was  arranged,  and  the  attendants  had  taken  their 
last  leave  of  the  criminal,  when  he  beckoned  them  back :  *  Ish  all  ready  7'  asked  the 
M  man.    '  Every  thing/  repliisd  the  sheriff;  and  'therewithal  the  water  stood  in  his 
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eyas.'  *  Iih  dero  not* ing  more  to  pe  done  7'  <  Nothing !  — in  one  minute  you  will  be 
launched  into  eteniity !'  Den»  mein  Got  !  it  i$k  time  for  me  to  eign  der  paper,  and 
take  der  prieon  !* 

'  Ton  old  rafcal  !*  mid  the  ■heriff,  grinding  his  teeth,  and  turning  white  with  rage ; 
<  if  it  poanble  that  you  have  been  paltering,  and  putting  ua  to  all  this  trouble  and 
expense  for  nothing?'  The  old  fellow  gave  no  other  answer  than  a  guigling,  satis- 
fied chuokle,  that  sensihly  increased  at  the  words  *  expense'  and  *  trouble,'  which 
said  more  plainly  than  words,  *  Now  you  have  the  reason  why  I  did  it !'  He  moved 
down  from  the  scafibld,  amidst  mingled  shouts  and  hisses.  A  tumultuous  asMmblage 
followed  him  to  the  jail ;  some  enraged  and  abusive,  othen  laughing  and  hurrahing. 
But  the  old  fellow  sat  as  imperturbable  as  a  judge  ;  save  at  the  mention  of  *  expense' 
and  *  trouble,'  and  then  he  could  not  suppress  a  malicious  and  most  provoking  smiles 
When  he  returned  to  the  jail,  he  drew  from  a  hiding-place  beneath  a  plank,  which 
he  had  loosened  in  the  floor.  Professor  Kiuf  arnock's  last  *  extra  quart'  of  rum,  which 
he  drank  in  the  coolest  manner  imaginable,  and  then  curied  himself  up  to  deep.  But 
with  all  his  folly,  the  poor  cheated  Ptofeesor  was  really  an  object  of  commiseration. 
Frpm  the  highest  pinnacle  of  triumph  he  was  plunged  into  the  lowest  *  slough  of 
despond.'  He  kept  lamenting :  *  A  gude  five  hundred  dollan  clean  gane  an'  flitted ! 
An'  the  very  weans  a  flitcherin'  at  me  for  a  daft  gomeril !  Siller  and  credit  baith 
gane !'  But  the  worthy  Professor  did  give  his  lecture  on  galvanism,  after  all,  and 
to  a  large  audience,  who  were  highly  *  entertained,'  as  we  are  sure  our  large  audience 
will  be,  when  the  incidents  of  that  memorable  occssion  are  laid  before  them.  But 
these  must  form  a  sid^-dish  for  our  next  *  Table.'  In  conclusion,  *  speaking  of  puUie 
executions,'  would  those  philanthropists  among  us  who  conscientiously  oppose  capital 
punishment  have  any  objection  to  the  *  chances'  against  it,  as  set  forth  in  certain 
instances  at  the  old  Newgate  in  London  ?  We  read  that  one  occasion  a  prwooer 
was  respited,  in  order  to  have  his  leg  cut  off*,  to  try  the  efiect  of  a  newly-invented 
styptic  ;  and  that  another,  a  deaf  man,  was  pardoned,  that  an  operation  upon  the 
drum  of  his  ear  might  be  performed,  <  for  the  benefit  of  science.'  Neither  casa 
proved  fatal 


Me.  Bveks'b  Conckrt. — Mr.  Buau,  so  well  known  throughout  the  world  as 
*  Matter  Burke,  has  recently  returned  from  Europe.  For  several  yean  past  he 
has  made  the  city  of  Albany  his  residence,  where  his  talenti  and  social  qualities  have 
acquired  for  him  troops  of  friends.  The  *  Daily  Atlas'  of  that  city  thus  notices  his 
arrival  and  his  projects :  *  It  will  gratify  the  numerous  friends  of  Mr.  Buske  in  this 
city  and  elsewhere  to  learn  that,  with  his  talenti  improved  and  his  taste  and  judg- 
ment matured  by  foreign  travel  and  instruction  while  abroad  of  the  first  order,  he 
comes  among  us  with  additional  claims  to  our  esteem  and  support,  superadded  to 
those  which  endeared  him  to  a  large  circle  before  he  left  home.'  We  are  glad  to 
leam  that  Mr  Burke  proposes  to  favor  us  with  a  aeries  of  concerts  in  Gotham.  A 
man  whom  Dr  BeriOt  said  he  <  could  teach  nothing  that  he  did  not  already  know 
of  his  art,'  most  be  a  musician  worth  hearing.  Mr.  Burke  may  assure  himself  of  a 
warm  welcome  among  us.'  The  foregoing  was  in  type  for  our  last  number ;  since 
which  time  Mr.  Burke  has  twice  made  his  appearance  before  a  New- York  audience, 
each  time  eliciting  the  most  distinguished  approbation.  He  has  in  no  reepect  been 
over-ntad.    He  is  as  admirable  an  artist  as  the  *  great  Norwegian'  himself. 
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G08HIP  WITH  Readers  and  CoEREflPONDSim.  —  It  is  not  needful  for  us  to  say  that 
we  wish  our  readers  a  Happy  New  Year,  They  know  that  such  are  our  aspirations 
in  their  behalf.  We  would  invoke  for  them  the  cheerfulness  that  springs  irom  a  con- 
science at  ease  with  itself;  the  chastened  pleasure  and  harmless  mirth  which  are 
bom  of  a  kind  heart  and  an  innocent  life.  We  would  read  them  no  homily,  nor 
dash  their  enjoyment  by  recalling  sad  remembrances ;  and  yet  we  can  hardly  avoid 
saying,  that  it  is  at  such  seasons  as  these  that  bereaved  hearts  feel  most  keenly  their 

*  own  bitterness.'  As  Time  approaches  the  great  gate  of  the  years  that  swings  out- 
ward into  eternity,  we  cannot  but  remember  how  many  have  *  finished  their  course' 
who  a  year  ago  renewed  their  pilgrimage  with  him,  elate  with  hope  and  buoyant 
with  delight    The  tide  of  human  events  and  earthly  vicissitude  has  kept  due  on,  nor 

*  known  retiring  ebb  :* 

'  In  woodland  cottages,  with  barky  wallp, 
In  noiaome  celli  of  tbe  tumuUttouH  town, 
Mothers  have  clasped  with  joy  the  new-born  babe. 
Gravel  by  the  lonely  forest,  by  the  shore 
Of  rivers  and  of  ocean,  by  the  ways 
Of  the  thronged  city,  have  been  hollowed  ont 
And  filled  and  dosed.' 

How  many  are  there,  even  at  this  joyous  season,  who  cannot  wholly  cast  away 

from  themselves  the  thought  of  the  ravages  which  Death  has  made  m  the  year  that 

has  passed' '  swifter  than  a  weaver's  shuttle,'  and  left  them  almost  <  without  hope 

and  without  consolation.'    The  Unseen  is  before  us,  and  beyond  b  the  Eternal ;  and 

as  we  ponder  upon  the  past,  or  dwell  upon  the  future,  we  exclaim,  with  our  own  true 

poet: 

*  Who  next  of  those  I  love 

Shall  pass  fl-om  life,  or  sadder  yet,  shall  fall 

From  virtue  ?  Strife  with  foes,  or  bitterer  strife 

With  A-iends,  or  the  fierce  rack  of  pain, 

Lie  they  within  my  path  ?    Or  shall  the  years 

Push  me,  with  soft  and  inoffensive  pace, 

Into  the  stilly  twilight  of  my  aget 

Or  do  the  portals  of  another  lire 

Even  now,  while  I  am  glorying  in  my  strength, 

Impend  around  me  t' 

He  only  in  whose  hands  are '  the  iasues  of  life'  can  answer  these  irrepressible  ques- 
tionings of  the  restless  spirit ;  and  to  His  care  may  our  readers  cooune^d  themselves, 
and  those  who  are  near  and  dear  to  them,  <  with  pure  hearts,  fervently !'  .  .  .  The 
festival  of  the  good  old  Knickerbocker  Saint  Nichouls  was  celebrated  on  the  sixth 
ultimo  at  the  City  Hotel.  Never  was  there  a  better  attendance,  and  never  was  good 
cheer,  bodily  and  spiritual,  more  liberally  dispensed.  Capital  were  the  speechesi 
pleasant  the  viands,  unrepressed  the  social  merriment,  delightful  to  the  palate  the 
choicest  wines  I  But  we  proclaim  no  particulars.  What  is  done  in  honor  of  our 
blessed  patron-saint  his  sons  regard  as  no  theme  for  tbe  house*tope.  Public  curiosity 
in  this  regard  may  not  be  gratified.  Some  who  attended  at  the  Stutvesant  Insti* 
tute  to  hear  the  admirable  and  very  charmingly-delivered  address  of  Mr.  James 
Db  Petster  Ogden,  which  graces  preceding  pages,  were  '  perplexed  in  the  extreme' 
on  beholding  the  sable  attendants  clad  in  the  authentic  costumes  of  a  period  held  in 
loving  remembrance  by  every  true  son  of  Saint  Nicholas.  They  were  considered 
dose  denotements  of  the  more  than  Eleusinian  mysteries  into  which  they  alone 
penetrate  who  are  admitted  to  the  annual  festivals  of  the  ancient  Saint  And  verily 
there  is  sstnething  in  this  — but  it  does  not  become  us  to  say  tokat  it  is.    Lord 
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MoftPBTH,  who  was  quite  orercome  by  a  *  realizing  sense'  of  the  imposing  ceremonies 
at  one  of  our  annual  dinners  some  three  or  four  years  ago,  once  gave  in  our  hearing 
a  very  vivid  delineation  of  the  marked  and  startling  effect  which  they  had  upon 
his  mind.  ■  •  •  Wb  are  honored,  we  perceive,  by  a  half  colonm  of  *very  cruel 
words'  in  a  weekly  newspaper  published  in  Columbia,  South  Carolina,  which  we 
never  saw,  and  of  which  we  never  heard,  until  now.  It  reached  us  by  the  same 
mail  which  Brought  ns  sixteen  new  subscribers  from  the  South  and  South- West ; 
gentlemen  attracted  from  that  region  toward  the  Knickerbocker,  we  may  suppose, 
by  its  *  total  absence  of  all  character,'  its  *  wretched  want  of  taste,'  its  *  bar-room 
style,'  <  the  petty  drivel  of  its  Editor's  Table,'  and  so  forth  !  The  paternity  of  the 
pleasant  paragraph  whence  these  flattering  terms  are  taken  is  as  apparent  to  us  as 
the  cause  of  its  gentlemanlike  and  emollient  manner.  One  must  needs  smile  at  tuck 
evidences  of  the  Knickerbocker's  lack  of  power  to  make  itself /e/f  in  its  criticisms 
and  in  its  evadeless  punctures  of  pompous  Pretension !  Rejoicing  in  a  position,  pio- 
fesmnal  and  personal,  beyond  which  we  have  no  ambition  to  aspire  ;  with  we  hope 
an  equable  spirit  and  a  cheerful  temperament ;  certainly  with  such  an  array  and 
such  an  order  of  friends  and  friendly  contemporaries  in  every  quarter  of  this  Union  as 
any  man  might  well  be  proud  of ;  we  can  say  of  the  pellet  which  we  elevate  to  a 
moment's  censequence,  and  which,  with  equal  felicity  and  modesty,  is  termed  <  a 
blister-plaster  for  the  Knickerbocker,'  that '  The  pUuter  don*t  stick .''  But  we  are 
wasting  powder  upon  small  game.  .  .  .  We  do  not  altogether  like,  the  spirit  of 
'J.  M.'s  *  Winter  Thoughts,*  although  the  paper  is  not  otherwise  amisB.  When  the 
elements  become  our  enemies  we  must  make  the  more  of  our  friends  —  Gon  hleaa 
them !    On  this  point  listen  to  an  old  poet : 

'When  the  wind  bleakly  blows, 

When  it  rnins  or  it  snows, 
And  all  nature  seems  freezinfr  and  shiv'riuK  with  eoM ; 

When  the  herds  seek  the  shed. 

When  the  birds  droop  ,lhe  bead, 
And  the  flocks  chill  and  cheerless  crowd  into  the  fold ; 

Then,  in  love  what  a  cbarm  t 

Then,  true  friendship  how  warm ! 
Ai  domevtic  endearments  what  exquisite  bliss ! 

Thouf  h  the  wind  bleakly  blows, 

Though  it  rains  or  it  snows, 
TUa,  tku  is  the  season  of  social  delii^ht  i* 

•  -~ 

*  I  TmNK  you  will  think,  with  me,'  writes  an  esteemed  correspondent, '  that  the 
following  letter,  written  by  a  young  lady  of  sixteen,  contains  thoughts  which,  in  con- 
ception and  expression,  are  far  beyond  one  of  that  age.  I  know  them  to  be  authen- 
tic. The  topics  in  them  were  suggested  by  previous  letters,  and  the  literary  matters 
are  so  naturally  interwoven  with  private,  which  are  omitted  in  sending  them  for 
press,  that  none  could  doubt  their  genuineness,  after  inspecting  the  originals.'  We 
annex  a  portion  of  one  of  the  letters  referred  to :  *  You  say  that  Art  in  itself  must 
be  comprehended  by  the  soul,  and  that  therefore  I  cannot  comprehend  it ;  and  no 
product  can  ever  be  as  great  as  the  producing  power.  Talent,  which  is  the  power 
of  exercising  harmoniously  our  faculties,  must  be  cultivated.  And  if  Genius  is  not 
flosceptible  of  improvement  in  itself,  its  means  certainly  are.  No  man,  be  he  never 
90  great,  can  do  perfectly  at  first  The  first  product  that  we  see  may  have  high 
merit,  but  the  whole  preceding  life  is  thrown  into  it  It  is  not  the  moment's  birth, 
but  the  result  of  a  thousand  hopings  and  strivings,  inward  and  outward  attempts,  and 
the  last  step  taken  after  the  growth  of  years.    A  strong  mind)  when  haunted  by  aa 
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idea,  struggles  incessantly  until  it  is  ezpresped.  My  ideas  will  not  suffer  me  to  rest 
They  are  like  the  trophies  of  Miltiadks.  But  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  prafect 
expression  of  one's  thought  in  Art  That  irhich  we  produce  bears  no  comparison 
with  that  which  bums  in  the  soul.  The  thought  dwarfr  the  thing.  What  we  <io, 
can  never  stand  abreast  of  what  we  otb  :  and  the  moment  any  work  is  accomplished^ 
the  soul  is  beyond  it,  and  looks  back  upon  it,  and  is  spreading  its  wings  for  farther  flight 
There  is  no  pang  worse  than  to  have  high  aspurations,  and  never  to  be  tffle  to  fulfil 
them.  I  know  it  by  experience  ;  the  hunger  of  the  body  is  nothing  to  be  compared 
to  the  insatiate  hungering  of  the  mind,  craving  constantly  for  nourishment,  and  feed- 
ing on  the  unsubstantial  food  of  its  own  desires  and  hopes.  Life,  you  say,  is  to  you 
an  unsatisfactory  striving,  an  unaccomplished  desire.  Young  men  think  that  their 
own  feelings  are  no  where  to  be  found  but  in  their  own  breasts.  They  are  mistaken. 
Your  case  is  the  case  of  many  others,  who  have  been  haunted  by  dreams  of  per- 
fection, which  overshadowed  their  work  until  their  body  has  sunk  under  their  over- 
wrought sensibility.  The  world  knows  them  not.  They  have  lived  lonely,  without 
sympathy,  shrinking  from  the  converse  of  men ;  always  unhappy,  from  their  excess 
of  temperament,  and  unfit  to  do  any  thing  for  themselves,  or  to  forward  their  in- 
terests in  life.  The  mind  is  bounded  by  the  senses,  to  a  certain  extent  To  look  at 
the  sun  blinds  us.  Too  exuberant  passion  destroys  the  judgment  Things  thenforo 
appear  to  our  filmy  eyes  indistinct  and  fragmentary  ;  a  veil  hangs  ever  before  ua* 
and  through  it  falls  that  modified  light  which  alone  does  not  blast  us,  but  clothes 
every  thing  in  coloring  of  hope  and  faith.  Beauty  is  a  subtle  essence,  permeating 
all  tfaiogB,  and  lies  like  an  invisible  golden  dust  around  our  poetry,  painting,  music 
and  sculpture.  Now  would  you  ask  for  that  insight,  knowing  its  consequence  ?  You 
will  answer,  I  know,  *  Yes,  if  it  comes  with  the  power  of  language.'  You  have 
said,  that  to  throw  down  one  single  weight  from  your  mind  would  relieve  you  for- 
ever.' .  .  .  We  can  scarcely  designate  what  it  is,  yet  is  thera  something  very  touch- 
mg  in  the  ensuing  lines  by  ReV.  George  Hii^l.  It  seems  that  in  an  ancient  burying- 
ground  near  Ballycastle,  Ireland,  there  is  the  grave  of  a  young  woman  who  died  when 
her  parents  and  other  members  of  the  family  were  about  to  emigrate  to  this  country. 
They  were  obliged  by  her  illness  to  postpone  their  departure  for  a  time,  and  the  gloom 
of  approaching  death  was  deepened  and  rendered  more  appalling  to  her  by  the  thou^t 
that  none  of  her  kmdred  would  be  near  to  visit  her  grave : 


*  O  jsXrm  and  hope,  yo  fkint,  ye  foil  I 

How  blith(*ly  oiice  to  me 
On  sweet  Kathmon  I's  height*,  the  gale 
Came  o'er  the  summer  sea  I 

•But  soon  this  heart  shall  cease  to  beat. 

These  sleepless  eyes  khull  close, 
An«t  io  the  grave's  serene  retreat 
My  weary  head  repose. 

'Sweet  friends  1  and  when  ye  lay  me  where 

Our  fathers'  axbos  lie, 
Say,  will  ye  sometimes  think  of  her 
Whose  love  can  never  die  f 


'  And  when  you  leave  your  peaeeAiI  glen 

To  cross  the  distant  wave, 
Oh,  will  you  ever  come  again, 
To  see  your  Kast's  grave  I' 

Full  many  a  year  has  passed,  and  *h«, 

The  best  beloved  of  all, 
Sleeps,  from  her  cares  and  sorrows  free. 

Beside  the  old  church  wall. 

The  bee  at  noontide  murmurs  there 
The  shamrock  flowers  among, 

And  in  the  eveuiug's  silent  air 
How  sweet  tks  redobreast's  song  I 


'  I  AWAPT,'  writes  <  PoLTooN,'  (whoso  latest  communications  shall  presently  be 
answered,)  <  with  intense  impatience,  the  conclusion  of  the  deeply-afiecting  *  Linet 
on  the  Death  of  Mies  Adeline  Cobb,  who  wot  kUled  with  Lightning  by  her  friend 
Nancy  Hinkt*    My  cane  descends  with  *  a  ri^t  good-will/  and  I  shout  a  hearty 
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*  Encore  !*    Let  ns  on  thii  hint  proceed,  <  in  mmiplianoe  with  nnmeroiiB 
to  q[aote  a  few  reflections  on  what  Mia  HntKe  Jnetly  caUe  a  <  lad  traniaction :' 


Mt  worthy  ftiends,  may  I  expreit 
Some  thought*  I  bear  in  oiBd, 
ThoM  sad  emotions  of  my  breact 
For  my  friend  Adeline  f 

I  call  her 'friend,  for  ao  she  was, 
To  me  waa  always  kind, 
▲nd  now  with  you  I  'U  aympalhiae 
In  the  lose  of  Adeline. 

Thouf  h  oar  acquaintance  was  but  abort, 
.  It  was  of  an  intimate  kind ; 
My  heart  is  of  the  mendly  aort, 
And  so  was  Adeline's. 

Can  I  thoee  aeaaoDa  e'er  finfet. 
Of  conversation  kind. 
When  in  my  chamber  1  did  set 
With  the  worthy  Adeline  f 

On  each  subject  she  did  eonverte, 
Showed  a  cultivated  mind ; 
And  manv  things  she  did  rehearse, 
Bndeared  Adeune. 

In  her  I  saw  the  dutifhl  child, 
Also  a  sister  kind; 
There  ever  rests  a  friendly  smile 
On  the  face  of  Adeline. 


Is  it  a  fancy  or  a  dream 
Thai  benrs  so  strong  In  mi»d. 
That  on  this  earth  no  more  is  aeen 
The  form  of  Adeline  f 

Ohl  would  to  heaven  it  really  was 
Some  sad  mistake  in  mind  i 
Something  that  had  risen  without  a 
Preventing  Adeline 

From  coming  to  her  pareots  dear 
Just  at  the  present  time : 
Fond  hopes  they  had  of  nMetlng  her, 
But  saw  not  Adeline. 

Bnt 'tis  a  sad  reality. 

As  they  do  surely  find, 

That  In  this  world  they  wiU  not  see 

Their  daughter  Adeline  i 

See  her  intended  is  lefk  alone, 
In  deep  distress  of  mind; 
His  heart  is  in  deep  anguish  torn 
For  his  dear  Adeline. 


When  love  had  bound  with  strongest  ties, 
And  fostened  on  his  mind ; 
Methinks  I  hear  his  moumfhl  sighs 
For  the  worthy  Adeline. 


These  touching  stanxas  bring  ns  to  the  end  of  the  *  Fint  Part'    Part  Second  opens 
with  the  painful  inquiry  as  to  who  shall  bear  the  agonizing  news  to  her  relatives : 


Thmk  noble  youths  selected  were 
The  mournful  tidings  for  to  bear ; 
When  one  unto  her  sister  came. 
It  seemed  he  scarce  could  speak  her  name. 

On  wings  of  speed  another  few 
Unto  the  town  of  Henrietta  too, 
The  mournful  tidings  for  to  bear 
Unto  her  sister  who  lived  there. 

Unto  Springwater  a  third  did  go 
To  let  her  brother  and  sister  know ; 
Now  each  unto  the  place  repair, 
And  for  her  Aueral  do  prepare. 

Behold  her  aged  parents  came, 
Their  grief  no  longer  can  contain. 
But  they  must  bow  before  the  rod. 
And  own  it  was  the  hand  of  Gos. 

Behold  her  loving  sisters  come 

To  fbllow  Yk€r  unto  her  tomb ; 

The  sight  doth  almost  break  their  heart. 

For  now  with  Adeline  they  must  part. 

They  always  lived  in  unity, 

In  love  and  friendship  did  agree ; 

She  truly  idoliaed  were. 

This  God  saw,  and  removed  her. 

Now  see  her  own  brother  come. 
With  sighs  and  sobs  into  the  room ; 
And  then  exclaimed  aloud,  said  he, 
*  Oh  1  Adeline  I  how  can  this  be  V 

But  her  intended,  where  Is  he  now? 
His  heart  is  illed  with  the  deepest  wo ; 
None  knows  the  anguiah  of  his  heart, 
But  those  who  know  how  true  loven  part. 


Such  thoughts  as  these  do  fill  his  mind : 
Oh  why  was  I  still  left  behind. 
Oh  why  was  I  not  taken  too, 
Then  I  had  never  felt  such  wo  1 

Behold  the  noble  training  band. 
The  pride  and  glor^  of  the  land. 
In  martial  pomp  this  day  appear. 
Military  exercise  to  bear. 

Their  hearts  being  filled  with  sjrmpathy. 
They  leave  their  ranks  and  come  away ; 
And  h11  the  sympathy  do  show 
That  their  situation  will  allow. 

Now  to  the  grave-yard  do  repair. 
Their  last  respects  for  her  tp  bear ; 
Behold  them  stand  in  ranks  al< 
While  onward  march  the 


as  along, 
moumliil  throng. 


That  noble  youth  shall  we  forget  t 

Ah  no  I  methinks  I  see  him  yet ; 

The  deepest  gloom  his  countenance  beara, 

And  oh !  how  solemn  he  appears  I 

Although  no  tears  his  &ce  bedews, 
Their  friendly  aid  they  havereAued, 
Much  more  distressed  now  is  he. 
Than  if  the  tears  were  running  free. 

He  casta  a  look  upon  that  bier. 
And  says,  There  all  that  1  bold  dear ; 
And  now  the  coffin  does  contain 
The  only  one  ray  affections  gained. 

All  Ton  who  have  folt  the  efiTecta  of  love. 
Of  his  behavior  will  approve ; 
Remember  the  time  that  is  past  and  gone : 
Would  not  you  the  aame  have  done  f 
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When  an  18  BO  felicitooily  executed,  it  may  eeem  invidioue  to  paitieularize ;  but 
we  cannot  help  eallmg  especial  attention  to  the  aixth  itanza  of  the  fint  colnmn,  and 
the  third  of  the  aecond,  in  the  foregoing  extract,  aa  combining  a  greater  amount  of 
grammar  and  rhythm  than  almost  any  of  their  aMoeiate-veiaee.  •  •  *  Wb  were 
excogitating  the  other  day  in  a  pleasant  half-wakmg  reverie,  the  project  of  a 
D^pdt  of  Humor  and  of  Wit,  by  means  of  invisible  magnetic  wues,  convergmg 
hitherward  from  every  quarter  of  the  country,  and  terminating  in  the  Sanctum 
wherein,  in  the  silence  of  midnight,  we  are  now  exercising  our  quill.  The  plan  is  a 
feasible  one.  Observe :  .after  enjoying  a  good  thing,  the  first  wish  of  a  good  man  is 
to  make  his  friend  enjoy  it,  and  feeling  a  friendly  spirit  for  the  whole  world,  to  make 
the  blessing  universal.  This  is  not  only  with  reference  to  solids,  but  the  refection, 
the  solace  of  the  nobler  principle,  the  '  inner  man.'  Some  men  will  gloat  over  a  spicy 
book  in  private  ;  laugh  aloud  in  their  own  chambers,  or  chuckle  so  very  quietly  that 
it  would  not  frighten  a  moose  in  the  room.  Others  act  on  a  more  generous  princi- 
ple. If  A.  has  heard  any  thing,  be  will  bring  all  in  to  hear  it  He  will  go  round 
among  the  highways  and  hedges  and  compel  them  to  come  in.  He  communicates 
generously  ;  he  opens  his  budget  every  where.  Every  body  that  knows  him  '  knows 
his  dog.'  If  he  is  wrong  in  this  thing,  his  error  is  venial ;  for  there  are  sad  hearts 
enough  in  this  world ;  and  *  harmless  mirth,'  saith  good  old  Fuller,  '  is  the  best 
cordial  against  consumption  of  the  spirits.'  Wit  is  too  genial  a  thing  to  be  loet ;  but 
there  is  only  one  occasion  of  its  being  good.  It  must  be  unprompted  except  by  the 
immediate  occasion.  It  cannot  be  made  to  order.  The  impulse,  the  expression,  the 
acknowledgment  must  be  all  one.  This  is  genuine ;  this  is  the  sparkling  wine 
which  enlivens.  In  this  great  continent,  embracing  so  many  degrees  of  latitude, 
among  these  sharp«witted  countrymen  of  ours,  how  much  flashing  humor  vanishes 
each  day,  and  is  heard  of  no  more  forever !  It  b  now  entirely  practicable  to  devise 
a  scheme  by  which  it  may  be  conununicated  freshly,  naturally,  instantly,  from  the  lips 
which  uttered  it  to  thousands  who  would  enjoy  it  thoroughly.  He  who  says  so  many 
good  things  in  Talahassee,  should  experience  the  ubiquity  of  true  genius.  A  suc- 
cession of  sparks  should  be  emitted  through  the  invisible  wire,  which  by  the  aid  of 
'  Uncle  Samukl'  terminates  in  the  sanctum  of  the  Editor  hereof,  whose  face  would 
be  that  moment  in  a  perfect  madlstroom  of  smiles,  in  consequence  of  that  capital 
thing  just  arrived  from  his  friend  in  Detroit !  Is  there  an  electrical  machine  in  the 
room?  The  very  pledges  of  the  Enrroa's  affection  are  excited  by  a  qpark  from  the 
snapping  region  of  Vermont !  And  now  there  is  a  joke  from  the  Prairies !  A  new 
bear-etory  has  arrived  from  the  region  beyond  the  Mississippi !  A  message  from  a  wag 
who  enlivens  the  *  Ficayune'  at  New  Orleans !  Take  down  that  message  from  a  cor- 
mscant  correspondent  of  the  'Louisville  Journal !' — we  will  tell  Prsnticx  a  better. 
Well  done  for  Astoria  on  the  Pacific  ocean !  Never  was  a  better  thing  said  by 
Shbrioan  himself !  That  little  sparkle  from  Dubuque  is  worthy  the  applauses  of  a 
theatre.  That  is  a  real  blinder  from  the  Arkansas  territory.  Put  out  the  light — re- 
move the  Carcel.  How  gloriously  the  scintillations  thicken  during  this  season  of 
the  Holidays !  Blessed  be  God  for  the  joy  of  all  hearts !  We  will  imagine  the 
scheme  accomplished  ;  and  for  the  value  received  or  to  be  received  from  such  a  plan, 
we  can  at  least  make  the  return  speedily ;  and  with  the  rapidity  of  thought,  and 
with  a  universality  which  shall  include  all  men,  we  can  at  least  give  vent  to  the 
expression  of  a  heart-felt  good  will,  and  best  wishes  for  their  happiness !  •  •  •  Our 
citizena  must  like  impudence  very  much,  if  they  '  patronize'  Colmam 's  in  Broad- 
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wfty,  near  Fulton-street.  We  see  by  an  adTeitiaement  that  he  wiahee  them  to  call 
and  reward  him  for  the  privilege  which  they  have  enjoyed  of  *  looking  into  kU  wm- 
dowo  tfi  paot  yearo  I*  Mr.  Couiun,  although  a  *  Down-East'  Yankee,  of  the  very 
'euteet  kind,  doee  n*t  afiect  the  namee  of  Uncle  Sam's  coin.  <  Guineas/  *  pounds,' 
<  shillings  sterling,'  and  so  forth,  afford  a  better  medium  of  making  a  '  good  bar- 
gain'—for  himsel£    Such  un-American  affectations  demand  rebuke. 

'  No  beast  that  roamf  the  valley  free 

To  alauf  hter  I  condemn ; 
Tauf  ht  by  the  Powsb  that  pities  me, 
I  learn  to  pity  them :' 

says  Goldsmith,  speakmg  of  dumb  animals ;  and  we  are  glad  to  learn,  as  we  do  by 
the  comments  upon  the  hasty  article  upon  '  Cruelty  to  Animala,*  in  a  late  number  of 
the  Kmickerbockze,  that  this  feeling  is  widely  and  generally  shared.  '  The  merci- 
ful man  is  merciful  to  his  beast ;'  and  *  blessed  are  the  merciful,  for  they  shall  obtain 
mercy.'  '  *  *  Wb  had  a  pleasant  half  hour  over  *  C.V  description  of  '  The  Little 
Great  ManJ  He  reminded  us  of  the  true  remark  of  one  who  always  *  observes,'  and 
knows  *  how  to ;'  namely,  that  *  some  men  are  very  entertaining  for  a  first  interview, 
but  after  that  they  are  exhausted  and  run  out  On  a  second  meeting,  we  shall  find 
them  very  flat  and  monotonous ;  like  hand-organs,  we  have  heard  all  their  tunes ;  but 
unlike  these  instruments,  they  are  not  new-barrelled  so  easily.  '  The  most  disagreea- 
ble two-legged  animal  I  know,'  says  Lacon,  *  is  a  little  great  man,  and  the  next  a  little 
great  man's  factotum  or  friend.'  •  •  *  Br  a  colonial  ordinance  of  the  Governor  of 
Guadaloupe,  a  slave  of  the  name  of  Feux  was  not  long  since  emancipated,  as  a  re- 
ward for  his  generous  conduct  on  the  awful  day  of  the  eighth  of  February,  1843 ; 
two  thousand  francs  having  been  voted  for  that  purpose  by  the  Colonial  Council,  fif- 
teen hundred  francs  being  paid  to  Felix's  master,  and  five  hundred  francs  to  Felix 
himself  as  a  gift.  This  b  the  story,  as  contained  in  the  report  to  the  Council :  *  On 
the  eighth  of  February,  1843,  two  brothera  were  covered  with  the  ruins  around  them ; 
one  of  them  fortunately  succeeded  in  extricating  himself  unhurt ;  but  the  other  was 
wounded  and  dying,  and  his  more  fortunate  brother  was  for  some  time  trying  with  his 
.precious  load  to  find  his  way  out ;  but  the  obstacles  were  insurmountable ;  his  strength 
was  exhausted,  and  the  flames  were  rapidly  approaching.  At  that  distressing  hour  he 
finds  Feux  by  his  side.  *  My  friend,'  he  says,  *  if  you  have  a  kind  heart,  help  me  to 
save  my  brother,  and  I  will  give  you  a  doubloon.'  <  To-day  nothing  for  money  —  all 
for  the  love  of  God  /*  replied  the  noble  and  generous  slave ;  and  collecting  all  his 
strength  and  energy,  he  surmounts  all  obstacles,  and  arrives  on  the  wharf,  where  he 
lays  the  dying  man  in  a  boat'  It  is  added,  that  it  was  with  the  utmost  difiSculty  that 
Feux  was  discovered,  so  anxious  did  he  seem  to  conceal  his  noble  conduct.  Who 
knows  a  nobler  hero,  all  things  considered,  than  Felix  the  slave  1  •  '  *  *  A  Friend 
to  Geniuif  is  informed  that  the  '  little  poems'  he  sends  us  clandestinely  *  from  a  talented 
acquaintance'  have  all  been  read  to  us  by  the  portentous  bore  who  wrote  them,  and 
who  must  possess  more  than  a  peck  of  our  buttons,  which  at  sundry  times  and  in  divers 
metropolitan  streets  he  has  pulled  from  our  garments.  '  A  friend  to  Genius,*  quotha ! 
There  is  n't  the  *  least  taste  in  the  world'  of  talent  in  the  lines,  let  alone  the  *  God- 
given  gift.'  There -is  quite  too  much  mediocre  verse  afloat  now-a-days.  If  most  of 
our  middling  poets  could  be  melted  down  into  one  steriing  writer  of  solid  prose,  editors, 
publishers  and  readers  would  have  a  great  deal  less  to  complain  of.  •  •  •  *  A  clevek 
Spanish  friend  of  mine,'  writes  a  new  (and  let  us  add)  welcome  contributor,  *  Paul 
Maetimdale,'  '  who  recently  came  to  this  country  to  learn  English  and  other  cu« 
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zioiitiea,  aad  who  has  been  giving  me  by  letter  an  account  of  hie  waadeiingii  in  Con- 
necticnt,  writes :  *  I  contemplated  with  joy  in  my  aonl  a  tiee  atanding  in  Hartfoid, 
found  by  the  fint  aettlen,  who  came  from  England.  Jt  ho$  hetn  ekmrtertd  by  the 
LegUlatmre,  which  docoroent  I  was  not  able  to  see,  on  account  of  my  ehoit  stay 
there ! !'  Of  coune  somebody  had  half-told  hun  the  story  of  the  Chaiter-Oak.  I 
know  not  how  it  may  sound  to  yon,  but  we  who  know  the  man  did  laugh  oonsumedly 
over  it!'  And  so  did  we.  ...  *  The  Money^SpiriC  is  under  consideration,  and  we 
think  will  appear.  The  writer  has  certainly  chosen  a  fruitful  theme.  At  a  time  when  a 
Wall-etreet  denizen  is  most  apt  to  speak  of  a  friend  who  is  very  ill,  in  the  language  of 

*  the  street,'  as  <  I  would  not  give  ten  per  cent  on  his  life,'  and  even  vice  Is  condemned 
on  the  ground  of  its  cost  in  dollars  and  cents  to  the  city,  there  needs  a  trenchant 
pen  to  rebuke  the  <  pecuniary  standards  of  the  day.'  .  .  .  Wa  see  through  <  Jut's* 
reswvation :  the  article  will  not '  reach  us  safely  V  Our  corespondent  reminds  us 
of  the  remark  of  the  transparent  Hibernian,  who  wanted  a  friend  to  discount  a  note. 
'  If  I  advance  this,'  said  the  lender,  *  will  you  pay  your  note  punctually  7*  <  I  will, 
on  me  honor,'  replied  the  other ;  '  the  expense  of  the  protest,  and  all  I*  Do  you '  take 
the  idea,' 'Jim  7'  •  •  •  *  You  have  sometunes  adverted,' says  a  town-correspondent,  to 
the  magniloquent  teims  sometimes  employed  among  us  Americans,  and  reconunended 
the  substitution  of  simple  terms  for  simple  things.  There  is  an  instance  of  this  affec- 
tation to  be  seen  on  the  road  to  Hartom ;  I  mean  the  *  Asylum  for  the  Colored  Aged,*  * 

*  Colored  Aged !'  'T  is  a  vile  phrase.  •  •  •  Thbrb  is  a  pleasant  story  related  of 
Jakvis,  the  distinguished  painter ;  to  the  eflfect  namely,  that  walking  down  Broadway 
one  day,  he  saw  before  him  a  dark-looking  fweigner,  bearing  under  his  arm  a  small 
led-cedar  cigar-box.  He  stepped  immediately  into  his  *  wake,'  and  whenever  he  met 
a  friend,  (which  was  once  in  two  or  three  minutes,  for  the  popular  artist  knew  every 
body,)  he  would  beckon  to  him  with  a  wink  to  *  fall  into  line'  behind.  By  and  by  the 
man  turned  down  one  of  the  crooB-streets,  followed  dose  by  Jasvis  and  <  his  tail.' 
Attracted  by  the  measured  tread  of  many  feet,  he  tutned  round  abruptly,  and  seeing 
the  *  procession'  that  foUowed  in  his  footsteps,  he  exclaimed :  *  What  for  de  debbil  is 
dis  7  What  for  you  take  me,  eh  7  What  for  you  so  much  come  after  me,  eh  7  '  Sir,' 
exclaimed  Jakvis,  with  an  air  of  profound  respect, '  we  saw  you  going  to  the  grave 
alone,  with  the  body  of  your  dead  infant,  and  we  took  the  opportunity  to  offer  you  our 
sympathy,  and  to  follow  your  babe  to  the  tomb !'  The  man  explained,  in  his  broken 
manner,  that  the  box  contained  only  cigan,  and  he  evinced  his  gratitude  for  the  inte- 
rest which  had  been  manifested  in  his  behalf,  by  breaking  it  open  and  dispensing  them 
very  liberally  to  '  the  moumexs !'  Apropos  of  Bfr.  Jaxvu — not  the  Senior,  but  the 
JuNioa,  who  in  art  is  following  fast  in  the  footsteps  of  his  '  illustrious  predecessor.' 

>  We  had  intended  to  advert,  in  the  present  number,  to  throe  or  four  of  his  late  pic- 
tares,  indudmg  <  lovely  woman,'  <  venerable  age,'  and  '  innocent  childhood ;'  but  as  it 
is  our  desiro  to  embrace  a  group  of  all  these,  in  our  notice  of  this  fine  painter,  we  ara 
compelled  to  await  the  completion  of  one  or  two  efiforts,  which  bid  fair  to  develope,  in 
an  eminent  degree,  his  good  taste  and  felicitous  handling.  •  -  •  Wx  <  incline  to  think' 
that  we  can  promise  our  friends  a  *  rich  treat'  in  the  *  Adventures  of  a  Yankee-Doodle.' 
The  writer  is  just  opening  upon  his  incidents,  some  of  which  aro  of  the  most  enter- 
taining character.  His  illustrations  of  the  ubiquity  of  the  true  Yankee  reminds  us 
•of  a  somewhat  kindred  mstauce  of  a  sea-captain  who  bad  for  many  foggy  and  stormy 
days  been  trying  to  weather  his  vessel  round  Cape  Horn.  At  length,  to  his  great  joy, 
while  the  sea  yet  wrought  and  was  tempestuous,  he  saw  one  morning  the  <  rack' 
TOL.  xxra.  12 
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breaking  away  in  patches,  and  on  the  top  of  a  bold  head-land  near  by,  the  sun 
flhining  brightly  upon  some  brilliant  object,  which  threw  back  its  gladdening  beama. 
Seizing  hie  glaas,  he  drew  the  bright  '  pharoe  of  his  hopes*  within  its  focns.  And 
what  do  you  think  it  was  ?  It  was  '  a  Connecticut  ptdlar'a  long  yellow  wagon  /* '  Oh 
giteftut! — 't  was  n't  though  ?*  *T  was  n't  any  thing  else!'  •  •  •  We  sincerely  regret 
to  hear  of  the  death  of  Miss  Jdua  Knight,  daughter  of  Mra.  Knight,  so  long  and 
favorably  known  to  the  audiences  of  the  Park-Theatre.  Miss  Knight,  although 
youngy  was  one  of  the  jBost  accomplished  musicians  in  this  metropolis.  She  sang  with 
gnat  sweetness,  played  the  piano-forte  with  accuracy,  force  and  skill,  was  an  excel- 
lent Deader  of  music  at  sight,  and  conversant  with  most  of  its  theory.  She  was  the 
idol  of  a  large  circle,  and  has  left  her  bereaved  mother  and  friends  inconsolable  for  her 
loss.  She  was  the  niece  of  Mr.  John  Povey,  of  the  Park -Theatre,  and  of  Mr.  Knight, 
the  celebrated  English  painter.  •  •  •  It  is  not  our  desire  nor  our  practice  to  stretch 
the  contributors  of  this  Magazine  upon  a  Procrustean  bed.  We  reserve  to  ourselves 
however  the  right  to  dissent  from  their  opinions  ;  and  our  friend  and  correspondent 
<  Polygon'  must  allow  us  to  do  so  in  his  case.  W^hen  he  terms  Crabbb,  CAMPBExXy 
Rogers,  Lamb,  Ueber  and  White  *  feeble  poets,*  he  must  pardon  us  for  disagreeing 
with  him.  We  shall  enter  into  no  argument  in  defence  of  our  position,  but  simply 
rest  content  with  this  expression  of  our  dissent.  What  our  friend  says  of  the  immo> 
rality  of  much  of  Byron's  poetry,  and  of  its  evil  influence  upon  mankind,  is  deserv- 
ing of  careful  heed,  especially  by  the  young,  whose  tastes,  principles,  and  habits  of 
life  are  forming.  •  .  •  <  What  is  all  this  talk.  Squire,  about  this  here  direct  tax?' 
asked  an  ignorant  bumpkin  of  his  representative  in  Congress,  at  a  time  when  such  a 
propositioD  was  before  the  Natioual  Legislature.  *  It  is  for  the  support  of  the  navy» 
and  to  suppress  insurrection,'  replied  the  honorable  member.  Seated  at  home  that 
night,  the  *  enlightened  constituent'  developed  to  a  neighbor  the  cause  of  the  *  taxa- 
tion,' concerning  which  they  had  been  so  sensitive.  *  I  know  what  it 's  all  for,'  said 
he ;  *  it  *s  ta  support  knavery  and  suppress  the  resurrection  /'  —  the  Squire  told  me 
80  to-day  T  •  •  •  Think  of  a  Phrenological  Hat  /  We  can  give  no  better  name 
to  a  new  invention  from  Paris,  which  we  have  just  examined  at  Mr.  Warnock's,  in 
Broadway,  near  the  Franklin-House.  By  a  most  beautiful  yieldiog  machine- hat, 
every  prominence  upon  the  head  is  distinctly  marked,  and  a  fac-simile  of  the  shape, 
without  the  slightest  possibility  of  variation,  is  thus  obtained.  There  will  be  uo  more 
head-aches  from  wearing  new  hats !  Once  measured,  the  hatter  has  a  block-head 
for  life,  an  exact  counterpart  of  your  own !  It  is  altogether  the  most  ingenious,  the 
most  comfortable  invention  of  the  age.  •  •  •  What  rapid  progress  American  Art 
is  making  among  as  I  The  encouragement  to  good  native  painters,  we  are  glad  to 
my,  is  constantly  mcreasing.  Our  citizens  begin  to  look  at  home  for  excellence. 
Now  and  then,  to  be  sure,  you  may  find  a  *  patron'  who  seems  of  opinion  that  nothing 
worthy  of  '  hanging*  (except  human  beings)  can  be  produced  in  America : 

'Look  round  his  wtWn  f — no mndern  masten  there 
Display  the  patriot'ii  zeal,  or  patrou's  care. 
Hiv  Rouiihh  taste  a  century  requires, 
To  sanctify  the  merit  he  admires. 
Hia  heart  no  love  of  living  tnlcnt  warms; 
Pointing  muet  wear  her  antiquated  charms, 
In  clouds  of  dust  and  V are isii  veil  her  face. 
And  plead  her  ajre  as  passport  to  his  grace.' 

Bnt  this  kind  of '  patrons'  are  becoming  quite  rare.    Gentlemen  of  wealth  among  as 
Ikegin  to  find  it  fashionable  to  order  pictures  of  ova-  own  artists,  at  home  and  abroad^ 
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to  decorate  their  parloTB  or  galleries.  Bukamd  is  busy  with  hli  perfect  tnmeeripts 
fimn  Nature ;  bo  is  Colb,  and  a  dozen  othere,  whom  we  hare  no  space  to  name. 
Eluott  is  taking  the  general  admiration  captive,  in  the  line  of  protreiture,  and  his 
easel  is  never  unoccupied ;  while  Inoiiam,  and  well-known  metropolitan  artists  in 
the  same  line,  are  constantly  employed.  This  looks  well  and  ttUs  well.  The  Arts 
Union  was  never  so  flourishing  as  at  this  moment ;  and  it  deserves  great  credit  in 
bringing  about  this  state  of  things.  Education  in  art  too  is  fast  advancing;  and  as 
apropos  to  this,  let  us  mention  the  new  School  for  Drawing,  recently  opened  by  ofU 
friend  General  Cdmminos  ;  a  favorite  pupil  of  Inmak,  (would  he  were  well !)  and  a 
gentleman  whose  professional  education,  character  and  career  are  well  known  in  this 
city.  He  is  at  the  very  head  in  this  country  of  one  department,  an  acknowledged 
lecturer  in  the  arts  of  design,  and  an  artist  of  no  common  pretensions  in  the  general 
range  of  painting  and  drawing.  His  efforts  to  promote  the  hitherto  much  neglected 
arts  of  drawing  and  design  will  we  trust  prove  widely  acceptable.  Citizens  of  wealth ! 
encourage  all  that  may  serve  to  encourage  American  art !  — so  that  by  and  by,  we 
may  exclaim,  whenever  it  isjiroposed  to  supply  us  with  pictures  from  abroad :  <  What ! 
send  to  Europe  for  good  paintings !    Fetch  coals  to  Newcastle !    Then 

*  Bring  bellows  for  the  panting  winds, 
Hong  up  a  lantern  by  the  moon^ 
And  give  the  nightingale  a  fife. 
And  loud  the  eagle  a  balloon  I* 

*  ExcsUior,  the  new  illustrated  semi-monthly  journal  published  by  IKr.  Hewkt* 
has  made  its  d^but  before  the  public,  and  has  been  reoeived  with  all  the  honon  of  a 
triumphant  *  first  appearance.'  It  is  printed  in  the  quarto  form,  on  new  types  and  fine 
white  paper,  profusely  and  admirably  embellished  with  engravings,  and  edited  with 
signal  taste  and  ability  by  Charlbs  F.  Hoffman,  Esq.  <  EzcBisioa'  has  our  best 
wishes  for  its  success.  Doubtless  it  is  even  now  no  *  experiment'  ...  A  vounn 
entitled  '  The  Belfry  of  Bruges,  and  other  Poems,*  by  Longfellow,  has  just  been 
published  by  Mr.  John  Owen,  of  Cambri(%e.  It  embraces  many  of  the  most  felici- 
tous of  the  poet's  later  efforts,  and  is  *  got  up'  in  beautiful  style.  By-the-by,  one  of 
the  very  richest  jokes  of  the  season  is  an  insinuation  by  the  <  indefatigable  critic-in- 
ordinary'  of  the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins,'  that  Mr.  Longfellow,  in  some  of  the 
pieces  in  this  volume,  has  plagiarized  from  the  *  Poems  on  Man  in  a  Republic  !'  We 
shall  expect  next  to  see  Bryant  charged  with  pilfering  from  *  Pop  Emmons*  *  Fredo- 
niad.'  But  to  return :  a  new  edition  of  Longfellow's  '  Waif  is  about  to  appear. 
We  hope  the  editor  will  place  the  author's  name  to  the  adaurable  lines  entitled 
*  Where  are  the  Dead  ?'  They  are  from  the  pen  of  Frederick  West,  Esq.,  the 
editor  of  that  widely-popular  weekly  journal,  the  *  Sunday  Atlas.'  .  .  .  We  have 
heard  many  examples  of  what  Mrs.  Malaprop  terms  *  exhasperating  the  haitch'  from 
the  lips  of  English  persons,  but  never  so  *  perfect  a  specimen'  as  at  the  '  American 
Museum'  the  other  evening.  <  'Ere  we  'ave,'  said  the  exhibitor  of  the  *  hextronary 
heffects'  of  the  *  Solar  Microscope,'  •  'ere  we  'ave  han  'air  hof  the  'uman  'ead !'  a  re- 
markable <  bobject'  it  was  too,  as  the  showman  very  properly  remarked.  .  .  .  Mr. 
Hudson,  whose  lectures  upon  Siiakbfeare  have  been  heard  by  respectable  audiences 
down  town,  has  been  requested  by  Messrs.  Verplanck,  Dewey,  Potts,  Hone,  Wain- 
WRIGHT,  Ogden  Hoffman,  and  other  eminent  and  estimable  citizens,  to  repeat  them 
at  the  New-York  University.  We  hear  that  his  manner  is  much  improved,  and  that 
4uring  the  past  season  he  has  made  himself  'ripe'  in  the  themes  whereof  he 
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tnati.  f  .  .  All  the  NewtH  lUuMirated  Worka  that  have  lately  appeared  in  Lon- 
don, embracing  many  that  are  podtively  gorgeoue,  may  be  leen  npon  the  coonteia 
of  our  friends  Menrs.  Wilbt  and  Pdtnajl  Their  *  Literary  News-Letter^  for  the 
month  arrises  ns  also  that  they  have  for  sale,  beside  the  euireot  publications  of  the 
day,  a  supply  of  the  most  valuable  standard  works,  in  rich  and  elegant  bindings. 
Having  a  house  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic,  they  are  enabled  to  purchase  and  sell 
with  unusual  facilities,  and  at  *  the  lowest  market  prices.'  •  •  •  Pleasant  and  fresh 
are  the  memories  of  Nature,  of  kind  friends  and  cordial  hospitidities,  that  made  a 
November  trip  of  the  KNiOKsaBooK>BS  to  a  lonely  and  picturesque  region  in  the '  north 
countrie'  one  never  to  be  forgotten.  Something  we  had  intended  to  hint  of  this ;  but 
although  it  is  out  of  the  <  abundance  of  the  heart'  that  *  the  mouth  speaketh/  yet  with 
the  pen  there  is  added  a  manual  operation,  which  requires  both  time  and  space,  if  one 
would  do  justice  to  grateful  emotions.  More  mayhap  of  this  hereafter.  •  •  •  Massaa 
Morris  and  Willis  have  retired  from  the  ]»oprietorship  of  '  The  Evening  Minort 
but  the  latter  continues  his  interesting  correspondence.  Mr.  Fuller,  the  present 
proprietor,  himself  a  <  ready  writer,'  will  have  *  the  assistance  of  some  of  the  best 
talent  of  the  country'  in  his  editorial  columns.  He  is  an  enterprising  gentleman,  of 
talent  and  integrity,  who  deserves  and  will  command  continued  success  for  his  popu- 
lar journal.  •  •  •  Several  new  publications,  from  James  Munrob  and  Cohfanv, 
Boston,  the  Messri.  Applbtonb  and  Wilbt  and  PimiAM,  New-York,  were  received 
too  late  for  more  than  this  brief  acknowledgment  m  the  present  number.  •  •  •  Dqr- 
mo  the  present  month  we  shall  prepare  ounelves  to  report  upon  the  contents  of  our 
corpulent  port-folios.  Our  readers,  we  confidently  predict,  will  have  occasion  to  bear 
us  witness  that  they  have  never  been  so  well  filled.  ItT  Will  the  KNicnaBocKKm 
<  do*  for  this  month  ?  How  does  the  enlarged  type  strike  you  7 — you,  dear  Sir,  who 
have  complained  of  '  too  small  print'  in  our  own  departments  7  Can  we  improve 
the  extern^  appearance  of  the  woA  now  7    If  yea,  pray  tell  as  how. 


LrncBAaT  Ebcord.— We  are  eapecially  '  rich*  in  worka  for  this  departmeot  the  present  month ; 
•o  rich*  indeed,  that  we  are  led  to  lament  that  we  had  not  more  enlarged  apaea  for  their  conaidera- 
tion  elsewhere.  First,  we  have  before  ns,  in  two  large  and  well-printed  volumes,  the  '  Ltf*  and 
Timea  ^  Htnty  Olay^  by  Calvin  Colton,  author  of  the  *  Junius  Tracts,'  *  Four  Years  in  Great 
Britain,'  etc.  It  in  sufficient  tQ  say  of  this  elaborate  and  complete  work,  in  a  neutral  Magasine  like 
the  Rnicxcrbocksb,  that  in  its  preparation  all  of  Mr.  Clay's  voiumiDons  papers  and  correspon- 
dence were  placed  at  the  discretion  of  the  compiler,  who  used  such  portions  of  them  as  were  deemed 
important,  submittinf  the  proof-eheets,  however,  to  Mr.  Clat's  supervision,  for  the  correction  of 
such  errors  as  he  might  discover.  And  thus  we  have  the  authentic  history  of  a  man  who  has  been 
for  more  than  forty  years  constantly  before  the  public,  and  whoso  acts  have,  for  the  most  of  that 
period,  been  common  themes  of  debate,  scrutiny  and  criticism.  The  volumes  are  illustrated  by  an 
excellent  portrait  of  Mr.  Clat,  engraved  on  steel,  and  a  view  of  the  school-house  where  the  '  MiD- 
Boy  of  the  Slashes'  received  the  first  rudiments  of  his  education.  Thf  arrangement  of  the  work  is 
succinct  and  clear,  and  its  style  carefhlly  plain  and  *  historical.*  .  .  .  Wb  are  indebted  to  the  ea* 
terprise  and  good  judgment  of  Mr.  Danubi.  Bixbt,  publisher,  Merrimack-street,  LfOwell,  (Haas.,) 
for  the  first  American  edition  of  the  '  Okronicle  a/  (Ac  Ct^'  translated  ttom  the  Spanish  by  Robxet 
SouTHST;  a  work  which  has  almost  become  a  classic  in  England,  and  the  issuing  of  which  in  this 
country  will  supply  an  important  desideratum  in  the  list  of  American  re-puMicationSi  We  seareely 
remember  to  have  seen,  for  many  montha,  a  work  so  entirely  unexceptionable  in  its  exteraais.  It  it 
admirably  printed,  upon  a  laiye  clear  type,  and  paper  of  a  fine  color  and  texture,  pressed  to  the 
smoothness  of  glass.  Mr.  Bixbt  well  deserves  the  thanks  and  the '  patronage'  (an  un-Americnn 
word,  but  it  has  no  good  synonyma.)  of  the  public  ...   A  complxts  edition  of  the  Peemt  ef 
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J\fred  A  8trt€t,  m  old  comipoiident  ud  ftitnd  of  tbo  KmoKBBBoossii  uid  it«  EDirom,  1ms  Joit 
bMB  iMQod  by  tta«  now  uid  enterpriiiDg  firm  of  Clamc  akb  Austin,  Fulton-ttrML  8o  mmoj  of 
the  poems  cootainad  in  tho  Toluma  were  originelly  poblislied  in  this  Mafmaine,  that  we  deem  it  n 
work  of  rapererogation  to  enlarge  upon  their  eharacteristica.  As  a  careftil  obaerrer  of  Nature,  in  all 
her  pliases ;  her '  yoices,'  her  conditions  and  ehanfoa  of  earth,  water,  atmoephare ;  Mr.  BTmsxT  hae 
hnt  one  or  two  soperiore  amoaf  the  poets  of  this  eoutry.  Betant,  the  flrst  of  American  poeti^  and 
M  think  the  best  poet  now  liTinf,  is  at  the  head  of  all  his '  fellows  of  the  tanefhl  lyre'  in  this  regard; 
fbr,  aside  from  the  nuiral  feeling  and  deep  philosophy  with  which  hd  inlbrms  his  Terse,  he  l»tefyr«ts 
the  myriad  sights  and  sounds  of  the  unf Terse  to  the  winds  and  hearts  of  liis  readen.  But  we  are 
speaking  of  Mr.  Sntajn*,  whose  new  aod  beantifhlly  printed  and  illustrated  Tolnme  we  hsTe  great 
pleasure  in  cordially  commending  to  our  readers.  .  .  •  Wb  hsTe  from  Mr.  J.  8.  RxDmLi^  din- 
ton-Hall.  the  *C»wtpUte  Wwrka  of  19,  P,  WiUi»t  in  one  large  and  well-ezecuted  toIubm,  with  hand- 
some binding,  and  a  portrait  of  the  volamlnous  author.  It  takes  nine  hundred  large  pages,  in  double 
columns,  to  contain  the  selected  and  winnowed  productionsof  Mr.  Wiulis,  in  prose  and  verse ;  and 
•wch  a  volume,  we  ennnot  help  believing,  will  receive  a  wide  circulation.  Its  contents  have  never 
berore  been  accessible,  in  a  collected  ft>nn,  to  the  public.  The  introductory  note  to  the  reader  is 
;vritten  with  feeling  and  in  good  taste,  and  must  tend  to  disarm  criticism  of  its  severity,  CTon  on  the 
part  of  the  writer's  enemies.  ...  *  H»rp4r*9  J9ew  MiBeeUmtf  bids  flur  to  prove  one  of  the  most 
popular  of  all  their  various  Tsluable  series  of  publications.  To  say  nothing  of  their  superior  exter- 
nals, their  themes  thus  far  are  excellent  The  fourth  Tolume,  just  published,  contains  '  Holmu*  Ltf* 
mmd  Oorrupandemct  of  Motart.*  Nothing  of  value  or  interest  has  been  omitted  by  the  author. 
Every  aTailable  source  of  information  has  been  diligently  explored  to  render  the  memoir  complete; 
and  HoxABT  has  throughout,  as  much  as  possible,  been  permitted  to  tell  his  own  story.  A  Aill  ae* 
eount  of  his  compositions  is  here,  for  the  first  time,  given  to  the  public :  the  original  ksb.  have  been 
personally  inspected  ;  various  fresh  channels  of  inquiry  have  been  opened  up ;  all  published  au- 
thorities, including  incidental  references  In  fugitive  periodicab,  have  been  consulted ;  and  the  nar- 
rative  oit  his  life,  gathered  from  ovory  quarter,  is  thus  conducted  uninterruptedly  to  the  dose.' 
'  Tko  PracUcol  Jttronowier,*  by  Dr.  Dicx  of  Edinburgh,  forms  the  fifth  volume  of  the  series.  It  is 
illustrated  by  one  hundred  good  wood  engravings,  and  comprises  illustrations  of  light  ynd  colors; 
practical  descriptions  of  all  the  kinds  of  telescopes  i  the  use  of  the  equatorial-transit ;  circular  and 
other  astronomical  instruments ;  a  particular  account  of  the  Earl  of  Rossx's  large  teleseopes,  and 
other  topics  connected  with  astronomy.  We  observe,  in  addition  to  the  papers  upon  the  Rings  of 
Saturn,  written  by  Dr.  Dies  for  this  ilagacine,  that  the  subject  is  treated  at  some  length  in  the  pages 
befbre  us.  The  same  publishers  have  also  given  us  a  new  edition,  with  additions  and  improvements, 
of  'Fmrktr^o  Aids  to  EngUoh  CompooitUm^'  embracing  specimens  and  examples  of  school  and  col- 
lege exercises,  and  most  of  the  higher  departments  of  English  composition,  both  in  prose  and  verse ; 
with  *  Aoumio,  or  tko  Seulptor*a  Apprentice^*  an  historical  romance  of  the  sixteenth  century,  from 
the  French  of  Dumas.  *  .  .  Amono  the  recent  publications  of  Messrs.  Appletok  and  Company, 
we  remsrk  the  '  Book  of  the  Colonieo,*  and  the  *  Book  of  Good  Examplea^^  from  the  prolific  hand  of 
Prof.  John  Fbost,  of  Philadelphia.  The  first  mentioned  comprises  a  history  of  the  colonies  com- 
posing the  United  States,  from  the  discovery  in  the  tenth  century,  until  the  commencement  of  the 
revolutionary  war,  the  whole  compiled  from  the  best  authorities.  The  materiel  for  the  second  is 
drawn  from  authentic  history  and  biography,  and  b  'designed  to  illustrate  the  beoeflclal  effects  of 
Tirtuous  conduct.'  Both  works  are  well  printed  and  bound,  and  illustrated  by  numerous  engravings. 
The  same  house  has  just  published  '^  Practtca/  TreoHoe  on  Healthy  Sktn,'  with  pictorial  illustra- 
tions on  steel,  and  rules  for  the  medical  and  domestic  treatment  of  cutaneous  diseases,  by  the  emi- 
nent Erasmus  Wilson,  F.  K.  S^  London ;  and '  AmoUTa  Rvghy  School  Serwtotu*  preached  in  the 
chapel  of  Rugby  Schogftl,  of  which  he  was  head-master,  together  with  an  '  Address  before  Confirma- 
tion.* .  .  .  Ons  of  the  neatest  and  prettiest  volumes  of  the  season,  clad  in  a  beautiAil  garb  of  gold- 
and-blne,  is  *  The  Fi|gil  of  Foith^  mud  other  Poewu,'  from  the  well-known  pen  of  Chaxlxs  Fxnno 
HoPPMAN,  Esquire,  recently  put  forth  by  the  BnoTRKas  HabPBb.  The  poem  which  gives  the  title 
to  the  book  has  already  been  noticed,  in  terms  of  deserred  commendation,  in  these  pages.  That 
most  of  the  other  poems  which  make  up  the  collection  are  equally  worthy  of  favor,  is  sufficiently 
evinced  by  the  fact,  which  certainly  'speaks  oolmmea,*  that  the  present  is  the  fourth  edition  of  the 
work.  It  appears  appropriately  at  a  season  when  we  celebrate  the  advent  of  Him  *who  was  the 
AUTHOn  of  our  Faith.'  •  .  .  *  The  Mamuol  of  Matrimony  ond  Connubial  Companion^*  gathered 
ta^ethorfor  the  Safety  of  the  Single,  and  the  JFeal  of  the  Wedded;  is  th«  Utle  of  a  very  instruc- 
tive and  comprehensive  little  booklet,  from  the  press  of  the  Messrs.  Applbton.    Our  friend,  the 
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VOTmont '  Bachslok,'  to  whom  the  public  «re  indebted  for  thi«  Uttle  tome,  *  shew'  il  to  oa,  m  they 
§mj  in  New-England,  last  ■ummer,  and  we  are  pleased  lo  obsenre  that  he  has  followed  our  suffreation 
In  ita  publication.  We  truat  that  it  will  have  the  effect  to  make  many  a  husband  and  wife  '  like  two 
candles  buraiog  tof  ether,  which  make  the  houae  more  lightsome  {  or  like  two  springs  so  meeting  and 
Joining  their  atreams.  that  they  may  have  hut  one  current'  ...  *  The  KmigkU  of  the  HorM'Sko€* 
ia  the  name  of  a  '  Traditionary  Tale  of  the  Cocked-Hat  Gentry  of  the  Old  Domioioo,'  which  reaches 
OS  at  a  late  boor  from  the  publisher,  Mr.  C.  Yamcbt,  at  Wetumpka,  Alabama.  It  is  from  the  pen 
of  our  old  friend  and  correspoddeot,  Dr.  William  A.  CAnoTBcna,  author  of  *  The  Cavaliers  of 
Virginia,'  and  we  shall  take  another  oecasioo  to  advert  more  specifically  to  its  merits.*.  From  a 
Bfseeasarily  very  cursory  glance  through  its  pages,  we  are  led  to  anticipate  an  unusally  entertaining 
volume. .  .  .  WiLCOMX,  thrice  welcome  to  as  are  the  third  and  fourth  volumes  of  Francis  and 
CoMFAinr's  'Cabinet  Library  of  Choice  Prose  and  Poetry,'  containing  *  The  Child  •/  th*  IsUmdg^* 

*  Tk*  Dream,*  tmd  'Other  Poewu,*  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Nonrov.  They  are  brimfull  of  feeliag,  affec- 
tion, love  of  humanity,  and  replete  with  the  spirit  of  true  poetry.  AfBiction  has  sofkened  the  heart 
of  the  high-bom  and  gifted  poetess ;  and  her  chaKteoed  Muse  sings  the  sorrowit  and  »ufferiiigs  of  the 
poor  and  lowly  with  a  touching  tenderness,  a  pathos  unsurpassed.  We  may  have  more  to  say  of 
these  volumes  hereafter.  .  .  .  Among  the  late  publications  of  the  enierprising  liouiie  of  Wilxt 
AND  Putnam  are  T.  K.  Hsmvcy's  *Book  ^  ChrittmoM,'  a  very  entertaiuiog  and  seasonable  volume, 
descriptive  of  the  customi^  ceremonies,  traditions,  superstitionr,  fun,  feeling  and  festivities  of  the 
Christmas  season  as  they  exist  in  England.  Father  Ripa'b  Reaideuce  at  the  Court  of  Pekin,  China; 
•nd  '  The  Mpe  and  the  Rhine,'  a  spirited  work  by  Hiadlcy.  The  Utter  volume  we  shall  refer  to 
again.  .  •  .  Mcssas.  Bakti.ktt  and  WcLronD  have  for  sale  Ticknor  and  Cosifany's  Ameri- 
can reprint  of  the  last  London  edition  of  Mrs.  Jamuon's  '  Charocttrieiice  uf  ^omen,'  a  work  that 
at  this  late  day  requires  no  praise  of  ours.  The  present  edition  is  hcII  executed,  upon  good 
paper.  .  .  .  QreeUf  emd  McElrmUt'e  Farmtra*  Library  is  winning  \i&  way  to  a  widnly-extended 
circle  of  snbecribors.  The  work  is  most  ably  edited  by  Hon.  John  S.  Skinnsb,  one  of  the  best  prac- 
tical agriculturists  and  writers  in  the  United  States ;  it  contains  eeery  thing  that  is  current,  which 
may  prove  of  the  least  interest  to  its  readers ;  and  it  is  liberally  illustrated  with  numerous  and  well- 
executed  engraviogs.    We  observe  in  one  of  the  numbers  some  well-considered  remarks  upon  the 

'  subject  of  Poultry.  Why  did  not  the  writer  expose  and  condemn  the  prxclicc,  of  but  too  common 
prevalence  in  this  city,  of  receiving  fowls  at  market  an<frai6ii,  either  in  body  or  crop }  This  is  an 
evil  which  cri<*s  aloud  for  *  reform,'  and  might  have  been  touched  upon  in  its  '  coniicxton'  in  the  ar- 
ticle alluded  to.  We  commend  'The  Farmers'  Library' to  a4$riculturistii  in  every  section  of  the 
country.  There  is  no  farmer,  however  limited  his  means,  who  will  not  in  a  year  dcrit  e  from  its  pages 
twenty  times  the  value  of  the  subscription-price  of  the  work.  .  .  .  We  perceive  that  our  friends 
Painc  and  Busoxm,  John-street,  advertise  for  'present  delivery'  an  attractive  volume,  entitled 

*  Morrio  and  WUHt*  Library  of  Proee  and  Poetry  of  Europe  and  America,*  consisting  of  literary 
gems  and  curiosities;  and  containing  the  choice  and  beautiful  productions  of  many  of  the  most 
popular  writera  of  the  past  and  present  age  {  being  a  rare  and  valuable  work,  for  the  library  or  the 
boudoir,  and  an  elegant  gift-book  for  all  seasons.'  We  have  not  yet  neon  the  volume*,  but  we  have 
Uttle  doubt  that  its  externals  will  be  in  keeping  with  the  richness  of  its  contents,  which  we  have  al- 
ready perused.  .  .  .  '  EUnor  WyUyo,  or  the  Young  Folk  of  Longbridge,'  is  the  title  of  a  late  novel, 
written  by  a  lady,  and  edited  by  i.  FcNiMonx  Coopkr,  Esq.,  who  has  given  his  advice  and  assistance 
in  presenting  the  work  to  the  public,  but  has  extended  neither  to  its  literary  character.  *  ImMgina- 
tion,  feeling,  sound  principles,  and  good  taste,'  are  deemed  to  be  among  its  prominent  character- 
istics. .   .   .    MessBS.  Carst  and  Hakt,  Philadelphia,  have  lately  publi>hod  a  little  volume  entitled 

*  The  Myeieriee  of  the  Bach  Woode;  by  T.  B.  Thobpk.  author  of  'Tom  Owcx,  ike  Bee-Huuter* 
with  engravings  from  original  designs  by  Dabx.et.  Itcontains  sixteen  sketches,  many  of  which  have 
attained  a  wide  popularity.  'The  Wit  of  the  Woods'  we  had  never  before  encountered.  It  is  re- 
plete with  rare  felicities  of  description,  and  has  altogether  the  effect  of  a  fine  i>ainting.  .  .  .  '  The 
OoUem  Rule,  and  Odd-FeUawe*  Family  Compuuion*  is  the  title  of  a  beautifully-executed  weekly 
journal  of  'Popular  Literature,  Instruction  and  Amusement,'  published  by  Mr.  E.  Winchkster,  at 
No.  S4  Ann-street,  New* York.  The  work  has  not  only  a  very  large  list  of  eminent  contributors,  but 
(what  is  perhaps  a  natural  consequence)  a  very  large  list  of  subucriliers.  Its  eui,ruver  is  an  admi- 
rable «rtist|  at  least  if  we  may  judge  from  the  splendid  plate  for  the  new  volume,  which,  although 
■omewhat  crowded,  is  nevertheless  a  most  charming  composition,  embodying  to  the  eye,  in  a  most 
Iblicitous  manner,  the  principles  as  it  were  of  the  benevolent  society  of  Odd  Fellows.  We  com- 
pmd  '  Tha  Qolden  Rntk'  cordially  to  our  readers. 
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POETRY  AND    LITERATURE    OF   THE    SLAVONIANS. 


BT      IfAJOX     O.      TOOKMAV. 


Ths  northern  and  eastern  part  of  Europe  was  formerly  inhabited 
by  more  than  one  hundred  tribes  and  nations,  all  of  whom  were 
known  by  the  general  appellation  ofSlaunanie,  and  sometimes  Slouh 
ianie.  Both  these  terms  seem  to  have  an  equally  plausible  etymo- 
logy. Slawianie  is  derived  from  their  word  Slawa,  (fame  or  glory,) 
which  these  nations  and  tribes,  often  victorious  over  other  people, 
did  not  hesitate  to  bestow  on  themselves.  Slounanie  aeain,  might 
be  derived  from  Slawo,  (word)  —  and  these  would  signify  a  people 
that  has  words,  that  is,  an  intelligible  speech.  The  other  nations 
which  did  not  speak  their  language,  did  not,  in  their  estimation, 
have  any  language  at  all.  On  the  ground  of  such  absurd  notions 
of  ancient  times,  their  nearest  neighbors,  the  Germans,  were  called 
Niemey,  which  in  their  vernacular  tongue  signifies  a  people  that  is 
dumb,  or  has  no  speech.  The  traces  of  patriarchal  government 
prevailed  among  those  nations  longer  than  in  other  parts  of  Eu- 
rope. The  feudal  system  which  in  other  countries  changed  men 
into  serfs,  but  very  late  introduced  servitude  among  them.  The 
Germans  were  the  first  propagators  of  this  humiliating  system. 
Having  subdued  several  small  tribes,  they  changed  them  into  serfs ; 
distorted  the  name  of  Slawianie  or  Sloimanie  into  Slaven  or  Sdaven, 
which  means  in  their  language  slaves ;  and  thus  avenged  them- 
selves for  being  called  Niemcy,  the  dumb  people.  The  descendants 
of  the  aforesaid  people  are  known  to  the  world  at  the  present  day  by 
the  general  appellation  of  ^^  82avo»fafira^e,  which  appellation  seems 
to  derive  its  origin  from  the  Slavonian  word  slawa,  (fame  or  glory) 
—  the  hostile  translation  of  it  by  the  ignorant  scribblers  of  the  Sla- 
vonian language  and  its  etymology  notwithstanding.  The  language 
of  the  Slavonians,  which  at  tnis  day  is  spoken  by  more  than 
eighty-five  millions  of  people  in  Europe,  seems  to  have  been  ori- 
ginally one  and  the  same  throughout  Slavonia ;  at  least,  more  so 
than  it  is  now.  The  more  ancient  the  documents  are,  the  more  ob- 
vious is  the  similarity  of  its  origin.    Although  ages  have  scattered 
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the  SlavonianB  in  difTerent  directions  and  over  various  climates, 
and  introduced  changes  into  their  common  language,  sometimes 
with  an  intermixture  of  words  of  a  foreign  stock  ;  still  with  a  little 
attention,  a  native  can  acquire  and  understand  them  all,  without 
difficulty.  The  leading  Slavonian  dialects  are :  the  Polish,  the 
Russian,  the  Bohemian  and  the  Moravian.  The  dawn  of  the  Sla- 
vonian literature  commences,  like  that  of  other  nations,  with  poeti- 
cal compositions.  The  aboriginal  or  traditional  poetry  is  common 
to  all  the  Slavonians ;  and  its  character  and  genius  may  be  ex- 
pressed in  these  few  lines : 

'  Its  imiles  appear 

More  moumftil  far  than  many  a  tear ;  * 

Voice*  moat  fenUe,aail  and  low, 

WhoM  happiest  tones  still  breathe  of  wo ; 

As  in  the  ancient  Scottish  airs, 

Even  Joy  the  sovnd  of  sorrow  wears.* 

The  bards,  whom  the  Slavonians  called  piewcy^  or  singers,  Were 
very  numerous  among  them.  They  are  recorded  to  have  received 
from  the  gods  the  gift  of  song,  and  to  have  been  beloved  by  them. 
They  were  therefore  held  in  great  esteem,  and  their  persons  sa- 
cred and  inviolable.  They  performed  reli^ous  rites,  were  me- 
diators among  their  princes,  mid  judees  and  instructors  among  the 
people.  They  do  not  seem  to  have  lived  in  fixed  abodes,  but  went 
n'om  tribe  to  tribe  to  perform  their  avocations.  They  carried  along 
with  them  a  sort  of  musical  harp,  which  they  called  guda.  Its 
sonorous  strain  rang  in  the  villages  and  hamlets  scattered  over  the 
extensive  plains  of  Slavonia,  and  often  reechoed  among  the  Carpa- 
thian mountains,  and  along  the  banks  of  the  Vistula.  If  the  au- 
thority of  Toland's  history  of  the  Druids  is  to  be  trusted,  the  Celtic 
bards  borrowed  their  harps  from  their  Scythian  fellow-minstrels ; 
and  according  to  the  historical  researches,  the  Scythians  may  be 
identified  with  the  Slavonians. 

Other  duties  of  these  bards  were  to  celebrate  their  princes  and 
the  heroes  of  their  country.  They  were  therefore  their  companions 
in  their  journeys  and  warlike  expeditions,  and  occupied  honorable 
places  at  their  tables.  Often  they  were  employed  in  embassies  to 
foreign  countries  :  they  were  then  spoken  of  by  foreign  writers  as 
coming  upon  such  errands  firom  a  peaceful  people,  who  disliked 
hostilities,  and  were  peculiarly  fond  of  music  and  poetry.  Their 
skill  and  amenity  in  song  often  gained  them  a  hospitable  reception 
in  the  train  of  foreign  princes.  Atila,  the  barbarous  king  of  the 
Huns,  and  the  scourge  of  the  world,  after  a  battle  in  which  he  was 
victorious  over  the  Slavonians,  ordered  two  bards  into  his  presence. 
They  sang  to  him  in  the  Slavonian  tongue  the  praises  of  their  heroes 
and  feats  of  war.  On  hearing  their  enchanting  strains,  all  the  chiefii 
melted  into  tears.;  nor  indeed  did  the  iron  heart  of  Atila  remain 
unmoved.  With  a  gloomy  sadness  in  his  look,  he  is  said  to  have 
taken  his  son  on  his  knee,  and  passed  his  callous  .hand  over  the 
tender  cheeks  of  the  infant. 

Time,  which  is  so  continually  changing  the  &ce  of  thinffs,  at 
length  effected  a  change  in  the  Slavonian  poetry.     The  abolition  of 
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the  democratical  governments,  which  once  prevailed  over  all  the 
Slavonian  countrieB ;  the  troubles  among  their  petty  princes,  and 
the  increase  of  their  autocratic  power,  combined  with  other  circum- 
stances influencing  the  state  of  society,  acted  injuriously  on  poetry ; 
for,  having  reduced  man  and  all  his  interests  to  a  fluctuating  condi- 
tion, and  subjected  him  to  the  capricious  disposal  of  arbitrary 
power,  they  also  oppressed  the  mind,  the  sentiments,  and  the  ima- 
gination; and  thus,  as  in  all  other  countries,  the  same  causes  intro- 
ducing dread  and  servility  into  human  existence,  spread  universal 
darkness  and  mental  incapacity.  An  interruption,  or  rather  a 
dreary  blank  of  mental  exertion  ensued,  which  predominated  for 
many  centuries  in  the  literary  annals  of  that  extensive  nation.  The 
zeal  of  the  primitive  Christian  preachers  contributed  also  to  pro- 
duce the  same  effect.  Apostolic  eagerness  in  those  times  could 
tolerate  no  song,  no  poetry  except  a  liturgy ;  the  native  and  free 
effusions  of  the  human  heart  were  checked  and  silenced  as  impure 
and  degrading  to  the  lips  of  a  Christian.  Nevertheless,  Joy  often 
broke  asunder  the  fetters  of  Fear,  and  emboldened  the  neophytes 
to  give  freedom  to  their  thoughts ;  and  then  human  life  again  be*- 
came  an  ecstacy  of  poetry  and  song.  Hence  in  those  Slavonian 
countries  where  political  and  spiritual  powers  were  least  oppres- 
sive, the  holy  rites  of  ancient  times  may  even  now  be  seen,  and 
the  heathen  song,  either  pure  and  free,  or  interspersed  with  Christ- 
ian ideas,  rings  amid  the  peasantry,  thrilling  their  bosoms  with 
mysterious  power. 

These  last  phenomena  chiefly  appear  on  certain  occasions,  which 
in  the  former  existence  of  the  nation  it  hallowed  for  its  festivals. 
Thus,  in  the  night,  at  the  Summer  solstice,  you  can  see  in  all  the 
Slavonian  countries  large  flres  burning  in  the  fields  or  on  the  banks 
of  the  rivers :  these  bonfires  are  kindled  with  what  is  called  a  pure 
or  holy  fire,  elicited  by  rubbing  pieces  of  dry  woods.  The  youth 
dance  around,  and  leap  over  its  blazipg  flames,  and  the  village 
maidens  kindle  at  it  wax  tapers,  which,  entwined  with  floating 
wreaths  of  wild  flowers,  they  send  down  the  currents  of  the  streams. 
From  the  rapidity  or  slowness  of  their  progress  they  predict  for 
themselves  the  speedier  or  later  fulfilment  of  their  hopes.  On  such 
occasions  they  are  in  the  habit  of  singing  old  songs,  some  of  them 
so  antiquated  that  their  meaning  has  been  lost  in  the  lapse  of  ages ; 
but  the  very  mysteriousness  of  the  words  heightens  the  hopes 
which  they  reveal  in  their  anxious  bosoms.  This  custom  seems  to 
point  to  the  worship  of  the  sun,  common  to  the  Eastern  nations, 
which  the  ancient  Slavonians  transmitted  to  their  posterity.  A 
similar  custom  prevailed  also  among  the  Celts.  In  some  Druidical 
festivals  these  fires  were  kindled  on  the  heights:  they  were  es- 
teemed holy  fires,  and  the  people  used  to  drive  their  cattle  through 
their  smoke,  in  order  to  prevent  the  effects  of  ill-luck  or  witchcraft. 

Just  before  the  sunset  of  a  fine  autumn  day,  you  will  often  meet 
ii  crowd  of  both  sexes,  old  and  young,  going  to  the  dwelling  of  the 
landlord,  (called  the  white  hall,)  singing  a  solemn  song  of  rural 
music.    They  are  reapers,  and  celebrate  with  joy  die  festival  of 
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karvest-bome.  At  tbe  bead  of  the  crowd  are  two  maideDS,  the 
reigning  beauties  of  tbe  village ;  each  of  them  crowned  with  a 
wreath — the  one  of  wheat,  the  other  of  rye ;  both  interwoven  with 
a  great  variety  of  flowera.  In  front  of  the  white  ball  they  offer  to 
their  landlord  and  landlady  these  symbols  of  the  wealth  of  the  fruit- 
ful soil,  and  pronounce  a  blessing  appropriate  to  the  occasion.  To 
this  succeed  the  recitations  of  stanzas  of  poetry  composed  by  the 
peasants  themselves,  and  then  a  national  round  dance.  The  land- 
lord leads  the  dance  vrith  one  of  the  rustic  Floras  ;  the  guests  and 
the  peasants  follow  him ;  and  thus  in  mirth  and  jollity,  true  to  their 
rural  chieftain,  •  heart  and  hand,'  they  drink,  sing,  and  dance  away 
the  whole  night;  the  starry  blue  heavens  over  their  heads,  the 
green  turf  under  their  feet : 

*  4  crowd  that  mAt, 

Truuferred  to  caovan,  giv*  the  world  deligrhL* 

Sometimes  at  midnight  you  may  espy  the  village  maidens  stealing 
to  the  hallowed  fountains.  There  you  will  perchance  hear  the  plain- 
tive music  of  ancient  song, 

'like  the  sweet  Sooth 

That  breathe*  upon  a  bank  of  Tioleta,* 

chanted  in  a  low,  whispering,  tremulous  voice  f  but  yet  too  loud  not 
to  be  heard  through  tne  elastic  air  of  dewy  night.  You  will  hear 
the  fair  musicians  holding  converse  with  the  murmuring  waters, 
sighing  to  them  the  secrets  of  their  hearts,  asking  their  counsel ; 
and  then  returning  home,  consoled  with  the  thought  that  thus  they 
have  removed  the  dark  veil  of  ^turity. 

One  of  these  old  customs  predominates  over  all  others  amone 
the  Slavonian  peasantry.  The  wedded  party  go  to  church  and 
return  from  it,  accompanied  with  music  and  song :  the  songs  used 
on  this  occasion  bear  an  undeniable  stamp  of  remote  antiquity ; 
apostrophizing  oflen  the  moon  and  stars,  with  frequent  repetition  of 
Lada,  the  ancient  Slavonian  goddess  of  love.  The  bride  wears  on 
her  head  a  wreath  of  evergreen,  and  in  songs  is  praised  as  a  queen. 
Banners  floating  in  the  breeze  are  carried  before  her,  and  amidst 
shouts  of  joy,  she  proceeds  with  her  bride-groom  to  the  White 
Hall  to  receive  from  the  landlord  the  patriarchal  blessings  and 
wedding  presents. 

Such  solemnities,  being  always  accompanied  with  a  variety  of 
suitable  songs,  furnish  conclusive  evidence  that  there  is  much  tradi- 
tional poetry  circulating  among  the  Slavonian  peasantry.  This 
poetry  is  generally  either  amorous  or  heroic;  its  subjects  being  love 
and  glory  ;  but  the  Love  and  Glory  of  times  that  are  no  more,  and 
over  whose  graves  a  mourning  spirit  strikes  his  magic  string; 
sometimes  bold,  sometimes  gentle,  but  generally  in  a  slow  and  mel- 
ancholy strain.  This  'joy  of  grieP  is  common  to  all  nations,  whose 
deeds  as  well  as  existence  are  '  of  yore  ;'  whose  glory  is  a  pleasing 
dream  of  the  past,  and  whose  active  life  we  only  see  upon  the  dead 
pages  of  history.  The  richest  and  finest  collections  of  this  kind  of 
poetry  have  as  yet  been  made  among  the  Slavonian  tribes  under  the 
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Turkish  government  Their  easy  life  in  a  mild  and  temperate  cli- 
mate disposes  them  for  poetical  pastimes,  more  than  their  northern 
brethren,  whose  habitations,  the  nearer  they  approach  to  the  frozen 
regions,  may  be  said  to  be  more  closely  Wrapt  in  silence.  Some  of 
the  pieces  coming  from  this  source  are  of  exquisite  beauty,  and 
were  valued  and  thought  worthy  of  beingtranslated  by  such  accom- 
plished men  as  Herder  and  Goethe.  'The  wife  of  Assan'  may  un- 
doubtedly  be  considered  as  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of  elegiac 
traditional  poetry.  It  has  been  translated  into  almost  all  the  Eu- 
ropean languages  :  *IAlnua*  or  the  Prmceu*  Tahle*  a  Bohemian  tale, 
is  another  piece  well-known  to  the  readers  of  the  '  Northern  Anti- 
quarian.' Lord  BvRoN  also,  in  making  our  Mazeppa  the  hero  of 
one  of  his  poems,  has  not  in  the  least  cramped  his  imagination.  Its 
wildness  has  rather  been  gratified,  by  ranging  over  the  boundless 
plains  of  Ukrania. 

Touching  on  the  borders  of  wilder  and  loftier  poetry,  chanted  in 
simple  and  artless  songs,  we  distinguish  it  rather  by  the  name  of 
popular  than  traditional ;  because  it  has  its  birth  and  is  fostered  in 
the  bosoms  of  one  particular  people,  and  flows  more  from  the  human 
heart  than  from  historical  events,  which  last  are  the  only  element  of 
a  traditional  poetry.  The  standard  for  estimating  the  popularity  of 
any  poetry,  is  however  very  uncertain  j  and  it  may  even  be  affirmed, 
by  surveying  all  the  poetry  upon  record,  that  few  of  those  who  un- 
dertook die  difficult  task  of  becoming  popular,  have  been  successful ; 
and  in  general,  nations  can  boast  of  more  national  than  popular 
poetry.  The  cause  of  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  subject  matter  of  the 
two.  Popular  poetry  deals  exclusively  with  the  universal  feelings 
of  a  particular  people.  National  poetry  is  not  so  strictly  confined 
to  what  is  peculiar  to  one  single  people ;  but  may  at  pleasure  en- 
large its  range,  and  admit  subjects  of^  foreign  origin,  by  fashioning 
them  to  the  ready  apprehension  of  the  reading  public.  It  only  re- 
quires a  happy  choice.  Milton's  '  Paradise  Lost,'  Bcjtler's  *  Hudi- 
bras,'  Wordsworth's  '  Excursion,'  in  each  of  which  productions  a 
great  variety  of  extraneous  knowledge  is  introduced,  are  not  on  that 
account  less  excellent  monuments  of  English  national  poetry. 

Agreeably  to  this  general  principle,  the  most  popular  of  all 
Scottish  poets  is  undoubtedly  Burns,  and  the  most  national.  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  Lord  Byron,  embodying  in  his  poems  the  most 
extraneous  elements,  may  with  reason  be  called  a  universal  poet, 
who  having  little  that  is  English,  except  the  laneua^e,  belongs  to  all 
countries  and  nations ;  and  in  consequence  of  this  quality  of  his 
works,  he  is  more  read  and  more  relished  on  the  continent  of  Eu- 
rope than  any  other  modem  poet. 

in  directing  the  reader's  attention  toward  Poland,  a  nation  of  the 
Slavonian  race,  we  find  an  •immense  number  of  original  authors 
in  the  class  of  national  poets,  as  Krasicki,  Karpinski,  Wezyk, 
WoRONicz,  NiEMCEWicz,  otc. ;  but  those  of  the  popular  class,  such 
as  Burns  and  Ramsat  in  Scotland,  and  Bloomfield  and  Crabbe  in 
England,  are  comparatively  few :  the  whole  amount  of  the  popular 
PoUsh  poetry  might,  indeed,  be  comprised  in  a  few  lyrical  pieces  of 
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Kniazenin,  Kaepinski,  Brodzinski  and  Mickizwicz  ;  not  forget^ 
tinfl:  however, 

'M«ayAMi«ofol4mtiiM, 

Of  rude  wraj,  and  air  anbUoM  { 

Thoaf  b  loBf  on  dma't  dark  whlrpool  toaf  *d, 

Tka  ao^  ia  a«Ted,  iko  bard  ia  loaL' 

This  last  class  of  popular  poetry  is  not  however  exclusivelv 
Polish.  It  belongs  to  all  the  Slavonian  tribes  and  nations  :  it  took 
firm  hold  of  the  memory  of  the  common  people,  and  is  remembered 
with  delight  and  enthusiasm  in  all  the  Slavonian  countries.  It  is  a 
rich  treasure  to  the  modem  Slavonian  poet.  The  simple  and  art- 
less song  of  a  Servian  shepherd  may  awaken  his  feelings  of  inno- 
cence, and  harmonize  his  inspirations  to  the  praise  of  an  Arcadian 
life  and  happiness.  The  lofher  and  more  solemn  theme  of  a  Mor- 
lachian  improvisator  may  enlarge  his  mind  and  embolden  his  imagi- 
nation to  break  forth  into  a  majestic  epic  song :  the  tender,  cheerml 
and  lovely  stanzas  of  a  sprightly  Cracovian  youth  may  teach  him^ 
in  pleasing  pastime,  to  extol  the  beailty  and  charms  of  her  who  is  so 
lovely  and  dear  to  his  heart :  the  simple  and  mournful  ditties  {dMmy) 
of  the  Cossacks  of  Ukrania,  like  the  Scottish  historical  ballads,  may 
furnish  him  with  materials  for  drawing  a  diversified  picture  of  the 
manners  of  the  patriarchal  life,  and  the  passions  of  the  primeval 
state  of  human  society.  In  surveying,  however,  the  fate  of  ancient 
popular  poetry  of  all  nations,  it  may  be  asserted  that  it  has  survived 
only  in  Scotland,  Ireland,  and  in  the  Slavonian  countries.  Among 
other  nations  which  could  once  boast  of  possessing  it,  we  find  it  now 
entirely  silenced  and  forgotten. 

But  this  poetry  of  the  Celtic  and  Slavonic  races  are  in  their 
nature  widely  different,  although  both  spring  from  the  same  source, 
the  sensibility  of  the  human  heart,  whicn  is  common  to  all  mankind. 
This  difference  is  to  be  accounted  for  by  the  diversity  of  the  climates 
and  natural  situation  of  these  respective  countries.  Man  stands  in 
a  closer  connection  with  the  whole  of  nature  than  he  is  willing  to 
admit,  or  is  himself  conscious.  At  the  important  moments  ^en 
passions  and  affections  are  aroused  in  his  bosom,  he  almost  instinc* 
tively  addresses  himself  to  the  nearest  objects,  and  in  the  depths  of 
his  secret  and  unrevealed  self,  makes  them  participate  in  his  joys 
and  his  sorrows :  in  strong  and  violent  emotions,  ne  casts  himself 
on  the  bosom  of  surrounding  nature,  and  tingres  his  own  feelings 
with  the  hues  in  which  he  is  wrapt ;  while  in  the  state  of  mind  more 
passive  than  active,  he  receives  impressions  from  without,  and  allows 
external  objects  to  be  reflected  in  the  mirror  of  his  soul,  where  they 
become  the  plastic  elements  of  his  fancies  and  reveries.  Hence 
the  deep  and  solitary  glens  amid  the  mountains  are  the  appropriate 
resorts  of  corroding  grief;  the  mists  and  clouds  that  hang  over  the 
mountain's-brow,  overshadowing  the  Valleys  beneath,  are  apt  to 
damp  the  spirit  of  joy,  and  deaden  even  its  mstinctive  propensity  to 
cheerfulness  :  the  mountain  torrent  foaming  in  cataracts  makes  the 
heart  of  the  injured  and  prostrated  soul  feel  resistless,  and  increases 
it  in  strength  and  elevates  it  in  boldness ;  the  same  torrent  again 
stealing  smoothly  and  silently  along  through  a  level  and  enamraed 
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meadow,  miebt  perhaps,  have  compoeed  the  grieved  mind  to  peace 
and  resignaUon.  Like  an  eagle  from  the  mountain  top,  the  moun- 
taineer rushes  on  his  prey,  whUe  the  inhabitant  of  the  low  country 
is  of  a  meek,  a  peaceful  disposition,  more  disposed  to  endure  than 
to  resent,  to  submit  than  to  suodue ;  because  Nature  does  not  address 
herself  to  him  in  the  language  of  boldness  and  energy,  but  in  that 
of  calmness  and  gentleness,  soothing  his  passions  and  moderating 
his  temper. 

Hence  it  is  also,  that  the  moaning  winds  at  dead  of  nieht,  iilline 
the  imagination  with  hosts  of  spirits ;  the  moon  looking  oale  througn 
her  watery  halo,  as  if  mourning  over  the  souls  which  Ossian  repre- 
sents riding  on  the  unwieldy  images  of  clouds,  and  the  immensity  of 
the  stormy  ocean,  lifting  its  blue  waves  in  endless  perspective  ;  as 
objects  in  themselves  grand  and  sublime,  are  fitted  to  awaken  the 
strongest  emotions ;  by  lending  to  the  mind  their  own  gigantic  fea- 
ture§,  elevating  the  affections  of  milder  nature,  and  magnifying  the 
whole  scale  of  feeline  and  expression.  And  it  is  from  no  other 
cause  but  this  mysterious  blending  and  union  of  the  human  soul 
with  the  external  world,  that  the  poems  of  Ossian  have  derived  not 
only  their  superior  beauty  and  harmonious  effect,  but  also  their 
characteristic  peculiarities,  indicating  that  their  birth-place  cannot 
possibly  be  any  other  country  than  Caledonia.  Whatever  criticism 
may  say  concerning  their  antiquity,  the  peculiar  spirit  which  breathes 
through  them  points  distinctly  to  their  native  land  as  the  only  re- 
gion mat  could  nave  given  origin  to  such  a  kind  of  poetry. 

Who  will  deny  that  there  is  a  common  feeling  of  what  is  charm- 
ing and  bea.utiful,  which  pervades  all  sensitive  bosoms  1  This  feel- 
ing, when  awakened  by  reading  Ossian's  poems,  bears  stronger  testi- 
mony in  their  favor  than  all  the  doubts  of  antiquaries  can  avau  against 
them.  And  guided  by  this  feeline  rather  than  by  criticism,  a  for* 
eigner  has  learned  to  appreciate  their  true  charms.  Still  however 
he  is  veiling  to  concur  in  the  apotheosis,  calling  Homer  the  Sun, 
Ossian  the  Moon,  and  Shakspeare  the  Star,  fiut  perhaps  more 
expressive  will  be  the  sentiment  of  a  modem  ingemous  critic,  Mr. 
Hazlitt.  In  speaking  of  Ossian  he  says :  '  If  it  were  indeed  possi- 
ble to  show  that  this  writer  was  nothing ;  it  would  only  be  another 
blank  made  in  existence ;  another  void  left  in  the  heart ;  another 
confirmation  of  that  feeling  which  made  him  so  often  repeat : 

*  Roll  on,  ye  dark  brown  years !  — ye  bring  no  joy  on  your  wings 
to  Ossian!" 

If  such  then  be  the  influence  of  external  nature  in  modifying  the 
character  of  poetical  productions,  what  should  naturally  be  the  dis- 
tinguishing features  of  the  Slavonian  poetry  1  What  the  prevalent 
spirit  of  Its  poet  ]  What  the  hue  of  his  sentiments  and  his  lan- 
ffuage  ]  And  if  the  inward  mind,  chamelion-like,  takes  its  color 
from  the  objects  which  nature  has  drawn  around  it,  what  peculiari- 
ties are  we  to  look  for  as  characterizing  his  poetry  1  He  has  no 
ocean  rolling  in  majesty  before  his  eyes,  but  he  has  silent  lakes  with 
a  silvery  expanse,  either  mirrored  before  him,  like  the  peaceful  ease 
of  his  undisturbed  life,  or  occasionally  ruffled  with  passing  whirl- 
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winds,  which,  like  his  misfortunes,  discompose  the  serenity  of  his 
countenance,  but  do  not  utterly  discomfit  him.  His  country  is  al- 
most without  mountains  ;  he  has  therefore  no  precipitous  cliflb,  no 
gloomy  glens,  no  sheltered  coyers ;  but  before  him  lie  boundless 
plains,  moving  with  their  crops,  diversified  with  meadows  of  balmy 
flowers ;  immense  woods  darkening  the  verge  of  his  spacious  hori* 
zon  :  vast  majestic  rivers ;  a  serene  unclouded  azure  sky  expanding 
over  his  head,  and  imparting  to  his  soul  an  infinity  of  thoughts  and 
feelings.  Blending  therefore  his  creative  imagination  with  the  ef- 
fects produced  by  such  external  objects,  through  their  influence  oh 
his  mmd,  he  holds  converse  with  the  mysterious  workings  of  Nature; 
her  elements  become  the  elements  of  his  poetry ;  her  mild  features 
give  mildness  to  his  thoughts  and  gentleness  to  his  expressions  :  his 
poetry,  therefore  is  not,  and  cannot  possibly  be,  sublime ;  it  can  only 
be  beautiful,  like  the  elements  in  the  midst  of  which  it  is  produced. 
Strong  afiections  and  passions,  aroused  violently  in  his  bosom,  may 
indeed  raise  him  at  times  to  loftier  flights;  still  their  manifestations 
are  to  him  unusual  excitements ;  and  the  real  character  of  his  poe- 
try can  only  depend  upon  graces  which  belong  properly  to  a  less 
turbulent  and  a  less  impassioned  soul.  Let  me  adduce,  by  way  of 
explanation,  some  poetical  ideas  of  the  Slavonians.  I  will  give  them 
in  an  abridged  form,  just  as  they  occur  to  my  recollection  : 

A  Slavonian  youth,  dying  on  the  field  of  battle,  calls  to  the  wind, 
and  makes  it  his  messenger  to  his  father,  his  mother,  his  sister,  and 
bids  it  to  tell  them,  that  their  son  and  a  brother  is  asleep  beneath 
the  green  turf,  and  will  return  no  more.  He  then  takes  an  affec- 
tionate farewell  of  his  steed,  and  asks  anxiously,  '  Who  will  hence- 
forth reach  him  his  food  when  hungry,  and  water  him  when  thirsty  V 

A  young  woman,  unhappily  married,  far  from  her  friends  and 
home,  sorrowful  and  desponding,  saunters  in  a  lonely  wood,  ap- 
proaches one  tree  after  another ;  she  calls  them  by  the  tender  names 
of  father,  mother,  brother ;  at  last  finding  no  relief,  she  bitterly^  ex- 
claims, '  Alas  !  these  are  no  father,  no  mother,  no  brother  !' 

A  Bosinian  chief  has  gone  abroad  to  war ;  his  lady  sits  solitary 
in  her  chamber,  and  longs  for  tidings  of  him;  but  who  brings 
tidings  1  The  spirits  of  ill-omen,  the  black-ravens,  which  hover  at 
her  window,  and  which  she  fears  to  address,  when  addressed,  an- 
swer her,  that  they  come  from  the  field  of  battle,  that  they  have 
picked  out  the  eyes  of  her  beloved  husband,  and  feasted  on  the 
corses  of  his  slain  army. 

A  Slavonian  maiden,  like  another  Dijanira,  asks  the  rising  sun  to 
tell  her  news  of  her  lover.  A  lover  approaching  his  love,  is  repre- 
sented as  a  pale  moon  gliding  on  to  a  bright  star. 

Let  me  add  one  or  two  specimens  of  the  Slavonian  poetical 
ideas  in  Polish  verses,  with  a  translation  of  the  same  into  English 
prose : 

'  Kosci  na  pobojowisku,'  which  means  *  The  honet  en  the  field  t^ 
battle :' 

'Goscro,  CO  natych  polach,  widxin  koici  lita, 
A  Ziemia  ich  swoieini  grobr  nieacscila— * 
Nie  Ihuyue,  i  toe  yrob  riafchetny  bywa, 
Kofo  eoota  ottMia,  a  mabo  prayrkjnra.' 
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Thaveller  !  at  the  sight  of  these  bones  bleaching  in  the  sun, 
and  nncovered  by  earth,  cease  thy  pity !  Ours  is  a  glorious  grave : 
we  are  shrouded  in  yirtue,  and  entombed  by  the  vault  of  Heaven.    * 

ZWLOKI  ZOLNI£RZA. 

'  Za  Qjresysn«i  w  Oytnyvai^  sabiQr  n*  wmIioi, 
Nio  mnia  slamii^  ia  siemie  swem  etelam  przsnralan^ 
Day  awladactwo  Oycsyano  jako  tie  miloie, 
Nie  Bbiafam,  1  po  ■raierci  twych  graaie  piluola.' 

TEX   SOLSIEB  BLAIN  POB  EI8  COUNTRY. 

For  my  country  I  fought ;  for  my  country  I  fell ;  the  earth  covers 
not  my  body,  but  my  body  the  earth.  Witness,  oh  !  my  land !  the 
love  I  bear  thee !  I  never  fled  the  foe  when  alive,  and  still  guard 
thy  firontieiB  when  dead. 

ORACZ   Z  SKOWBOMECZEK. 

'  JvtE  spiewBflS  •kowroneexkui  Joz  tex  i  ja  orae, 
ObttdWa  DBfl  w  robocie,  iedno  widai  xoraa ;-~ 
Bof  pomos  ■kowronecskn,  dodaway  nadsieje, 
I  dHa  eiebie  ja  rasam  i  dla  liabie  aieje.' 

THE  PLO0GHMAM  AND  THE  LABK, 

Thou  singest,  my  sweet  lark,  and  I  too  begin  to  plough.  The 
dawn  and  the  twilight  find  us  both  at  our  labor.  Thee  at  thy  song, 
tne  atmy  plough.  Qod  prosper  thee,  sweet  songstress !  dost  thou  also 
wish  me  success  1     It  is  for  thee  as  well  as  for  me  that  I  sow. 

The  following  is  a  translation  from  our  poet  Mickiewicz,  and 
bears  a  very  strong  mark  of  the  Slavonian  origin : 

THE  PRIMB08X. 

BOABCBLT  iu  haaveiily  Mnf 

The  lark  had  suiig  to  lovert. 

When  from  its  folden  coven 
The  int  tweet  primroae  aprang. 

*  Too  early  my  flower,  said  I ; 

The  wind  of  the  north  vet  blow% 

The  bill!  are  white  with  nowi, 
And  the  frovee  are  not  grown  dry. 

Under  thy  parent  item 

Cover  thy  petals  bright 

Before  the  dew  of  night 
To  pearl  hat  changed  them. 

Our  days,  «aid  the  lovely  flower, 

Are  like  the  intecta  bright ; 

Our  birth  it  at  mominc  light, 
And  our  death  at  mid-day  hour. 

And  if  you  would  deck  your  bowers. 
Or  send  to  her  you  love, 
*  A  gift  your  faith  to  proves 

Oh  I  gather  the  lovely  ifowers  I 

The  following  may  not  be  considered  unworthy  of  Shakspearb 
himself: 

'  LsAif  thee,  my  love,  on  my  arm : 
I  will  gase  on  thy  bosom  till  the  dawn  awake  thee.' 

The  same  poet,  describing  a  warlike  movement,  says  : 
'  The  chief^  rushed  onward  against  the  foe,  like  the  dark  cloud 
that  rolls  toward  the  sea.     Like  a  wolf  he  ran  through  the  open 
field ;  like  a  fox  through  the  dark  woods ;  like  a  falcon  he  darted 
VOL.  zzvn.  14 
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across  the  nmid  streams.  In  the  foaming  vapor  of  his  war-horse 
the  sun  and  the  moon  stood  eclipsed.  No  beam  of  the  bright  world 
•  was  to  be  seen.' 

But  beside  these  outward  objects,  there  are  yet  some  other  ele- 
ments influencing  the  spirit  of  poetry  of  all  liations,  such  as  the 
ancient  mythology,  phantoms,  superstitions,  a  particular  form  of 
government,  the  prevalence  of  chivalry,  and  the  events  of  the  re- 
formation. The  last  three  elements  may  be  considered  as  inciden- 
tal, appearing  and  disappearing  like  a  ntshion  of  the  day ;  and  it 
may  be  affirmed  that  the  order  of  chivalry  never  existed  among  the 
Slavonians,  and  the  reformation  reached  only  Poland  and  Bohemia. 
The  popalar  Slavonian  poetry  has  therefore  been  very  little  affected 
by  either.  It  blossomed  freely  under  the  genial  influence  of  the 
country's  climate  and  landscape.  But  mythology,  phantoms  and 
superstitions  seem  to  enter  into  the  essence  of  the  poetry  of  all 
countries,  and  have  a  share  in  determining  their  peculiar  character- 
istics. During  the  course  of  successive  centuries,  mankind,  strug- 
gling from  darkness  to  light,  were  subjected  to  the  delusions  of 
various  moral  diseases ;  and  this,  acting  on  the  minds  of  the  people 
with  all  the  force  of  truth,  oflen  assumed  over  them  the  authonlr 
of  ruling  principles ;  and  by  regulating  thus  their  conscience  and 
their  actions,  exercised  a  strong  influence  on  their  poetry.  Of  the 
changes  which  such  causes  are  fitted  to  produce,  we  are  fully  con- 
vinced from  the  poetry  of  Greece  and  Rome,  in  which  they  consti- 
tute not  only  their  ground-work,  but  also  the  loftiest  part  of  their 
superstructure.  The  poetry  of  these  two  nations  cannot  be  even 
understood  unless  their  mydbology  is  studied.  The  mutual  relation 
and  bond  of  union  is  so  strong  between  them,  that  about  a  century 
ago  it  gave  occasion  to  the  strange  question  among  the  learned  of 
France,  *  whether  the  origin  of  poetry  was  in  mythology,  or  that  of 
mythology  in  poetry  1'  And  as  modem  poetry  was  considered  to 
be  remarkably  inferior  to  the  classic,  '  whether  poetry  without  my- 
tholo^  could  exist  at  all  V 

This  last  question  can  now  admit  of  no  farther  doubt.  It  has 
been  solved  by  various  poetical  works  which  have  since  been  pro- 
duced, and  which  are  acknowledged  to  be  excellent,  although  my- 
thology has  not  in  the  least  contributed  thereto.  Mind  is  now 
guided  by  intellect  and  deep  feeling,  which  having  superseded  both 
Mythology  and  its  immediate  daughter,  Allegory,  have  become  the 
fountains  of  modem  poetry,  and  constitute  its  principal  charms. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  still  a  ruling  principle  that  the  productions  spring- 
ing from  ancient  mythology,  phantoms  and  superstitions,  might 
'ibniish  rich  materials  as  well  as  machinery  for  modem  poetry,  4ind 
spare  the  creative  genius  the  labor  of  invention.  The  Slavoniatts 
had  their  own  mythology,  phantoms  and  superstitions ;  History 
overlooked  them  as  unworthy  of  her  proud  pages ;  but  traditional 
and  popular  songs  gave  th^si  a  hospitable  snelter  among  the  pea- 
santry. These  songs,  and  the  ideas  flowing  from  the  causes  above 
hinted  «t,  portray  an  image  of  the  spiritual  and  moral  existence  of 
the  depart«d«atiOQ8 :  they  ape,  as  Hsbdi»  has  well  expMsaed  it. 
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'the  Boul  of  the  people;'  and  as  they  often  enrich  the  imagination 
of  modem  poets,  let  me  advert  to  some  specimens  of  this  kind. 

A  SlayoBian  conjures  from  the  mysterious  recesses  of  his  bosom 
such  iancied  beings  as  Dola  and  Tueha^  (Destiny  and  Sorrow,)  who, 
not  unlike  the  Nemeses,  come  to  seat  themselves  by  the  side  of  the 
unfortunate  ;  remind  him  of  his  past  misdeeds,  and  torment  him  in 
hia  sorrow.  They  are  represented  to  be  females,  who,  to  sharpen 
his  remorse,  never  approach  him  singly,  but  always  three  together, 
Hke  the  JEschylian  three-'shaped  Moiras  and  Eryunes,  goddesses  of 
Betribution  and  Punishment. 

A  Slavonian  fancies  himself  to  be  surrounded  by  a  fairy  world  of 
his  own,  peopled  either  by  innocent  beiuffs,  such  as  his  '  ViUu,* 
a  kind  ol  Nymphs  inhabiting  the  mountams  and  dispersing  the 
clouds,  (somewhat  resembling  the  Scottish  brownies  and  kelpies,) 
believed  to  be  of  a  harmless  and  cheerfu^  disposition ;  or  he  calls 
up  the  hideous  and  malignant  phantoms,  known  by  the  name  of 
V  ampires,  who  are  supposed  to  be  the  bodies  of  the  dead  risen 
from  their  graves  at  midnight  to  haunt  the  habitations  of  the  living, 
and  to  drain  the  fountain  of  their  life  by  sucking  out  their  blood. 
Sometimes  he  brings  before  his  sickly  imagination  the  Manu,  who, 
by  a  strange  coincidence,  bear  the  same  name  and  meaning  with 
the  Scottish  and  English  Nightmare,  and  in  the  same  way  are  held 
to  molest  those  who  sleep ;  a  coincidence  which  seems  to  imply  a 
common  origin. 

Lord  Btron,  in  his  '  Giaour,'  has  described  in  a  very  energetic 
Banner  such  phantoms  as  the  Vampires ;  the  imprecations  of  the 
Moslem  upon^the  Christian  conqueror  could  never  have  been  more 
dreadfully  pronounced : 

*  Bcv  fine,  on  earth  h  V|inplre  Mat, 
Tbjr  cotM  ihaU  from  iU  lomb  bo  root ; 
Then  ebastly  haunt  thy  native  place. 
And  rack  the  blood  or\n  thy  race  I 
There  from  thy  douffhter,  euter,  wilh, 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life, 
,  Yet  loathe  the  baaqaet  which  perforce 

Muat  feed  thy  lirid  living  corse ; 
Wet  with  thine  own  beet  blood  ehall  drip 
Thy  gnashing  tnoth  and  haggard  lip, 
Then  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go!  and  with  Oouk  and  Afrits  rave  I' 

Nor  does  this  superstitious  imaginatioli  stop  here.  An  incapacity 
to  perceive  the  connection  betwixt  causes  and  effects  in  many  places 
leads  the  people  to  ascribe  all  unexpected  events  to  the  supernatu- 
ral agency  of  witches,  who  are  uipposed  sometimes  to  make  secret 
conclaves  with  one  another  on  Mount  Bald,  whither  they  journey 
through  the  air  on  wooden  shovels  and  broom-sticks,  amidst  storms 
and  whirlwinds.  Thursday  evenings  are  the  most  dreaded,  as 
seasons  for  tlwse  apparitions.  Superstitions  of  this  nature  are  pre- 
vailing, evQu  at  this  day,  among  some  Slavonian  tribes  living  under 
ik%  Turkish  government,  in  Hungaiy  and  in  some  parts  of  Ger- 
many. Their  villages  are  supposed  to  be  inhabited  by  witches 
without  numbers;  they  are  doing  numberless  acts  of  mischief;  by 
their  mysterious  spells  they  are  believed  to  bring  mischao^e  and 
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I  ~~      ^ " 

disease  upon  the  inhabitants ;  some  distribute  antidotes  for  avert- 
ing calamity ;  some  have  the  power  of  blighting  the  cattle  with 
distempers,  and  making  children  ill  by  the  charm  of  their  evil  eye. 
Others  initiate  maidens  into  the  secrets  of  fascinating  the  youths, 
"and  predict  to  them  their  future  fortunes. 

During  the  Middle  Atos  similar  superstitions  and  credulity  held 
such  strong  possession  of  the  minds  ot  the  people  as  to  cause  them 
to  entertain  an  implacable  aversion  to  every  thmg  like  science,  and 
to  all  who  were  engaged  in  cultivating  it.  All  knowledge,  especi- 
ally in  the  physical  branch,  was  supposed  to  be  the  offspring  of  the 
^  Black  Art,'  and  the  immediate  gift  of  the  '  Evil  Spirit.'  This  con- 
tagious chain  of  errors  appears  to  have  pervaded  all  countries, 
manifesting  itself  every  where  under  the  respective  national  colors. 
The  reader  is  accmainted  with  Goethe's  '  jbr,  Faustut'  and  Lord 
Byron's  ^Mawfred.^  '^\^^1  seem  to  claim  a  kindred  alliance  with 
our  TwARDowsKi.  This  last  was  a  Polish  nobleman,  and  is  said  to 
have  made  a  contract  with  the  devil.  As  a  nobleman  he  could  not 
submit  to  sign  the  compact  with  his  blood,  which  was  the  ordinary 
way  when  the  plebeians  made  such  compacts  :  he  consented  to  give 
his  <  verhum  nootU*  only,  and  the  devil  accepted  it  as  a  sufficient  se- 
curity to  Hell,  and  most  honorable  to  a  Polish  nobleman.  Having 
thus  bound  himself  to  the  fiend,  Twakdowski  wished  to  see  the 
Pope ;  and  the  first  service  which  he  required  firom  Hell  Was  to 
open  for  him  the  straightest  and  shortest  road  to  Rome ;  and  that 
while  he  hurried  on  his  journey,  the  devils  should  make  the  woods 
fall  before  him,  build  bridges,  and  level  mountains.     He  studied 

Shysical  science  and  alchemy,  and  this,  in  the  conception  of  his 
&y»  gave  place  to  an  opinion  that  he  had  made  a  contract  and  a 
conclave  with  hell  and  devils. 

So  far,  therefore,  the  elements  fiowing  from  ancient  mythology, 
phantoms  and  superstitions,  influencing  or  modelling  the  creative 
imagination  of  the  modem  poet,  seem  to  be  common  to  all  races  of 
mankind.  There  is,  however,  great  difference  in  the  modern  poeti- 
cal productions  and  literary  condition  of  the  respective  Slavonian 
tribes  and  nations  of  our  days.  The  numerous  Slavonian  tribes 
scattered  over  Germany,  Hungary  and  Turkey,  have  not  advanced 
in  any  branch,  of  modem  literature.  They  resemble  the  Gselic 
people  in  the  Highlands  'bf  Scotland :  like  them  they  preserved 
their  language,  usages,  national  character  and  traditional  and  popu- 
lar songs,  with  all  the  ancient  superstitions.  As  to  their  modem 
literature,  this  has  been  confined  40  translations  of  the  Holy  Bible  * 
and  their  Church  Liturgy ;  which  is  to  be  attributed  to  the  illiberal 
efforts  of  their  respective  governments  to  make  them  Germans  and 
Turks.  Even  the  Moravians  and  Bohemians,  who  once  (especially 
the  latter)  were  more  advanced  in  civilization  than  their  conquerors 
the  Germans,  boasted  of  the  University  of  Prague,  once  most  cele- 
brated in  Europe,  and  whose  land  gave  birth  to  John  Huss,  a 
century  before  Luther,  can  now  only  sigh  for  their  departed  glory, 
and  furnish  to  the  philanthropist  an  occasion  to  curse  the  unnatu- 
ral efforts  of  metamorphosing  nations. 
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More  attractiye'  is  the  modern  lirerature  of  Russia.  It  is  of  a 
recent  date,  and  therefore  is  rather  imitative  than  original.  The 
strict  system  of  centralization  by  which  that  country  has  been  ruled 
for  centuries  does  not  permit  the  lively  feelings  to  be  awakened  be- 
yond the  limits  traced  by  censorship  ;  still,  however,  the  Russians 
can  boast  of  a  few  genuine  poets  :  Lomonosow,  the  father  of  Rus- 
sian poetry,  or  the  Russian  Pindar,  and  Derzawin,  the  Russian 
Klopstock,  are  indisputably  poets  of  uncommon  fire  and  lofty 
energy.  The  '  Ode  to  God,*  written  by  the  latter,  although  it  can- 
not entitle  him  to  a  comparison  with  the  author  of  the  '  Messiah,' 
the  rival  of  Milton,  if  not  his  equal,  is  nevertheless  a  sublime  and 
admirable  production.  BjChdanowicz  is  called  the  Anacreon  of' 
Russia ;  but  all  that  is  Anacreonic  in  him  is  the  simplicity  of  his 
style  ;  as  to  his  thoughts  and  subjects,  they  have  nothing  in  common 
with  the  buoyant  enjoyment  of  physical  life  which  distinguishes 
Anacreon.  He  has  nothing  sensual,  but  is  altogether  sentimental. 
Mr.  BowRiNG  translated. into  English  many  of  his  pieces.  Let  me 
adduce  here  a  few  lines  from  his  translation  of  Derzawin's  '  Du- 
tzenka,^    He  thus  defines  the  soul : 

"Thb  Ikirest  of  MinU  that  derotioo  haa  Munted, 

DiTinett  of  all  the  dWina, 
All  the  pieturas  of  b«auty  that  the  art  arer  painted 
Can  give  no  idea  of  thine.' 

• 

Raramzin  and  Zukowski  are  held  to  be  the  most  original  Rus- 
sian podts.  The  language  of  the  last  is  like  the  stormy  sea  rolling 
in  foaming  waves  :  he  has  never  before  his  eye  lesser  models  than 
OssiAN,  ScBiLLER  and  Burger. 

Poland  will  close  our  inquiry :  that  country  has  always  been  the 
most  advanced  in  all  branches  of  literature  among  the  Slavonian 
nations.  (This  fact  has  been  shown  in  my  lecture  delivered  before 
the  members  of  the  several  state  legislatures,  which  I  have  recently 
published  in  a  pamphlet  form.)  And  she  often  exceeded  in  leam- 
V[i^  and  liberal  principles  even,  the  western  nations  of  Europe. 
Poetry  has  been  the  subject  of  study  in  all  her  universities  and 
schools,  from  the  beginning  of  the  fifteenth  century  down  to  the 
suppression  of  her  late  revolution.  A  general  tendency  to  poetical 
enthusiasm  and  the  endearments  of  poetry  seem  to  pervade  the 
whole  nation :  the  high  and  the  low,  the  learned  and  the  unlearned, 
have  their  poetical  moments.  Accordingly,  even  our  peasantry, 
and  particularly  those  around  the  city  of  Cracow,  and  in  the  pro- 
vince of  Ukraina,  are  distinguished  for  their  extemporafieous  poeti- 
cal flights.     It  may  be  said  that  in  Poland  : 

'  Docti  indoctiqua  ■cribimus  pramata  pasiim.' 

In  the  '  Dictionarv  of  the  Polish  Poets,'  published  in  1820,  the 
lives  of  upward  of  rourteen  hundred  are  described, 

— —  *  Whom  Phcabaa  in  hi*  irt. 
Hath  blaatad  with  poetic  fire.' 

And  yet  this  Dictionary  has  not  been  completed  :  it  comprises 
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only  the  poeta  anterior  to  the  first  partition  of  Poland,  which  took 
place  in  1772. 

The  misfortunes  of  the  nation,  since 

*  HopB  fbr  a  immmi  bada  the  world  farawell, 
AmI  frMdom  thrtokod  ai  KofOxuiKo  MV 

have  not  diverted  the  Poles  from  their  poetical  pursuits.  And  it 
i0  a  most  remarkable  fact,  that  the  number  of  our  poets  in  the  last 
half  century  of  our  misfortunes  has  not  been  exceeded  by  any  Eu- 
ropean nation.  Before  the  seventeenth  century  the  Poles  wrote 
poetry  in  Polish  and  in  Latin ;  but  now  the  mother  tongue  is  exclu- 
*  sively  employed.  In  both  these  languages,  however,  we  have  nume- 
rous and  excellent  poetical  works ;  namely:  versified  chronicles  and 
legends,  lyrics,  pastorals,  elegies,  satixies,  songs  and  verses  on  various 
occasions.  The  dramatic  and  epic  pieces  beg^n  to  appear  in  Poland 
toward  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century.  The  spirit  that  cha- 
racterizes all  Polish  poetry  is  mildness.  It  reflects  the  peacefiil 
aspect  of  the  landscape,  and  has  for  its  theme  the  quiet  occupations 
of  agricultural  and  pastoral  life.  Theocritus  and  Virgil  have  not 
introduced  more  real  imagery  of  rural  life  into  their  poetry  than 
SvMONowicz  and  Rarpinski.  Their  thoughts  as  well  as  their  ex- 
pressions are  simple ;  their  learning,  when  they  show  it,  is  not  cum- 
bersome, but  is  employed  only  to  lend  an  expression  to  their  poetic 
ideas.  In  reading  them  you  would  fancy  yourself  a  happy  plough- 
man, following  the  plough,  or  sowing  the  seed  which  you  expect  to 
reap ;  or  as  a  happy  shepherd  reclinmg  on  the  sloping  hill-side 

'  Op  the  flowery  raiea. 

And  woods  eo  fldl  of  nightiaffalaa.* 

Bishop  Krabicki  is  called  a  Polish  Voltaire*  He  however  never 
attacked  religion,  as  did  the  French  philosopher.  Krasicki  revered 
religion ;  but  although  himself  of  the  clergy,  he  was  the  scourge  of 
the  abuses  and  selfish  views  of  his  contemporaries.  In  his  satires 
he  was  never  personal,  in  which  he  is  a  match  for  Boileau  :  he  seema 
even  to  surpass  both  Voltaire  and  Boileau  in  light  wit  and  playfiil- 
ness  of  fancy.  From  his  own  words,  you  will  best  conceive  the 
principle  which  he  has  followed : 

'  This  satire  (says  he)  tells  truth ;  it  abjures  all  personal  concerns ; 
it  honors  the  government,  reveres  ihe  kine,  and  judges  only  Hoe  man/ 
His  Myszeis,  or  the  war  between  the  mice  and  the  cats,  in  which 
the  mice  obtained  the  victory,  and  a  dissolute  Polish  monarch  and 
his  supposed  ministers,  the  cats,  are  devoured  by  the  mice,  is  a  de-* 
lightful  and  sprightly  creation  of  a  fertile  fancy.  His  translations 
of  Horace,  Pindar  and  Tacitus  surpass  any  that  nave  ever  appeared 
in  Europe. 

The  classic  literature  was  more  cultivated  in  Poland  than  among 
other  nations  of  Europe,  and  no  European  nation  can  boast  of  as 
many  valuable  and  excellent  translations  of  the  classics  as  Poland. 

During  the  last  century,  French  literature  seemed  to  stretch 
iu  empire  over  all  PoUnd,    At  this  day  such  writwrs  as  CoraeiIIe« 
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Racme,  Molidre,  etc.,  are  often  in  the  bands  of  the  Poles ;  but  ih0 
etatelT  stUts  of  the  Fiench  are  no  longer  guides  to  a  people  accuB« 
tomea  to  a  more  natural  walk*  Oiur  writers  resort  to  them  for 
models  of  versatility  of  mind,  and  of  light  wit.  The  essence  of 
their  productions  they  prefer  to  take  from  our  own  stores. 

Lessing,  Schiller,  Wieland  and  Oo^the  have  many  translators  in 
Poland.  Some  Poles  deyote  3rears  of  study  to  the  philosophy  of 
Kant,  Fichte  and  Schelling ;  yet  the  German  theories  camiot  thriTe 
on  the  Polish  soil.  The  Poles  bare  never  mounted  on  the  soaring 
wings  of  the  transcendental  mystic  literature  of  that  thoufffatful 
nation,  and  I  will  repeat  here  what  one  of  o)ir  writers  says :  'Ahey 
cannot  disregard  practical  tftility,  to  indulge  in  the  pensive  mood  of 
mminatinff  and  ideal  minds,  in  dreaming  over  the  non-existence  of 
visible  and  palpable  objects,  which  they  kuow  to  exist  from  the  .evi- 
dence of  their,  five  senses.' 

The  free  spirit  of  modem  English  fiterature,  and  its  high  au- 
thority, the  law  of  nature,  have  rained  it  a  more  friendly  riecep- 
tion  in  Poland.  Shakspeare's  plays  are  the  objec^  of  study  with 
the  Poles.  Dryden,  Milton,  Pope,  Thomson,  Lord  Byron,  Campbell, 
and  some  Scotch  writers,  sncn  as  Ossian,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  etc., 
have  translations  rivaUnffone  another  in  beauty  and  correctness. 

No  author  has  ever  1^  as  many  various  productions  as  did  our 
NiEMCEwicz,  who  died  in  1842,  in  Paris.  He  eminently  excels  in 
all  his  writings,  but  especially  in  tragedy,  comedy,  novels,  elegies, 
fables,  tales  and  satires.  His  '  Historical  Songs'  are  in  the  hands 
of  every  Pole.  This  is  a  production  peculiar  to  Poland.  The  late 
misfortunes  of  the  country  induced  the  poet  to  versify  its  history. 
No  fitter  contrivance  has  ever  appearea  for  effectually  extending 
the  knowledge  of  histoty,  for  plantm^  patriotic  virtue  in  the  bosom 
of  the  rising  generation,  and  tor  makmg  a  love  of  their  native  land 
imperishable.  These  historical  songs  have  been  set  by  our  ladies 
to  vocal  and  instrumental  music,  whose  enchanting  strains,  enshrin- 
ing in  the  bosoms  of  octr  youth  a  mysterious  patriotism,  no  earthly 
power  can  now  arrest.  This  vener&ble  poet  was  twice  a  political 
exile,  and  visited  America  with  Kosciuako  at  the  commencement 
of  the  present  centurv,  when  he  married  a  widow  daughter  of 
Governor  Livingston  m  New-Jersey.  Bishop  WoaoNicz  is  called 
the  Polish  Horace  ;  tfnd  certainly  no  writer  ever  possessed  in  a 
greater  degree  than  Woronicz  the  '  Os  magna  sonatorum'  of  Horace, 
and  the  regular  and  sublime  dinity  of  Milton's  Paradise  Lost. 
MicKiEwicz,  a  living  poet,  stands  forth  like  a  northern  aurora  in  the 
moon»lighted  heavens.  It  would  be  too  much  to  ask  from  any  na- 
tion to  have  a  Shakspeare  ;  and  it  is  said  by  a  ver^  high  autiiority, 
that '  there  is  but  one  nation  in  Europe  which  has  its  own,  nor  pez^ 
hape  will  the  world  ever  prodiice,  such  another  paragon  as  Shaks-' 
PBAWE.'  Still  the  lofty,  profound  and  creative  genius  of  MicKiEwicaf^ 
in  the  judgment  of  all  who  can  read  and  understand  him  in*  his  owtf 
vernacular  tongue,  is  the  nearost  akin  to  Albion's  star. 

The  temier  sex,  destined  to  the  charms  and  happiness  of  domes- 
tit  life*  hatr  also  tpoddan  the  path  of  the  muses,  and  many  have 
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already  decked  their  temples  with  wreaths  of  literary  fame.  The 
productiona  of  Elizabeth  Druzbacka  are  distinguished  for  their 
simplicity,  combined  with  all  the  grace  of  female  tenderness  and 
gentle  feelings  :  the  poetical  effusions  of  this  lady  are  like  Thom- 
son's in  his  '  Seasons.'  They  do  not  however  lose  the  stamp  of 
the  Slavonian  origin.  Princess  Czabtortski,  her  daughter  Princess 
WiRTBMBERO,  Bud  Miss  Tanska,  have  not  been  surpassed  by  any 
foreign  female  writer.  Some  of  their  productions  have  been  trans- 
lated into  all  European  languages,  such  as  the  '  Tales'  portraying 
the  domestic  life  of  our  peasantry.  The  '  Legacy  of  the  Mother 
to  her  Daughter/  the  '  Pilgrim  of  Dobromil,'  etc  To  many  fair 
daughters  of  Poland,  as  to  Wordsworth, 

'  Thk  meaniMt  flower  that  blowc  can  |iTo 
•  Thottf  hu  that  do  often  Ue  too  deep  For  tears.* 

The  following  few  lines,  translated  by  one  of  my  countrymen^, 
from  a  song  written  by  a  Polish  lady,  during  the  late  revolution  of 
1830,  paint  truly  the  tender  and  patriotic  sentiments  of  our  ladies : 

'To-Konaow  shall  cparhle  the  ^oriona  star. 
And  to-morrow  mj  Ioto  will  be  on  to  the  war ; 
Hb  dark  eye  will  brif  hton  to  meet  with  the  foe. 
But  he  leavei  my  lone  heart  in  the  darknem  of  wo. 

And  to-morrow  perhaps  he  will  rest  in  the  frare^ 
And  no  one  will  weep  o'er  the  tomb  of  the  brave ; 
Oh  t  this  sad  heart  shall  bleed  Ibr  the  doom  bf  my  lore, 
But  ne'er  fW>m  the  grave  can  his  ashes  remove! 

Perchance  on  that  banner,  the  last  gift  of  mine, 
His  last  sigh  shall  linger,  his  latt  rianee  shall  shine ; 
When  he  sleeps  in  the  tonh,  o'er  his  ashes  't  will  wave, 
A  relic  of  love  on  the  tomb  of  the  brave ! 

And  yet  he  will  perish,  and  perish  for  thee— 
Oh!  Poland,  my  mother  I  that  thou  may'st  be  ft«e : 
I  will  conquer  my  sorrow,  and  think  but  of  thine — 
And  my  love  and  my  life  I  lay  on  thy  shrine.' 

Offering  to  the  public  the  foregoing  brief  and  desultory  remarks 
on  the  Slavonians  and  their  poetry,  or  rather  its  taste  and  spirit,  I 
cannot  forbear  to  observe,  that  the  Slavonian  race,  in  spite  of  mis- 
fortunes, do  not  lose  the  prototype  of  its  primitive  character.  The 
people  of  all  nations  deriving  their  origin  from  that  race,  follow 
their  own  ideas  and  habits,  and  are  peculiar  in  their  social  virtues. 
They  delight  in  precepts  of  morality,  of  paternal  sayings,  trans- 
mitted in  tradition  from  their  fathers  to  the  present  generation. 
Their  aboriginal  poetry  is  still  extant  in  songs,  adorned  with  the 
lights  and  shades  of  pastoral  and  agricultural  life.  Their  music 
resembles  the  plaintive  wailings  of  orphan  children ;  and  even  in 
their  sports  they  do  not  seem  to  forget  that  they  revel  over  the  tombs 
of  their  illustrious  sires.  For  long  centuries  thev  lived  exclusively 
on  the  plentiful  produce  of  their  faithful  soil,  considering  agriculture 
as  the  most  honorable  source  of  wealth.  Even  the  poor  in  worldly 
stores  are  rich  in  kindness,  and  unsurpassed  in  hospitality.  Their 
leading  character  is  mildness :  fidelity  and  cordial  love,  among  the 
remotest  family  relations ;  high  respect  to  the  gray  hairs  of  the 
aged ;  most  fervent  love  of  their  native  land,  and  undaunted  valor 
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in  defending  their  rights,  are  some  of  the  fundamental  characteris- 
tics common  to  every  people  of  the  Slavonian  race.  The  nation- 
ality of  some  nations  of  this  race,  and  especially  of  the  Polish  na- 
tion, has  it  is  true  suffered  much  from  the  effect  of  numerous 
adverse  circumstances ;  but  the  scattered  family  members  of  these 
nations  have  carried  abroad  their  tutelary  household  gods,  to  raise  it 
in  mildness  and  strength  to  a  superior  height  of  moral  dignity  and 
power. 

?  


EARLT   LOST,   EARLY   SAVED. 


»T    OBO.   W.  »»VBTm. 


Within  her  downy  cradle  there  lay  a  little  child. 

And  a  group  of  hovering  angels  mueen  upon  her  imiled : 

A  fltrife  arose  among  them,  a  loving,  holy  strife. 

Which  should  shed  the  richest  Uesring  over  the  new-bora  life. 

One  breathed  upon  her  features,  and  the  babe  in  beauty  grew. 
With  a  cheek  like  morning's  blushes,  and  an  eye  of  azure  hue ; 
Tin  every  one  who  saw  her,  were  thankful  for  the  sight 
Of  a  face  so  sweet  and  radiant  with  ever  fresh  delist 

Another  gave  her  accents  and  a  voice  as  musical 
As  a  spring-bird^s  joyous  carol,  or  a  rippling  streamlet's  fall ; 
Till  all  who  heard  her  laughing,  or  her  woids  of  childish  grace. 
Loved  as  much  to  listen  to  her,  as  to  look  upon  her  face. 

Another  brought  from  heaven  a  clear  and  gentle  mind. 
And  within  the  lovely  casket  the  precious  gem  enshrined ; 
Till  all  who  knew  her  wondered  that  God  should  be  so  good, 
As  to  bless  with  such  a  spirit  our  desert  world  and  rude. 

Thus  did  she  grow  in  beauty,  in  melody  and  truth, 

The  budding  of  her  childhood  just  opening  into  youth ; 

And  to  our  hearts  yet  dearer,  every  moment  than  before. 

She  became,  though  we  thought  fondly,  heart  could  not  love  her  more. 

'Hien  out-spake  another  angel,  nobler,  brighter  than  the  rest. 
As  with  stronff  arm  but  tender,  he  caught  her  to  his  breast : 
<  Ye  have  made  her  all  too  lovely  for  a  child  of  mortal  race. 
But  no  shade  of  human  sorrow  shall  darken  o*er  her  face : 

'  Ye  have  tuned  to  gladness  only  the  accents  of  her  tongue, 
And  no  wail  of  human  anguish  shall  from  her  lips  be  wrung ; 
Nor  shall  the  soul  that  shineth  so  purely  from  within 
Her  form  of  earth-bom  frailty,  ever  know  the  taint  of  sin : 

'  Lulled  in  my  frnthful  bosom,  I  will  bear  her  far  away, 
Where  there  is  nor  sm  nor  anguish,  nor  sonow  nor  decay ; 
And  mine  a  boon  more  glorious  than  all  your  gifts  shall  be  — 
Lo !  I  orown  her  happy  spirit  with  immortality  I' 

Theft  on  his  heart  our  darling  yielded  up  her  gentle  breath. 
For  the  stronger,  bri^ter  angel  who  loved  her  best,  was  Dxatb. 
VOL.  xxvn.  15 
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MY      UNCLE,     THE     PARSON. 


VOltBBn    TOOVk. 


She  was  one  of  that  small  class  of  the  Sex  tfiid  my 

Uncle  the  Parson,  in  whom  birth,  grace,  wit,  beauty,  education,  man- 
ners and  accomplishments  unite  to  make  a  Lady :  and,  withal,  that 
tact  and  aptitude  of  life,  that  refinement  of  the  heart,  that  nicety  of 
discernment,  and  readiness  alike  of  purpose  and  of  expression,  with- 
out which  all  these  other  qualities  make  up  an  Inventory  rather  than 
an  Existence.     • 

'  Of  established,  and  highly-cultivated,  and  precious  Taste,  yet  com- 
batting that  of  no  other  individual ;  of  deep  feeling,  with  slight  but 
elegant  expression  of  it,  her  very  gentleness  was  a  repressed  viva- 
city, and  her  cheerfulness  an  inspired  discretion ;  so  that  young  and 
old  had  equal  pleasure  in  her  society,  which  was  throughout  life 
courted  by  both. 

There  was  no  lapse,  no  void,  no  indifference  or  listlessness  for  a 
moment  either  of  intellect  or  of  affection.  She  drank  the  full  Qip  of 
life,  although  so  gracefully  as  to  seem  only  playing  with  it's  brink. 

So  perfect  was  her  Religion,  and  so  uniform  in  its  influences,  that 
under  eveiy  loss  and  disappointment  in  life,  as  in  every  acquisition, 
she  seemed  to  find  fresh  argument  for  the  love  of  God  and  devotion 
to  His  holy  truth ;  and  yet  so  humble  and  unobtrusive  was  she,  that 
unless  it  were  her  duty  to  speak  on  the  subject,  it  was  necessary  to 
introduce  it,  in  order  to  elicit  her  opinions. 

When  she  was  brought  to  dwell  however  on  topics  of  this  nature, 
it  was  to  the  certain  edification  of  every  listener.  Nothing  was  sec- 
tarian, but  all  things  Christian.  Her  mind  was  alike  distant  from 
the  reveries  of  enthusiasm,  as  from  the  vain  and  indeterminate  specu- 
lations of  philosophy ;  nor  do  I  think  that  at  any  moment  that  beau- 
tiful verse  of  the  poet,  (at  all  times  applicable  to  her,)  seeme^  ever 
so  closely  as  then  to  di^inguish  her  peculiar  spirit : 

*Hbr  Soul  WM  lik«  a  Star,  and  ahone  atakt,* 

At  length,  the  time  came  when  this  true  Lady,  having  reached  the 
verge  of  seventy  years  of  age  in  the  most  entire  possession  of  all 
her  mental  faculties,  and  wilJ^out  appearing  to  undergo  much  bodily 
suflerance,  was  to  be  taken  from  us  ;  and  it  became  my  duty,  as  it 
certainly  was  my  great  privilege,  frequently  to  visit  at  the  side  of 
her  death-bed  —  a  privilege  of  which  I  availed  myself  so  often,  as 
at  last  to  enter  almost  with  the  freedom  of  a  member  of  her  imme- 
diate family. 

Her  residence  was  at  a  short  distance  from  town,  but  the  position 
of  it  was  quite  secluded,  and  I  left  my  chaise  under  the  care  of  the 
boy,  at  the  gate  of  tho  avenue  that  led  to  her  house,  lest  the  sound 
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of  the  wheels  might  possibly  iotemipt  her  repose.  It  was  my  last  visit 
to  her,  and  it  was  on  the  day  preceding  that  of  her  decease.  It  was 
in  August,  nyite  Augrust ;  and  the  silence  that  environed  the  deep 
shades  of  her  retirement  was  invaded  only  by  the  long,  drone-like, 
but  distant  sound  of  the  locusts,  that,  with  their  surging  and  reite- 
rated wail  of  many  voices,  seemed  to  occupy  alone  and  unseen  the 
white  son-light  and  the  blue  still  air :  at  times  ceasing  abruptly  from 
all  sound  ;  and  then  again  suddenly  renewing  their  chorus  with  a 
quick  rude  cry,  that  opened  nearer  than  before  and  that  startled 
Uie  ear  at  the  presumption  with  which  they  took  possession  of  im- 
measurable space. 

It  was  one  of  those  days  when  the  deep  azure  of  the  firmament 
succeeds  the  colder  sapphire  tint,  and  Heaven  appears  no  longer  at 
a  distance  from  the  Earth ;  but  descends,  in  yieloing  gentleness,  to 
clothe  the  hill-tops  and  surround  the  spires. 

Then  each  landscape  and  each  vale  rejoices  in  its  own  peculiar 
canopy  of  blue.  The  mariner  then,  upon  the  shoreless  sea,  perceives 
the  softened  hue  all  curtained  and  sustained  around  him  in  a  small 
circumference  of  mercy,  and  knows  and  feels  that  GkiD  is  near ! 
And  the  hunter,  upon  the  towering  mountain  cHiF,  forgets  his  game, 
and  rests  upon  his  uncharged  rifle,  to  imagine  how  the  spirits  of  the 
Just  made  perfect,  might  if  his  eyes  were  opened,  be  seen  even  then 
ascending  and  descending  in  the  abyss  that  hangs  before  him  and 
below,  fiUed  with  an  atmosphere  of  such  ineffable  delight  '  Oh 
Gt>D  !  saith  he,  how  beautiml  art  Thou  in  all  Thv  works  I     And 

Colour what  is  it  but  a  name  for  Tht  Divine  Beatitude !  a  living, 

silent,  ever-varying  expression  of  Thy  Joy  !* 

I  believe  I  have  mentioned,  continued  my  Uncle  the  parson, 
that  this  Lady  lived  in  the  vicinity  of  the  seaport.  The  church-bell^ 
sometimes  send  their  chimes  from  the  city  as  far  inland  as  the  place 
of  her  abode  ;  and  the  caulker's  hammer-stroke  flings  its  frequent 
echo  over  the  water,  and  through  the  trees,  and  up  the  glade,  so 
steadily  aad  in  such  a  measured  cadence,  that  when  wafted  by  the 
southern  wind,  it  converts  itself  into  musick  by  the  time  it  reaches  to 
the  spot :  and  then  it  tells,  in  song,  of  voyages  around  the  earth ; 
and  loreign  lands ;  of  sailor's  hopes,  and  perils ;  of  active  hard- 
ship and  adventurous  life but  neither  the  chime  of  bells,  nor 

sound  of  hammer-stroke,  nor  tale  of  industry,  nor  ways  of  foreign 
climes,  nor  project  of  adventure,  fell  upon  the  ear  that  day.  It  was 
aD  stillness ;  intense  stiUness. 

As  I  approached  the  open  hall-door  I  remember,  a  bee,  scared 
from  the  cup  of  a  late  convolvolus  that  hung  upon  the  trellis-work 
of  the  door-way,  went  off  with  a  humming  sound  so  loud,  that  I 
feared  it  might  prove  a  disturbance  to  the  lamily  —  so  still,  so  tran- 
quil, and  so  halK>wed,  seemed  to  be  the  rttt  that  pervaded  the  mid- 
day Sabbath  'Of  the  scene. 

I  entered  the  house  and  mounted  the  stairway  with  a  noiseless 
footstep,  and  was  received  into  the  shaded  chadnber  by  one  of  her 
daug^teiB  without «  word  having  passed  between  us  or  any  signal 
gMOB  of  my  ap^oach.    The  omy  sustenance  that  was  administered 


114  My    Vnde,  the  Parson.'^  [February, 

to  her  at  that  period  was  a  little  ^it  occasionally,  or  a  small  piece 
of  bread  sopped  in  wine  ;  and  she  was  at  that  moment  receiving  it. 

Her  son  entreated  her  after  the  bread  to  drink  a  few  ^rops  of  the 
champaigne  that  the  Physician  had  prescribed,  and  by  way  of  en- 
gaging her  attention  observed,  '  You  know,  my  dear  Madam,  it  is 
written  that  we  are  not  to  live  by  bread  alone.'  She  looked  at  him 
with  an  expression  that  wanted  only  one  small  movement  for  trans- 
lation into  Heaven,  and  then  replied  : 

*  Oh  my  son !  could  we  but  realize  the  whole  of  that  sublime 
text,  *  not  by  bread  alone,  but  by  every  word  that  proceedeth  out 
of  the  mouth  of  God  !'  It  is  not  the  natural,  it  is  the  spiritual 
food,  the  food  that  nourisheth  the  Soul ;  this  it  is  that  we  chiefly 
i^eed,  that  we  truly  want,  my  dear  son !' 

She  was  raised  forward  and  took  the  wine  from  his  hand  with  a 
niost  engraging  look,  and  all  the  grace  of  manner  that  distinguished 
her  in  health.  But  long  after  she  had  been  replaced  upon  her  pil- 
lows the  train  of  thought  occupied  her  spirit,  and  I  could  hear  ner 
repeating  word  after  word  of  the  text  she  had  cited. 

At  last,  when  she  was  supposed  to  have  feUen  asleep,  she  spoke 
in  her  calm  silvery  voice,  *  There  is  nothing  to  us  now,  in  our  small 
way  of  judging  of  the  life  to  come,  more  admirable  than  U^i  infinite 
duration* 

She  added  ;iothing  more.  The  stillness  was  such  that  not  a  letter 
of  the  sentence  was  lost,  and  I  left  the  apartment  and  wrote  it  down, 
said  my  uncle  the  parson,  as  an  effusion  which  I  could  not  but  think 
shewed  alike,  that  she  was  bordering  on  immortality  and  transcend- 
ently  prepared  for  it. 

For  what  state  of  elevation  must  that  soul  have  attained,  which 
can  embrace  the  thought  of  any  thing  more  wonderful  or  admirable 
than  eternity  1  Could  she  have  meant  perchance — must  she  not 
have  meant  l^- that  this  spiritual  food  by  means  of  which  the  soul 
is  nourished  from  the  Spirit  of  God  is  hereafter  to  be  shewn  to  us 
to  be  more  admirable,  more  greatly  wonderful,  than  the  Infinite 
Duration  of  Existence  1 

Among  the  Death-bed  scenes  as  they  are  termed,  which  we  are 
professionally  called  upon  to  witness,  there  are  instances  that  are 
deeply  trying  to  the  heart.  The  long,  earnest,  inquiring,  immovea- 
ble gaze  of  the  young  and  beautiful  sufferer ;  at  such  an  age,  and 
for  the  first  time,  to  realize  the  advancing  step  and  irresistible  ap- 
proach of  the  Destroyer  !  How  closely  and  impressively  does  it 
not  dwell  upon  the  recollection !  The  brave  man  summoning  all 
his  energies  to  maintain  his  silence  and  composure,  and  longing  for 
the  Dawn.  The  Death  of  Despair.  And,  hardly  at  times  less 
fearful,  the  Triumphant  Death,  as  it  is  vainly  called. 

How  beautiftil  and  edifying,  was  it  then,  said  my  uncle  the  par- 
son, to  witness  the  soul  of  this  confirmed  Christian,  preparing  to  dis-^ 
possess  itself  of  its  earthly  tenement  in  perfect  resignation  and 
tranquility  of  mind !  without  a  single  thought  of  disturbance,  or 
of  doubtftil  apprehension.  A  serene  and  unclouded  intelligence 
took  it's  rule  over  all  the  natural  tendeneies  of  hope  and  fear,  and 
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gave  us  an  unquestionable  intimation  of  the  Life  Eternal.  An  In- 
telligence, that  occupied  itself,  not  with  the  concernments  of  the 
dying  invalid,  but  with  enlarged  and  comprehensive  views  of  the* 
state  on  the  borders  of  which  it  stood,  submissively  waiting  to  enter, 
and  of  its  relations  with  the  Source  of  Love  and  Truth.  The  Spirit 
at  such  moments  appears  enlightened  by  the  brightness  that  it  con- 
templates, as  the  countenance  of  the  Spectator  sometimes  wears 
the  gentle  radiance  of  some  effulgent  appearance  in  the  natural 
Heavens,  on  which  it  is  seen  to  gaze  with  confidence  and  delight. 

I  had  visited  her  abode,  said  my  uncle  the  parson,  to  impart 
strength,  and  I  had  received  it.  To  fortify  and  enrich  her  mind 
with  scriptural  blessing,  and  I  returned  home  laden  from  the  same 
source  with  unspeakable  good. 

If  Love,  that  is  interchanged  between  two  frail  and  earthly  beings 
incapable  of  entire  disinterestedness,  can,  as  it  surely  does,  fill  the 
human  Soul  with  a  vast  and  overwhelming  tenderness  and  joy,  and 
impart  to  existence  a  charm  that  is  altogether  new  and  unspeakable, 
how  far  beyond  all  utterance  of  delight  must  the  love  be  that  may 
bind  the  Soul  to  God  ! 

Instead  of  the  uncertainty  and  evanescence  that  of  necessity  be- 
long to  all  human  affection,  here  is  a  sentiment  lasting  as  Eternity 
and  pure  as  Heaven!  Here,  failings  can  exist  only  on  one  side,  and 
these  all  to  be  met  on  the  other  by  boundless  mercy  and  infinite 
compassion.  Here  are  Gif^  beyond  all  jewels  of  the  Earth  and 
Sea,  food  beyond  all  want,  and  passages  of  affection  of  every  mo- 
ment's recurrence. 

Interchanges  of  fervour  that  admit  not  of  a  doubt ;  occasions  for 
the  expression  of  gratitude  and  of  love  that  absence  can  never  for 
a  moment  hinder  or  interrupt.  Glows  of  devotion  that  are  acknow- 
ledged the  moment  they  are  felt.  Thoughts  beyond  words  that  are 
yet  imparted.  A  fadeless  charm.  Imperishable  Hope.  Immea- 
surable Faith.  Unbroken  Communion.  On  the  one  side,  Eternal 
Love  ;  and,  on  the  other,  the  thought,  the  enduring,  the  absorbing 
thought,  *  "Rzjirst  hath  loved  us  V 

It  was  this  state  of  mind  that  the  soul  of  this  true  Lady  had  for 
many  years  attained;  in  which  she  dwelt.  It  was  the  hidden 
treasure  of  her  bosom ;  the  unfailing  source  of  the  energy  and  tran- 
quility with  which  she  met  and  sustained  her  full  share  of  the  poig- 
nant trials  and  all  the  stem  realities  of  life.  It  had  become  the 
dominant  principle  of  her  conduct,  to  which  every  incident  was  at 
once  referred,  and  which  determined  every  act.  And  yet  so  far  was 
it  from  inducing  any  thing  in  the  least  degree  unamiable  or  sombre 
in  her  manner,  that  she  seemed  to  possess  a  constant  buoyancy  of 
thought  and  of  affection ;  the  liveliest  interest  in  the  happiness  of 
aQ  around  her,  which  she  had  the  art  of  promoting  without  interfe- 
rence ;  and,  at  times,  a  light  festivity  of  grace  was  hers,  such  as  be- 
longs to  the  beings  that  play  above  '  the  plighted  clouds !' 

Many  years  have  elapsed  since  I  enjoyed  the  charm  of  her  so- 
ciety or  the  influence  oi  her  example,  but  it  has  never  been  lost  or 
obscured  in  my  recollection,  said  my  uncle  the  parson.    When  I 
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pass  near  the  dwelling  that  was  once  her's,  her  image  and  the  sil- 
very tones  of  her  voice  occupy  me,  and  her  words  are  a  comfort  to 
my  thoughts.  I  suppose  you  would  smile  if  I  were  to  tell  you,  that 
in  consequence,  as  1  sometimes  suppose,  of  the  associatipns  of  that 
day,  there  is  to  my  ear  a  rhythm  and  at  times  a  pleasure  in  the  long 
wul  of  the  locust,  mingling  it  as  I  do  with  the  recollections  of  that 
last  morning  of  my  intercourse  with  her.  But  you  will  understand 
me,  I  hope,  said  my  uncle  to  me,  if  I  say  that  when  the  azure 
Heavens  descend  in  the  softness  of  that  day  upon  us,  I  often  raise 
my  hands  to  Gon  to  thank  Him  for  the  Gift  of  Woman,  His  frequent 
instrument  of  benefaction ;  our  first,  our  last,  our  dearest,  truest 
friend ;  the  protector,  instructor,  refiner  of  our  sex,  and  often  the 
Angel  of  our  path  toward  the  Realms  of  peace  :  and  then  to  ac- 
knowledge, with  the  offering  of  a  grateful  heart,  the  precious  fa- 
vour of  my  friendship  with  ^is  true  Lady.' 

Gentle  Reader,  love  my  Uncle  the  Parson !  John  WATcatf. 


TO        FANCY. 

LsAD  on !  lead  on !  thou  maid  of  bliaB ! 
Sorrow,  with  thee,  far  dearer  is 

Than  Mirth's  loud  peal  to  me. 
Let  Judgment  scold ;  let  Prudence  rail ; 
Let  all  the  world  in  kindness  fail, 

So  Thou,  sweet  nymph  I  art  bright  and  free. 

The  glare  of  Wealth,  the  pride  of  power. 
Are  gaudy  pageants  of  an  hour. 

That  Fortune's  frown  may  fade. 
But  Honour's  dream ;  but  Hope's  sweet  guile ; 
Love's  magic  Ioto,  and  Woman's  smile. 

Borrow  their  joys  from  thee,  dear  maid ! 

Each  charm  of  sense  to  thee  gives  place. 
Thou  Light  of  Life !    Affection's  grace ! 

Blest  Fancy !  blest,  to  me ! 
Oh  !  in  Despair's  deep,  changeless  night, 
When  Hope  was  blasted  from  my  sight, 

Cam'st  Thou,  in  beauty  drest,  to  me. 

Thy  falcon  beam,  misfortune  flies ! 
At  thy  sweet  voice,  new  Hopes  arise. 

And  gay  content  appears ; 
We  cannot  mourn  while  Thou  art  kind, 
Thou  Rainbow-Spirit  of  the  mind ! 

Celestial  pledge  of  happier  years ! 

All  that  we  know  of  perfect  Love, 
AH  that  we  dream  of  Heaven  above, 

Dear  Fancy !  comes  from  Thee. 
Then  lead  me !  love  me,  maid  of  bliss ! 
One  smile  from  Thee  more  precious  is 

Than  all  that  Earth  can  yield,  to  me. 

iOBIV  WATCaSk 
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DREAM      OF     THE     WIFE      OF     PONTIUS     PILATE. 


'  Wayfr  ta«  wu  sat  down  on  tho  Judf  m*nt>Mat.  tala  wtfa  aaat  nnto  btm  aajing :  '  nMiv  fthoa  noitalttc 
to  do  with  that  joat  man.  for  I  bava  aofliarad  aaay  tblnga  thia  day  Is  a  draaaa  lM«%uaa  of  htm.' ' 

8*.  MAtTBSW. 

My  Lovino  Lord:  After  the  tidings  came 
Of  rife  sedition,  from  the  Sanhedrim, 
And  hasty  courien  summoned  thee  away, 
At  eariy  dawn,  unto  the  judgment-seat, 
I  sank  again  Into  a  troubled  sleep ; 
When,  midst  uneasy  toosings  to  and  iro, 
Vinons  of  horror  mconceivable, 
And  dire  portent  to  thee  I  saw,  which  shook 
My  inmost  soul  with  fean  unknown  before. 

Methought  that  we  for  ages  both  had  Iain 
Inumed  within  the  shady  grove  that  skirts 
Our  favorite  villa  near  Fteneste,  when 
Sudden  we  heard  a  trumpet-blast  that  rang 
And  swelled  its  beating  note  prolonged,  until, 
All  shattered  by  the  piercing  sound,  the  stone 
In  fragments  burst,  and  from  our  prison  cold 
Again  in  corporal  form  a  mighty  wind 
Rapt  us  aloft,  and  as  if  on  the  wings 
Of  desert-whirlwinds,  with  resistless  force 
Swift  rushiuff,  dashed  us  through  the  air,  that  seemed 
A  chaos  of  &ick  darkness  palpable, 
Mingled  with  tiro ;  and  armies  of  the  dead, 
Sprung  from  their  tombs  like  us  by  that  droad  trump, 
In  myriad-throngs  were  hurtled  through  the  gloom. 
How  far  we  thus  wero  driven  I  felt  not,  for 
No  thought  could  measure  distance  then ;  but,  quick, 
In  an  instant,  all  the  innumerable  hosts 
Were  marshalled,  side  by  side,  along  a  bridge : 
A  narrow  bridge,  long  as  a  thousand  worlds — 
Its  very  ends  invisible  from  length ; 
And  all  upheld  only  by  slender  piers 
That  rested,  far  down,  on  a  sea  of  fire ;  and  that. 
Not  like  dull-glowing  Phlegethon,  whose  stream. 
Within  its  ninefold  b«lt  of  sluggish  red, 
Engirdles  feigned  Elysium ;  billows  huge 
Of  tumbling  flame  I  saw,  that  sui^d  and  roared ; 
Whose  breaking  crests  shot  up  fork'd  tongues  of  fire. 
Like  deadly  serpentH*  tongues,  with  hissings  fierce  ; 
While  fast  the  hungry  element  devoured 
The  burning  bases  of  the  slender  props 
Hat  held  us  frem  their  jaws.    Oh,  horrible ! 

And  yet  not  long  I  gazed,  for  now  that  trump 
Had  ceased,  and,  from  a  distance  echoing, 
The  advancing  sounds  of  solemn  music  rose. 
And  <  Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord  of  Hosts !' 
Filled  the  becalmed  air.    I  looked  and  saw, 
Ranged  in  a  sevenfold  round  of  vast  expanse. 
Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  angel  forms. 
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Whoae  crystal  eyes,  and  erer-glaiictiig  winn, 
And  loud-nsennding  golden  haijiB,  flashed  light 
Reflected  from  the  glory  of  their  God  ; 
Hinwelf  an  ^et  nnaeen  by  cu,  behind 
His  thick  payilion-curtains  of  dark  cloud. 
These  rolled  away,  but  then  my  dazzled  eyes. 
Dark  with  excess  of  light,  beheld  no  more : 
Till  lo  !  before  the  throne  a  man  appeared, 
With  infinite  majesty  yet  meeknesi  clothed ; 
A  man,  but  yet  instinct  with  Deity, 
Before  whom  all  the  heavenly  hosts  fell  down. 
And  sanff  loud  halleluiahs,  whose  glad  noise 
Reechoed  through  creation's  utmost  bondd. 
And  chuning  stars,  with  music  of  the  spheres. 
Swelled  the  triumphant  symphony  of  glory. 
That  man  I  saw,  was  this  same  Jbsos.    There, 
Before  his  Father's  throne  be  raised  his  hands. 
From  whose  new -opened  wounds  big  drops  distiUed, 
While  from  his  blened  feet  and  pierced  side 
The  ruddy  streams  rolled  down  ;  then  riow  held  out 
Those  bleeding  hands  to  theet  and  awful  wrath 
And  doom  o'erriiadowed  his  majestic  brow, 
While,  with  stem  voice,  yet  sorrowful,  he  said : 
*  This  Roman  had  the  power  to  release. 
Yet  gave  he  up  the  innocent  to  die !' 

Not  halleluiahs  now,  but  groans  of  wo. 
And  anguish  such  as  spirits  only  feel. 
Mingled  with  mutterings  of  deadly  hate. 
Wore  heard :  and  all  the  illimitable  line 
That  overhung  the  fiery  ocean,  joined, 
With  gnashing  howb  and  execrations  dire. 
The  general  buTst  of  fury.    At  the  sound, 
Cleaving  the  billows  of  the  burning  flood, 
A  flight  of  fiends  uprose :  their  black  wings  swept 
In  rapid  circles  round  through  rolling  smoke, 
Till  o'er  our  heads  their  forms  of  diMky  fire 
Hung  for  an  instant  poised ;  then,  swooping  down 
like  lightning,  round  thee  clutched  their  scorching  arms. 
Thou  sank'st ;  in  vain,  above  thy  blazing  head, 
Wringing  in  agony  ensanguined  hands. 
That  still  dropped  blood  before  high  Heaven !    And  when. 
Like  falling  meteors,  ye  plunged  in 
The  flaming  gulph,  tiiy  piercing  shrieks  and  yells 
So  shook  my  shivering  soul,  that  their  shrill  noise 
Scattered  the  shadows  of  tyrannic  sleep, 
And  scared  me  from  this  horror-laden  dream ; 
Whose  shuddering  terror  yet  benumbed  my  sense. 
And  that  cry  yet  was  ringing  in  mine  ears  ; 
When,  as  I  waked,  I  heud  the  rabble  hoarw 
Shout :  <  Crucify  him !    Crucify  him !' 

Thou 
Hast  heard  that  cry ;  thou  fearest  for  thy  power. 
Tottering  before  the  maddened  rage  of  mobs. 
Whose  loud  tongues  thirst  to  lap  up  innocent  blood ; 
But  have  thou  naught  to  do  with  that  just  man  ! 
He  is  a  God  !   With  mine  own  eyes  I  saw 
The  hosts  of  Heaven  faU  down  and  worship  Hn  ! 
And  if,  though  guiltless,  thou  shalt  give  him  o*er 
To  cruel  death,  his  blood  be  on  thy  head ; 
And  fiery  vengeance  shall  devour  thy  soul  I 
OfMi>fyMisr,i844. 


1846.]  AdveiUurei  of  a    Yankee-Doodle.  119 


ADVENTURES     OF     A     YANKEE-DOODLE. 


■ArTBX      •SOOMB. 


At  the  very  first  complexion  of  the  morning,  tlie  Qreen  Mountain 
boy  springs  to  his  heels,  forces  his  head  and  a  good  section  of  hi^ 
back-bone  into  gelid  water,  and  is  bright  and  brilliant  as  he  is  at 
high  noon.  Among  the  low  and  dismal  swamps,  a  short  snooze! 
always  turns  into  an  apoplectic  trance.  Sunshine  cannot  even  maker 
them  sneeze.  A  battalian  of  rats  might  run  over  their  clieek-bones, 
or  nibble  away  at  their  cadaverous  noses  until  nothing  nasal  werer 
left,  and  never  rouse  up  the  population  of  louts.  There  the  patri^ 
arch  and  youne  men,  at  the  approach  of  day,  groan  upon  their  bedb 
worae  than  a  gladiator  with  a  sword  stuck  through  him,  thrust  their 
knuckles  into  their  eyes,  (but  their  eye-balls  take  the  impreseioir 
like  dough,)  put  their  jaws  out  of  joint  with  yawning,  and  stretch 
their  legs  into  a  knotted  cramp  i  rise  bolt  upright,  and  then  fall 
back  again  with  an  expiring  groan,  like  the  blade  of  a  jack-knife 
without  a  spring.  Finally,  they  ct^wl  out  with  bleared  eyes.  In  ^ 
couple  of  hours  they  get  hold  of  the  plough;  the  clumsy  oxen 
stumbling  over  every  clod,  at  a  stand-still  at  eyety  turn,  while  tlie 
plough-boy  has  hardly  energy  to  cry  out,  in  a  passionless  voice, 
'Gree-haw,  there  !  I  tell  you  to  haw,  now !'  Oh  Mt  is  melancholy 
to  be  dying  all  the  time,  and  yet  to  be  eighty  years  old  on  the  mar- 
gin of  a  green  ditch,  and  the  only  avenue  to  death  a  bare  foot,  a 
rusty  nail,  and  the  locked-jaw. 

The  small  locality  already  intt^uced  has  been  only  by  way  of 
contrast.  It  is  a  curiosity  in  the  state.  The  Yankee-Doodle  moun-» 
tains  are  remarkable  for  brightness  and  purity  of  air,  every  breath 
of  which  is  equal  to  a  draught  of  champaigne  wine.  The  morn- 
ings are  crisp  and  frosty ;  there  is  no  limit  to  the  eye-sight ;  and  the 
air  is  so  clear  that  a  blown  horn  has  a  prevalence  which  is  well  nigh 
universal.  The  sound  of  it  goes  all  around  one  amphitheatre  of 
hills,  and  the  sky  flings  it  back  into  another  valley  and  against  other 
hill-sides,  and  so  all  round  the  compass,  below  and  above ;  so  that, 
as  the  great  Sharspeare  has  most  marvellously  expressed  it,  in  I 
know  not  which  of  his  compositions,  you  would  suppose  another 
duue  toere  in  the  »ky.  And  the  water  itself  would  seem  to  have  a 
most  intoxicating  quality,  like  the  springs  mentioned  by  Admiral 
Pinto,  in  his  exploration  of  ithe  small  island  of  Gardarella.  I  know 
not  how  it  is,  but  the  jackasses  cannot  take  a  small  sip  of  it  out  ef 
a  mill-pond  without  they  nearly  split  themselves  with  coughing ; 
horses  run  away  every  day  and  break  their  Hecks  over  the  preci- 
pices, and  colts  are  too  hilarious'  for  their  owners.  For  1  have 
seen  one  wait  with  as' meek  an  eye  as  the  gazelle's  until  ihm  Wtev 
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was  beneath  Us  nose,  not  a  muscle  moving,  a  perfect  statue  of  a 
colt ;  when  he  would  of  a  sudden  rise  up,  as  if  to  throw  his  arms 
around  his  master's  neck,  after  which  fling  out  his  hinder  hoofs,  and 
with  several  grotesque  gyrations  and  witty  conceits,  gallop  off  at 
such  a  rate,  as  I  have  heard  his  master  say,  the  devil  could  n't 
catch  him. 

The  very  cocks  crow  with  a  more  clarified  and  illustrious  outcry, 
as  if  they  had  got,  every  cock  of  them,  a  lump  of  refined  sugar  be- 
neath his  tongue.  And  so  of  other  animals,  which  are  by  nature 
jocund,  and  which  can  scarce  contain  themselves  in  the  brisk  air 
of  these  realms.  The  squirrel  will  whiz  round  the  trunk  of  a  tree 
in  a  spiral  fashion,  and  be  at  the  first  landing-place  among  the 
branches  before  an  asthmatic  patient  could  breathe  twice ;  and  there 
he  will  sit,  his  most  superb  tail  curled  over  his  spine  till  it  shadows 
his  brilliant  eyes,  holding  a  hickory-nut  on  the  points  of  his  fingers 
as  one  would  a  cyathus  or  goblet,  while  he  will  curve  his  neck 
most  archly ;  and  having  chiselled  away  the  whole  kernel  with  a 
sharp  tooth,  he  will  cast  around  him  a  gi'eat  many  furtive  glsinces, 
and  m  an  instant  he  is  gone.  The  rabbit  is  more  lively  than  usual, 
and  hops  like  a  piece  o£  India-rubber,  though  not  of  equal  grace- 
fulness with  the  squirrel,  for  the  reason  that  his  bobbishness  of 
tail  and  snub-nose  do  by  no  means  admit  of  it,  albeit  his  ears  are 
of  a  lively  action.  Yes,  the  air  makes  every  thing  bright  ip  Coos 
county.  The  grave-stones,  which  are  from  a  white  quarry,  sparkle 
like  the  best  sugar.  And  now  I  speak  of  it,  there  is  a  grave-yard 
which  is  beautiful  by  moonlight.  It  is  on  a  hill-side,  and  seen  at  a 
distance,  you  would  say  at  a  first  glance  that  you  were  looking  at  a 
great  flock  of  white  sheep  grazing.  Afterward  you  stand  corrected, 
and  admire  the  regular  gradation  of  the  marbles,  and  say  to  your 
fiiend,  (each  of  you  -^t.  fifly,)  that  the  next  fifly  years  will  in  all  pro- 
bability put  you  both  under  the  sod.  A  great  many  clear-headed 
and  ingenious  skulls  have  been  buried  here,  each  one  of  them  worth 
a  hundred  calabashes  of  Lazy-Lane. 

This  brings  me  to  the  topic  of  intellectual  character,  which  is 
very  much  influenced  in  its  activity  by  other  circumstances  than  the 
mere  architecture  of  the  skull ;  as  whether  the  landscape  be  dull 
or  the  stomach  be  bilious.  Inasmuch  as  it  has  been  stated  that  the 
very  plants  disport  themselves  in  a  hardier  health,  and  brute  crea- 
tures are  lively  to  distraction ;  the  men  also  are  skittish  and  lively 
in  their  exploits  of  mind.  Yes,  the  inhabitants  of  Coos  county  are 
full  of  fleas.*  They  are  so  quick  and  lively  in  their  perceptions, 
and  one  idea  begets  another  with  such  flashing  rapidity,  that  it  can 
be  likened  only  to  that  insect  mentioned  by  Carduffe,  which  finds 
itself  a  grandfather  in  ten  minutes.  Yon  shall  begin  with  an  infant 
who  is  rocked  in  hb  cradle.  Lest  it  be  thought  that  we  swerve 
from  the  main  subject,  his  name  is  Stubbs  ;.  as  it  is  written  in  that 

*  Tku  it  a  nert  pro?»rblal  •zprMrion,  to  be  taken  llgvratirely.  It  rifnifiet  that  idaaa  coma  and 
go  ao  swUtly  that  thej  ean  hardly  be  laid  hold  of,  and  merely  tkhle  Ihe  bnOn  of  the  aafEDtei^  and 
kMp  hte  dflvtead  «» thft  etifnal  buainem  of  •eratohinf . 
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time-worn  ballad,  '  He  stuck  a  ftathbr  w  his  cap^  and  called  Mm 
MacaronV 

Inspect  the  infant,  which  is  by  no  means  willing  to  sleep  at  all, 
except  the  place  be  dark  as  pitch,  or  he  has  received  a  spoon-full  of 
laudanum ;  and  then  he  involuntarily  rubs  his  eyes  with  his  thumb- 
knuckles,  and  is  crowing  long  before  the  cocks.  If  there  be  not 
speculation  in  hia  eyes,  then  was  there  no  speculation  in  the  year  of 
our  Lord  thirty-seven.  There  the  light  of  his  little  body  already 
centres,  and  the  wheels  and  cogs  of  a  good  deal  of  machinery  are 
beginning  to  be  traced  out,  like  a  spider's  net-work,  on  the  tender 
filaments  of  his  brain.  You  will  see  his  eyes,  which  are  of  the  size 
of  two  narrow-fat  peas,  well  grown,  flicker  about  with  vivacity,  and 
suddenly  hang  fixed  in  mid-space.  He  has  got  them  fastened  on 
some  ingenious  mechanism,  and  his  reflective  air  is  manifest,  till  his 
whole  countenance  will  begin  to  expand,  and  he  looks  forsooth  as 
if  Eureka  were  on  his  tongue's  end.  He  is  taken  to  the  meeting- 
house at  the  end  of  four  years  to  hear  Calvinism  preached,  but  his 
uneasy  air  would  indicate  that  he  was  acted  upon  by  galvanism. 
He  pays  no  manner  of  regard  to  the  doctrine,  although  in  due  time 
he  will  no  doubt  get  to  be  a  professor,  and  finding  nothing  curious 
or  attractive  within,  impatiently  talks  aloud,  and  the  minister  already 
fixes  his  condition  among  those  infants  of  a  small  size  who  will  at 
some  future  day  be  found  among  the  taller  inhabitants  of  Hell.  This 
is  all  I  have  to  say  about  the  early  days  of  Stu^bs. 

Of  the  grown-up  man  an  acuteness  of  perception  and  a  very  pecu- 
liar eye  to  the  Main  Chance  is  here  the  distinguishing  characteris- 
tic of  your  true  Yankee-Doodle.  It  is  a  trait  which  all  men  have 
more  or  less  by  the  gifl  of  their  common  nature ;  and  some  of  the 
very  best  will  occasionally  leave  their  ancient  fathers  behind  when 
the  cry  is  once  raised,  'Every  man  for  himself,  and  God  for  us  all.' 
But  this  keen  insight  and  peculiar  ability  in  deciphering  the  interests 
of  number  one,  are  not  in  the  Jlrst  place  the  resuft  of  age,  or  climate, 
or  institutions,  although  extremely  promoted  by  the  air  of  Coos 
mountains,  and  the  remainder  part  of  New-England.  Nature  often 
contrives  some  new  die,  which  she  does  not  break,  as  when  Sheridan 
was  moulded.  That  great  miser  Elwes,  had  he  miffrated  to  the 
Alleghany  mountains  in  America,  and  there  experienced  nuptial  hap- 
piness, might  have  been  the  father  of  a  race  who  to  the  last  posterity 
would  have  refused  to  die  by  a  wax  taper  when  they  could  equally 
well  die  in  the  dark.  Or  perhaps  this  trait  would  be  lost  for  some 
generations,  and  come  up  only  occasionally,  like  a  head  out  of  water, 
or  more  properly  like  the  king's-evil,  it  might  occasionally  skip  over 
but  reappear.  Thus  every  other  generation  would  die  by  the  light 
of  a  farthing  candle,  and  every  other  generation  would  die  without. 
A  long  nose  will  sometimes  be  productive  of  long  noses  for  centu- 
^  ries ;  and  there  hangs  one  at  this  minute  on  the  wainscoting  of 
Chesideck  Hall,  as  large  as  Caesar's  bridge,  whose  correspondent 
shadow  was  sprung  there  in  the  days  of  the  great  Alfred. 

You  may  perhaps  be  familiar  with  the  very  pleasant  Uttle  history 
of  the  Dalrymple  dimple,  recorded  in  that  singular  book  called 
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'  Hester's  Memoirs/  wHich  is  no  where  to  be  found,  I  believe,  out 
of  the  Cambridge  library.  This  pretty  dimple  was  so  placed  by 
an  artful  nature  upon  the  cheeks  of  a  most  sweet  young  woman, 
that  she  did  but  smile  to  make  her  graces  irresistible.  It  was  a  most 
killing  dimple,  but  it  never  died ;  that  was  in  the  days  of  William 
the  Conqueror,  yet  it  prevails  to  this  day  on  the  cheeks  of  the  Lady 
Alice,  who  is  not  more  admired  for  her  lovely  countenance  than  for 
her  4K)0D  HEART.  Thoso  physical  samples  will  make  it  evident 
that  there  was  one  great  progenitor,  who  was  the  First  Yankee 
Doodle. 

Before  advancing  another  step,  it  will  be  interesting  to  the  utilita- 
rian and  patentee,  to  go  back  for  a  short  sketch  to  this  great  origi- 
nal -—  Adam  of  the  race  —  of  whose  genius  the  remaining  clock- 
makers  inherit  in  comparison  but  a  feeble  sparkle.  Seldom  do  an 
ioxtraordinary  man's  posterity  not  degenerate ;  yet  strange  as  it  may 
appear,  the  pride  of  birth  increases  ever  in  the  ratio  of  the  distance. 
Yet  if  the  streams  are  honored  by  reason  of  their  connexion,  though 
diluted  and  dwindled  in  their  remote  wanderings,  how  honorable  is 
it,  Napoleon-lik^,to  be  the  very  source  and  fountain  of  nobility ! 

Who  ever  has  heard  certain  words  pronounced  by  the  New  Angles, 
will  be  convinced  of  a  peculiar  compound  twang,  which  cannot  be 
represented  by  letters.  'Cal'late'  is  a  verb  whose  middle  liquids 
are  too  glib  to  be  likened  to  any  thing  but  a  small  globule  of  smooth 
pil.  And  there  are  certain  combinations  which,  pronounced  one 
after  another,  have  the  same  influence  on  the  sense  as  a  succession 
of  small  puffs  of  assafoBtida.  No  injury  is  intended  by  this,  for  the 
latter  is  very  soothing  to  the  nerves  of  many  people.  It  is  delight- 
ful to  those  with  whom  the  almond  tree  doth  flourish,  and  fears  are 
in  the  way,  and  they  are  '  afraid  of  that  which  is  high.'  So  also  the 
sound  of  some  diphthongs  is  musical  as  the  harp  of  Memnon  in  some 
'  localities.'  Now  if  you  hav^  been  listening  to  a  '  native,'  you  have  no 
doubt  been  presently  struck  with '  your  orator,'  and  have  asked  your- 
self whence  this  peculiarity.  It  is  not  occasioned  by  the  brisk  air,  as 
a  bell  will  sound  with  a  cracked  and  wheezing  asthma  in  the  winter, 
but  the  man  sucked  it  in  no  doubt  with  the  milk  of  parental  afiec- 
don  ;  and  his  *  anxious  mother'  in  turn  derived  it ;  and  so  we  should 
arrive  at  the  first  Yankee-Doodle  just  as  all  Jews,  Turks,  heretics 
and  infidels  might  be  tracked  rigt^t  back  to  the  elder  Adam ;  may  his 
bones  rest  in  peace  ! 

There  is  some  slight  memorial  of  the  First  Yankee,  though  it  is 
to  be  regretted  it  is  so  small,  and  does  not  comprise  much  more 
than  the  substance  of  a  line  sometimes  seen  on  tomb-stones : 

*  Wxsp  aot  for  ne,  my  chUdran  dear, 
I  tB  «ol  dead,  but  deepiof  hare.' 

Such  as  it  is  I  have  it  from  that  very  remarkable  work  called 
*  Pixon's  Curiosities  of  Character,*  published  in  1690,  a  single  copy' 
of  which  may  be  seen  in  the  library  of  a  private  gentleman  in 
Wolverstraw.  I  knew  the  first  character  which  my  eye  alighted 
upon  as  the  identical '  old  block'  from  which  we  have  so  many  fine 
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whittling.  A  health  to  the  first  and  foremoet  of  his  race  I  Hail 
ColuiAhi9Lt  and  E  plurihue  Unrnm  / 

The  person  alluded  to  was  a  fine  illustration  of  phrenology,  show- 
ing that  the  science  existed  in  the  head  long  before  any  bumps  were 
discovered.  Just  as  the  principles  of  rhetoric  were  inherent  long 
before  Phillip's  delivered  nis  speeches,  or  even  Longinus  wrote  upon 
the  Sublime.  The  first  Yankee  could  not  help  himself.  Do  not  be 
so  eternally  taken  in,  as  to  mistake  the  force  of  these  words.  I 
guess  if  any  mortal  being  ever  had  his  ten  fingers  and  two  eyes,  and 
knew  how  to  use  them  for  self-preservation,  he  might  have  been 
that  particular  individual.  Did  he  not  always  have  a  keen  eye  to 
his  safety  1  Was  he  not  always  where  his  own  interest  required  1 
'  He  woi  n*t  no  where  dee^  What  I  intended  to  say  was,  that  he 
could  not  hdf  helping  himself.  The  inclination  was  so  powerful, 
the  bump  was  so  strong.  It  was  his  destiny,  nolens  volens,  to  fulfil 
his  pedestrian  and  predestinarian  objects,  and  these  all  had  a  bear- 
ing on  his  own  fiiture  success.  Do  not  impute  it  to  a  fault.  A  man 
who  is  phrenologically  developed  will  shut  up  his  bowels  of  compas- 
sion or  scatter  his  money  broad-cast,  according  to  the  bumps.  His 
bent  is  so  plain,  that  it  is  visible  at  the  first  blush,  if  it  has  got  any 
blush.  As  Mr.  Parley  observed  of  Langstaff's  sermon  on  Balaam's 
ass :  it  was  so  plain  that  *.it  stuck  right  out*  There  do  n't  seem  to 
be  much  use  of  any  man's  resisting  such  propensities,  for  they  are 
equal  to  very  strong  horse-power.  He  can't  help  himself.  He  may 
annoy  society  as  much  as  the  fly  which  troubled  the  Alpine  maid, 
when  the  capital  Holland  drove  it  away  from  her  fair  neck.  He 
may  even  have  the.  brass  to  say  'Veil,  vot  of  it]'  or  at  least  imply 
as  much,  by  directing  your  hand  to  a  small  bruise  on  a  certain  part 
of  his  head,  or  rather  prominence,  under  which  is  hidden  the  cog- 
wheels and  machinery  of  his  ingenious  wickedness.  When  poachers 
are  found  with  an  egg  in  either  hand,  it  is  high  time  to  inquire, 
•  What  of  it  r 

When  one  Bill  Mills  was  taken  up  last  week  in  Brooklyn  for  steal- 
ing a  cloak  at  the  navy-yard,  he  utterly  denied  having  done  it,  al- 
though he  had  it  on  at  the  time.  The  muscles  of  his  arm  moved  in 
the  act,  but  these  were  traceable  to  some  spot  in  the  brain,  and  there 
the  despotic  agency  resided.  He,  for  his  part,  was  opposed  to  the 
measure :  he  would  rather  have  gone  all  winter  without  a  cloak,  let 
the  thermometer  stand  how  it  would ;  and  he  said  with  many  tears 
that  he  would  sooner  have  lived  on  a  crust ;  that  he  hdd  nothing  to 
say  to  it ;  the  devil  did  it.  On  this  plea  he  was  let  off.  Those  who 
have  read  the  Courier  and  Enquirer  all  know  that  a  singular  victim 
of  the  bump  of  picking  and  stealing  was  lately  reported.  None  of 
your  ordinaiT  jail-birds,  but  brought  up  by  pious  Boston  parents^ 
He  was  found  m  the  shops  of  *  New-Vork  city'  helping  himself  to 
any  little  thing  which  tickled  his  fancy,  and  keeping  a  daily  journal 
or  memorandum-book,  in  which  the  items  are  more  curious  than  any 
thing  to  be  found  in  all  the  memorabilia  of  Vidocq  :  '  Mem.  To  stop 
in  at  Bonfanti's,  scrutinize,  and  get  things,*  Here  the  prevalent 
geniuA  called  aloud  for  mercy.    The  tendency  was  irresistible ;  he 
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bad  a  big  lump  on  bifl  bead ;  but  tbe  young  man,  for  tbe  good  of  so- 
ciety, was  put  under  college  discipline  for  a  season.  LoI^d  Timothy 
Dexter  was  predestinated.  He  felt  irresistibly  moved  to  send  warm- 
ing-pans to  the  West  Indies,  which  came  in  the  nick  of  time,  and 
5 roved  a  perfect  God-send  to  the  planters.  He  was  well  called 
yextcTt  which  implies  something  fortunate,  just  the  same  as  sinister 
would  mean  unlucky. 

You  talk  about  reason.  How  can  a  man  restrain  his  risibles  1  On 
New- Year's  night  a  broad- faced,  red-headed  butcher  from  the  coun- 
try fixed  himself  in  a  front  box  of  the  Bowery  Amphiteatre  and  be- 
came so  bloated  and  convulsed  with  the  clown's  pleasantry, that  no 
body  could  catch  the  wit  of  the  piece  for  his  uproar.  At  last  it  was  . 
intimated  to  him,  gently  at  first,  that  he  '  must  be  done  that.'  The 
rationalistic  part  of  him  saw  the  propriety  of  this,  till  Mr.  Gossin's 
next  repartee,  accompanied  with  a  prodigious  whip-cracking,  proved 
the  death  of  his  efforts,  and  he  was  carried  out  by  an  indignant  com- 
pany, exclaiming  '  I  can't  help  it!  I  can't  help  it!'  The  first  Yankee 
was  possessed  of  that  strong  common  sense  which  has  rendered  his 
name  a  proverb,  and  which  has  not  yet  run  itself  out,  although  the 
race  is  already  numerous,  and  mixed  up  with  every  denomination 
under  the  sun.  He  came  to  America  with  nothing  under  heaven 
but  a  jack-knife,  not  even  bringing  his  own  shingle,  but  cal'lated  he 
could  smell  out  the  resin,  and  cut  his  own  stick.  He  asked  the  loan 
of  a  gate  to  sit  on,  for  the  privilege  of  which  he  was  to  repair  the 
wear  and  tear  of  it,  and  let  the  cows  in  when  they  came  home  from 
pasturage.  He  kept  himself  supplied  with  sticks,  and  got  a  good 
living  :  no  man  ever  whittled  himself  into  more  abundant '  victual.' 
You  might  suppose  that  the  rails  would  cut  him  ;  on  the  contrary 
he  cut  the  rails.  Sometimes  as  his  legs  hung  down  he  eot  low  spirit- 
ed, thinking  of  a  squash-grinder  that  he  lost,  or  he  squirted  through 
his  teeth  with  listless  indifference  at  some  very  minute  object,  not 
even  looking  to  see  whether  he  hit  it.  That  was  a  matter  of  course. 
'  He  didn't  do  any  thing  else.'  But  to  see  him  cut,  shave,  splint  or 
split,  hack  or  sharpen,  was  interesting.  He  seemed  bom  to  '  make 
tnings,*  A  sort  of  poetic  faculty,  the  material  of  whose  sublimity 
was  a  simple  shingle.  Provided  only  afler  such  a  fashion,  with 
nothing  but  a  little  pine  or  hemlock,  how  could  he  '  make  things  t' 
If  his  cranium  were  here  at  this  moment,  with  a  tolerably  correct 
map  of  the  geography  of  those  parts,  it  would  be  very  easy  to  show 
where  the  pqwer  came  from.  It  is  the  very  attribute  of  genius  to 
make  things  out  of  nothing ;  to  manufacture  bricks  without  straw, 
learn  lessons  without  study,  dash  off  poems  by  inspiration,  and  get 
along  *  somehow.'  It  was  the  very  elegance  of  paring,  his  use  of 
the  jack-knife.  I  have  seen  a  tolerably  decent  man  sit  down  among 
ladies,  and  having  taken  his  pen-knife  out  of  his  waistcoat  pocket 
and  released  the  olade,  neatly  describe  the  circumference  of  his  ten 
finger  nails,  paring,  polishing,  rounding,  scraping  as  needs  be ;  then 
shutting  it  up  with  a  sharp  click,  put  it  in  his  pocket  with  a  refreshed 
lustre  of  the  eye,  as  if  he  had  just  washed  his  hands  clean.  I  have 
always  thought  this  an  elegant  operation,  and  perhaps  enough  for 
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the  nerves  of  a  stout  man.  But  to  see  him  cut  a  stick  was  more  re- 
fined, and  wholly  divested  of  the  disagreeable.  How  he  would  sur- 
vey the  whole  length  and  shape  of  it  with  his  eye,  turning  his  head 
sideways,  and  squmting  along  the  irregular  surface,  so  that  his  face 
looked  like  a  squeezed  lemon.  Then  grasping  the  large  buck  han- 
dle in  a  fist  which  weighed  about  two  pounds,  he  made  a  bold  gash 
to  the  very  neighborhood  of  his  knee-pan ;  and  the  coiled  up  sha- 
vings rolled  away  as  a  hair  curls  up  to  a  woolly  shortness  m  the 
fiame  of  a  candle.  How  he  would  disport  with  the  softness  of  the 
wood,  and  carve  it  into  any  shape  he  pleased,  though  it  might  be  a 
chain  of  many  links,  as  a  great  writing-master  amuses  himself  with 
the  letters  of  the  English  alphabet,  and  out  of  the  capitals  cuts  the 
most  fantastic  shapes  ;  sometimes  an  elephant  erecting  his  trunk,  at 
others  the  expanded  wings  of  an  American  eagle. 

But  it  was  oy  no  means  the  destiny  of  this  great  original  to  sit 
all  day  on  a  gate,  after  the  spoiled  boy's  ambition.  He  filled  a  ped- 
lar's cart  with  *  things'  and  started  off  on  the  grand  tour  of  bargain- 
ing and  swapping.  ^The  country  was  not  well  settled,  and  he  had 
not  been  an  hour  in  the  wilderness  before  he  was  waltzing  about 
with  a  wolf.  Shortly  after  he  got  entangled  in  the  rapids  of  a  river, 
and  seemed  to  stand  no  more  chance  than  a  feather  m  a  hurricatie, 
but  the  next  day  he  was  seen  walking  calmly  on  the  banks  picking 
up  his  wooden  bowls.  He  could  scarcely  clamber  a  tree  without 
meeting  a  wild-cat  at  every  limb.  There  is  a  letter  written  *  to 
home,'  recorded  on  the  ninety-fifth  page^  first  volume,  of  Pixon : 

'It's  clear,  cold  mounting  air,'  says  he,  'this  momin',  as  your 
brother  sets  down  this  momin',  to  write  a  letter  to  you  this  momin'. 
Here's  hopin'  the  church  to  Fulham  is  flourishin'.  I  want  you  to 
sell  my  oats  at  the  going  price.  Could  you  tell  me  where  I'd  be 
liable  to  dispose  of  about  twenty  pound  o*  putty]  It  don't  stick 
ffood  enough  to  sell  along  roads  that  like  as  not  I'm  comin'  back  on. 
X  our  brother  has  had  a  great  deliverance  from  a  bear  lately,  for 
which  the  Lord  be  praised!' 

Then  follows  a  story  too  strange  to  be  transcribed,  and  which  would 
destroy  the  credit  of  our  remaining  narrative.  I  do  not  know  that 
it  would  go  ahead  of  Mr.  Buckingham's  lion  stories  and  long  yams 
in  general  with  which  he  entertained  the  good  people  of  the  States. 
But  as  an  individual,  maintaining  a  character  tor  moral  rectitude,  I 
think  it  best  to  be  careftil — it's  best  to  be  careful.  Sometimes  it  is 
a  great  deal  tougher  not  to  do  a  thing  than  to  do  it.  I  had  much  rather 
tell  this  bear  story  than  to  let  it  alone  ;  but  some  might  shake  their 
heads  and  give  me  fair  notice  to  tell  the  like  of  that  to  the  marines, 
as  the  tropical  savage  did  who  listened  to  a  description  of  ice ;  and 
others  might  go  a  way  .^refusing  to  return  again,  just  a^  old  Alphasi- 
baeus  did  when  he  listened  to  Sicyon's  lecture  on  the  times  of  Troy. 
We  all  know  what  happened  to  Corabel  in  Warlock's  account  of 
the  Zimri,  a  warning  to  all  men  to  avoid  Munchausen's  epitaph : 

<  Herb  he  Lies 
KiUMbyFate: 
For  he  was  a  great 
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I  wish  I  could  describe  the  Yankee's  wagon,  for  that's  as  true  as 
any  fact  on  record.  It  was  an  airy-looking  thing,  containing  for 
the  most  part  compact  boxes,  and  the  principal  department  of  it 
was  devoted  to  buttons.  A  feature  in  it  was  a  large  black  doe, 
wearine  a  tin  collar,  who  sat  in  front,  particularly  1  rained  to  his 
duty.  Whenever  the  wagon  started  anew  he  ran  before,  vocifer- 
ously barking,  and  jumping  up  at  the  horses'  heads.  When  the 
Yankee-Doodle  jumpea  on  his  seat,  he  jumped  on,  and  when  the 
Yankee-Doodle  jumped  on,  he  jumped  off.  On  arriving  at  a  house 
his  master  would  dismount,  and  taking  a  large  bunch  of  keys  from 
his  pocket,  apply  one  to  a  padlock  in  the  rear  of  the  wagon ;  when 
instantly  a  lia  would  fall  and  show  a  folding-door,  well  locked.  On 
opening  this,  a  set  of  drawers  presented  themselves  containing  boxes, 
in  their  turn  containing  buttons,  in  many  of  which  a  man  might 
see  his  eyes.  The  remaining  fixtures  were  equally  curious,  llie 
top  was  devoted  to  the  department  of  brooms,  and  the  front  to 
wooden  bowls. 

There  is  always,  an  obscurity  hanging  about  the  great  men  who 
live  in  any  heroic  age  of  history,  the  first  possessors  of  those  great 
bumps  and  developments,  which  partially  mherited,  are  the  founda- 
tions of  national  character.  The  history  of  Hercules  is  wrapped 
up  in  much  fable.  The  first  Yankee-Doodle  disappeared  somehow, 
as  he  was  travelling  over  the  Green  Alountains,  m  a  heavy  fog  or 
mist,  which  enveloped  his  wagon  so  thoroughly  that  his  departure 
seemed  like  an  apotheosis.  He  was  never  heard  of  afterward; 
and  all  that  is  farther  known  of  him  can  be  testified  to  by  all  New- 
England  :  he  left  a  family. 


THE         HARE'BEI.1. 


Abotb  her  lone  and  lowly  tomb. 
Like  sorrow's  incense  o'er  the  dead, 

Sheddinff  its  fresh  and  sweet  perfume. 
The  Harebell  droops  its  pennve  head 
For  youth  and  beauty  fled ! 


When  summer  winds,  with  plaintive  sigh, 
Breathe  gentle  requiems  round  the  bier. 

The  dew-drops  'neath  the  placid  sky 
FaU  sadly  as  a  lover's  tear 
For  one  who  rieepeth  theit. 


And  when  the  wind  with  roughened  swell 
Sweeps  wildly  past  the  house  of  death* 

The  floweret  shakes  each  tiny  bell, 
And  peals  a  soft  and  solemn  kneD 
O'er  her  who  reeti  beneath. 
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stanzas:     'no     More 


Wt     JOHJi     B.      RaKXlt. 


'T  If  eve.    And  from  the  eaitem  height 
Gray  Twilif^ht  leads  the  ipangled  Night  ^ 
From  hill  and  vale  the  welcome  gloom 
Now  lends  the  heavy  laboren  home, 
And  Silence  diuts  the  door. 
At  length  o'er  nature  Sleep  reeumee  her  reign. 
And  weary  hearti  are  wron^  by  grief  and  pain 
No  more. 


Closed  is  the  sightless  eye  ;  the  ear 
Doth  no  melodious  music  hear\ 
Pleasure  and  Passion  drop  the  rein  ; 
The  tongue  is  mute,  the  busy  bram  • 
Forgets  its  labored  lore. 
Yet,  though  sweet  Slumber  wears  a  death-like  face/ 
The  bed  is  but  a  transient  resting-place — 
•  No  more. 


So,  when  our  day  of  Life  is  done, 
Cray  Twilight's  shades  come  glooming  on  ^ 
And,  as  we  hasten  to  the  close, 
"^he  earthly  toils,  and  fears,  and  woes, 
That  troubled  us  before. 
All  hie  them  homeward  to  thi  grave,  and  there 
They  vex  the  wearied  heart  with  grief  and  care 
No  more. 


Closed  is  the  sightless  eye ;  the  ear 

No  warbling  strain  shall  ever  hear ; 

Pleasure  and  Passion  drop  the  rein ; 

The  tongue  is  mute,  the  busy  brain 

Hete  loses  all  its  lore : 

Yet,  though  pale  Death  is  stamped  upon  the  face/ 

The  grave  is  but  a  transient  resting-place  — • 

f  No  more. 


Then  sleep  on  noW  and  take  your  rest, 
Ye  saints  whom  Jesus'  love  hath  blest : 
Dawn  on  the  eastern  mountains  stands ! 
At  sunrise  ye  shall  bunt  your  bands, 
On  glorious  wiug  shall  soar. 
And  sing  your  morning  song  before  the  Throne, 
Where  Night  and  Sleep  sh^l  cease,  and  Death  be  known 
No  more ! 
BwU^tau,  FL,  Dec  84, 1845. 
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BT     PKTKR 


'  ICH  babe  (eMchea  wm  (leh  weiM  du.)    Ick  nicht  wftrda  gef laubt  babra  aof  ibrar  aniblnf  / 

Tbmtiwlam  ub,  to  Cox.b»xb  OB. 
'I  baT«  aaea  wbat  I  am  oaitaia  I  would  not  bar  a  believed  on  jroar  telUnf .' 

Mr8.  Julia  Smith,  the  ambitious  lady  of  Mr.  Jobn  Smith,  had 
received  the  last  cong^  of  the  last  guest  of  a  very  large  party  of 
those  who  formed  the  self-constituted  aristocracy  of  the  great  city 
of  Babylon  the  Less.  The  varnished  and  conventional  smile  of  so- 
ciety had  vanished  from  her  fair  face,  and  she  stood  in  the  centre  6f 
one  of  her  splendid  suite  of  rooms,  gazing  with  an  honest  expres- 
sion of  wretchedness  at  the  spots  and  puddles  of  spermaceti  which 
had  descended  from  her  numerous  candelabras  and  brackets,  to  the 
great  injury  of  her  rich  carpets  and  damask-covered  sofas  and  chairs, 
and  to  tne  utter  ruin  of  many  of  the  fine  dresses  worn  by  her  *  dear 
five  hundred  fashionable  friends.' 

The  party  was  the  result  of  long-matured  plans,  and  was  the  first 
she  had  given  since  Mr.  Smith  had,  at  her  entreaty,  purchased  their 
splendid  house  situated  on  Grrosvenor  Square,  of  all  the  neighbor- 
hoods of  Babylon  the  Less,  deemed  the  most  select ;  and  which  had 
been  fitted  up  with  every  luxury,  which  taste  had  suggested  and 
which  money  could  procure.  Her  husband  was  at  the  moment  bow- 
ing out  the  last  of  their  guests,  and  she  dreaded  the  moment  of  their 
meeting.  It  had  been  her  desire  to  rank  with  the  '  upper  ten  thou- 
sand' which  had  led  him  into  all  the  expenditures  and  sacrifices  of 
his  own  tastes  and  simple  hablis,  all  of  which  had  the  point  of  cul- 
mination in  this  her  first  party,  and  which  she  had  hoped  would  have 
been  the  bright  apex  of  her  ambition. 

Mr.  Smith  entered  with  a  look  of  utter  disgust  and  weariness  of 
the  position  he  had  been  compelled  to  sustain.  '  Well,  my  dear,  this 
is  the  brilliant  party,  that  was  to  have  been !  I  should  say  it  has  been 
a  splendid  failure,  but  for  the  strange  eclipse,  which  shed  its  disas- 
trous twilight  upon  us  all,  before  your  party  had  but  commenced 
their  s'lpper.' 

'  My  dear,'  replied  the  lady,  in  tones  which  deprecated  his  aneer, 
'  who  would  have  believed  so  many  lamps  could  have  Aminished  in 
light  so  rapidly  1     They  were  lighted  entirely  too  soon.* 

'  But,'  said  Mr.  Smith  angrily,  '  there  were  your  candles  pouring 
down  streams  of  lava  in  all  directions ;  surely  they  must  have  been 
made  of  lard  instead  of  wax.' 

*  No,  deariest,  the  candles  were  of  the  best  of  spermaceti,  and  such 
as  is  every  where  used,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith. 

*  And  too;'  exclaimed  the  irritated  gentleman,  *  how  infernally  hot 
your  house  has  been !  I  believe  the  devil  himself  has  been  heating 
the  furnaces.' 
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'  My  dearest  husband,'  said  Mn.  Smith, '  I  am  distressed  to  see 
you  so  unhappy.  The  rooms  have  been  overheated.  Patrick,  with 
his  usual  stupidity,  thought  he  must  give  our  guests  a  warm  recep- 
tion, and  this  is  the  cause  of  all  our  mishaps.' 

'  To  haye  w€tHed  your  friends  was  to  be  sure  bad  enough,*  said 
Mr.  Smith,  with  a  most  cruel  sneer,  '  but  to  have  boated  them  with 
spermaceti  was  indeed  to  '  snatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art,' ' 

'Alas!  my  love,  have  mercy  upon  me!'  cried  out  Mrs.  Smith. 
*  I  am  not  to  blame :  why  make  me  to  feel  myself  in  fault  1  It  was 
all  in  consequence  of  the  mischief  of  those  Misses  Van  Tromp, 
who  went  about  fanning  themselves,  as  if  they  were  dying  for  fresh 
air,  and  bep^ging  those  young  fops  of  theirs  to  draw  down  the  upper 
sashes,  which  of  course  occasioned  a  draught  of  air,  and  set  the 
candles  a-running.  Surely  't  was  no  feult  of  mine ;  and  though  I 
regret  the  injury  done  my  guests,  yet  they  must  have  seen  who  was 
to  blame,  and  that  I  was  the  greatest  sufferer.' 

'  Excepting  myself,  if  you  please,'  said  Mr.  Smith*  '  It  was,  to 
be  sure,  quite  a  scene,  and  was  not  without  its  good  hits ;  and  I 
would  not  have  objected  to  have  been  one  of  the  sufferers  any  where 
else  but  here.' 

'  My  dear,  what  could  have  set  them  all  a-dripping  so  near  the 
same  moment  V  inquired  the  wife. 

'  Why,'  said  Mr.  Smith,  '  the  same  cause  usually  produces  the  same 
effects.  There  was  no  miracle  wrought  to  save  us  this  evening,  and 
so  the  same  current  of  air  which  filled  one  cup  of  your  candelabras 
fuU,  filled  all ;  and  it  would  have  been  as  impossible  to  have  escaped 
a  hail-storm  as  this  shower  of  grease.  Mont  Morris  came  up  to  me 
soon  af^  the  flood  had  subsided,  and  the  sperm  had  cooled,  and 
while  I  was  expressing  my  regret  at  his  misfortunes,  seeing  his 
shoulders  all  white  with  sperm,  and  which  he  bore  with  his  usual 
kindness  and  good  humor,  .Mrs.  Vandam  tapped  him  on  the  elbow 
as  she  was  passing,  and  said  with  a  sneering  lailgh,  <  My  dear  Grene- 
ral,  you  wear  your  epaulets  this  evening.' 

'  Well,  my  dear,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  she  was  well  repaid  for  her 
ill  nature ;  for  when  all  seemed  safe,  and  the  servants  had  repaired 
the  mischief  by  new  candles,  one  had  been  overlooked,  and  she  was 
standing  under  it,  when  down  came  a  stream  of  sperm,  spangling 
her  beautiAil  dress  with  spots.' 

'  Yes  !'  said  Mr.  Smith  ;  '  and  do  you  know  how  she  repaid  me 
for  the  glance  of  satisfaction  she  doubtless  saw  my  face  must  ha^e 
expressed  1  She  whispered  to  a  lady  near  me,  and  quite  a  stage 
ande^  it  was  too,  '  I  verily  believe  this  is  a  contrived  affair  to  com- 
pel us  to  renew  our  dresses  at  his  fine  store.  It  has  the  merit  of 
novelty,  and  I  shall  certainly  patronize  him.' 

'  Alas !  my  dear,  she  is  so  cynical,  do  n't  mind  her.  She  b  but  one 
of  the  many.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Mr.  Smith, '  but  when  the  many  are  in  a  like  condition, 
they  feel  alike.  And  at  your  supper  too,  I  was  compelled  to  h6ar 
the  gibes  and  jests  on  all  sides ;  and  amone  them  was  that  Cory* 
pheus  of  fashion,  as  he  deems  himself  no  doubt,  gazing  down  th^ 
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tables  as  if  he  were  looking  through  a  tunnel,  and  turning  to  Mont 
Morris,  exclaimed  in  a  voice  quite  too  loud  for  the  Bensitiveness  of 
my  ears  this  evening,  *  This  is  truly  a  most  remarkable  specimen  of 
the  chair ooscuro — quite  in  the  style  of  Rembrandt!' 

*  Oh  !  Heavens!*  exclaimed  the  wife,  in  an  agony- of  feeling, 
*  what  would  I  give  for  lamps  which  never  burn  dim  !* 

*  Let  me  tell  you,'  said  Mr.  Smith,  in  tones  harsh,  cold,  and  so  very 
slow ;  *  till  you  shall  find  them,  I  swear  to*  you,  that  this  is  the  last 
party  you  shall  ever  give  in  any  house  of  mine.'  And  so  saying,  he 
bade  her  good  night,  leaving  poor  Mrs.  Smith  seated  on  a  som  in 
the  utmost  wretchedness.  She  sighed  deeply,  as  she  recalled  the 
scenes  of  the  evening.  All  the  disagreeables  which  had  met  her 
husband's  eye  and  ear  had  been  bbserved  and  heard  by  her,  and  she 
too  had  been  compelled  to  suffer  many  things  of  the  sort ;  and  there 
was  not  wanting  a  sprinkling  of  those  *  d  ? —  d  good-natured  friends,' 
as  Byron  calls  them,  who  never  leave  you  in  ignorance  of  your  mis- 
fortunes, and  whose  bland  tones  of  sympathy  convey  the  most  sting- 
ing satire,  and  are  the  severest  of  trials  to  a  lady's  self-possession, 
when  passing  through  the  fiery  ordeal  which  had  Qverwhelmed  Mrs. 
Smith.  After  a  short  time,  she  rose  and  stood  before  one  of  her 
splendid  mirrors,  and  there  contemplated  her  entire  person,  as  fault- 
less in  shape  as  in  costume.  And  she  felt  all  was  not  lost.  If  she 
had  failed  of  the  success  she  had  hoped  for,  yet  it  was  not  an  entire 
failure.  There  were  some  incidents  which  she  could  recall  with 
satisfaction.  She  again  scanned  her  figure,  and  felt  that  if  it  was  not 
faultless,  yet  it  was  attractive,  and  that  its  attractions  had  been  ac- 
knowledged by  some  whose  approval  was  worth  possessing. 

Her  figure  was  indeed  eminently  graceful ;  her  hair  dark  and 
luxuriant ;  and  her  clustering  curls  beautifully  relieved  the  fairness 
of  her  skin;  and  though  her  nose  was  somewhat  too  aquiline,  her 
mouth  and  teeth  were  perfect,  her  tones  musical  and  clear,  and  her 
eyes  were  liquid  ancbbright ;  and  least  of  all,  she  knew  their  power, 
and  how  and  when  to  use  them.  Her  step  and  movements  had  been 
oflen  remarked  upon  by  foreigners  and  those  capable  of  judging,  to 
be  eminently  Castilian  ;  and  that  which  she  appreciated  most  of  all, 
was  the  air  of  repose,  which  was  never  for  a  moment  disturbed, 
though  it  had  been  so  severely  tried  this  evening.  She  had  seen  the 
impressions  made  by  her  address  on  her  visitors,  and  had  been 
encouraged  and  sustained.  Though  she  had  seen  but  little  of  the 
society  of  the  circles  she  had  now  gathered  around  her,  yet  there 
was  nothing  which  would  indicate  any  thing  of  newness  in  her  pre- 
sent position.  She  received  her  visitors  with  ease  and  quietness ; 
there  was  no  attempt  to  play  the  hostess  ;  indeed  she  addressed  her- 
self to  the  self-love  of  such  as  she  sought  to  win,  by  rather  seeming 
to  seek  their  support  than  to  afford  it.  And  especially  was  this 
manifested  toward  those  whom  she  regarded  as  the  true  aristocracy 
of  the  city.  For  though  she  had  heretofore  been  but  a  *  looker-on 
in  Vienna,'  yet  she  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  true  arbiters 
of  fashion  were  not  those  who  deemed  themselves  such,  but  they 
were  of  those  old  and  well-established  families  who  combined  the 
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possession  of  wealth  with  high  moral  and  intellectual  qualities,  and 
whose  sons  and  daughters  were  inspired  with  sentiments  of  respect 
for  the  good  and  the  true,  in  whom  the  real  power  of  society  rested* 
Such  were  Colonel  Worth  and  his  lady,  and  their  lovely  daugh- 
ter Grace.  Ib  receiving  this  family  Mrs.  Smith  evinced  that  degree 
of  pleasure  and  her  sense  of  the  honor  thus  conferred,  which  was 
marked  and  effective,  and  of  which  they  felt  the  value  in  ^contrast 
with  the  Van  Tromps  and  other  vulgar  rich  folks,  who  were,  as 
matters  of  course,  present  at  her  party.  And  when  during  the 
evening  the  satirical  sayings  of  these  groups  of  ill-bred  and  over- 
dressed belles  and  their  beaux  reached  the  ears  of  the  Worths, 
and  they  were  impelled  by  their  true  politeness  and  truthful  feel- 
ings to  sustain  her  by  their  attentions,  the  look  and  manner  of  Mrs. 
Smith  told  them  of  her  gratitude,  and  of  her  high  appreciation  of 
the  delicacy  and  kindness  which  had  prompted  them  to  pay  her 
these  attentions;  But  especially  was  Mrs.  Smith  flattered  by  the 
marked  mannors  of  Mr.  De  Lisle,  a  gentleman  eminent  for  his 
family,  wealth  and  attainments ;  a  man  rarely  in  society,  which  had 
but  few  attractions  for  him,  and  whose  tastes  \hd  him  to  the  retire- 
ment of  his  library  and  the  pursuit  of  his  profession.  Indeed  she 
had  not  expected  him,  and  he  had  been  induced  to  come,  from  his 
high  regard  for  the  talents,  industry  and  integrity  which  had  always 
distinguished  Mr.  Smith ;  and  it  was  to  manifest  these  sentiments 
that  he  had,  contrary  to  his  custom,  accepted  Mrs.  Smith's  invita- 
tion. Though  nearly  forty  years  of  age  he  was  still  unmarried,  and 
an  object  of  special  interest  to  ladies  of  a  particular  age ;  in  fact 
ladies  of  all  ages  felt  themselves  flattered  by  his  attentions.  The 
Van  Tromps,  to  make  themselves  agreeable  to  him,  had  attempted 
to  be  witty  by  calling  his  attention  to  the  mishaps  their  thoughtless- 
ness, if  not  their  malice,  had  been  the  chief  cause  of  inflicting  on 
the  party. 

Mr.  De  Lisle  listened  very  coolly,  and  showed  his  disapprobation 
by  leaving  them  and  addressing  himself  to  Mrs.  Smith,  who  saw  this 
movement  with  the  sincerest  satisfaction.  She  received  Mr.  De  Lisle 
with  quiet  courtesy ;  and  when  he  attempted,  as  he  did  rather  awk- 
wardly, some  commonplace  compliment  on  the  splendor  of  her  sa- 
lons and  of  her  party,  she  looked  her  thanks,  and  at  once  avowed 
her  deep  consciousness  of  the  cause  of  the  merriment  evinced  by 
the  Van  Tromps,  and  expressed  her  gratitude  for  the  kindness  and 
forbearance  ot  her  guests  generally.  Her  looks  were  eloquent ; 
and  the  grace  and  melody  of  the  voice  were  not  unfelt ;  and  he 
was  flattered  by  the  frankness  and  confidence  with  which  she  treated 
him.  He  found  he  was  addressing  a  sensible  woman,  whose  fine 
sense  and  admirable  self-possession,  (and  let  it  be  whispered,  whose 
apparent  trustfulness  had  flflttered  his  self-love,)  so  charmed  him, 
that  he  retained  his  place  near  her  till  supper  was  announced.  He 
retired  immediately  after  supper ;  but  in  doing  sp,  said  in  a  low 
tone  of  voice,  that  he  should  soon  do  himself  tibe  pleasure  of  call- 
ing on  her,  when  he  could  gratify  his  own  wishes  without  infringing 
on  the  rights  of  others,  as  he  feared  he  had  done  on  this  evening. 
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Many  of  the  guests  had  expressed  to  each  other  their  admiration 
of  their  charming  hostess,  and  asked  where  did  she  get  manners 
so  rarely  attained  in  their  perfection,  even  in  the  circles  in  which 
they  are  best  appreciated. 

Now  Mrs.  Smith  was  bom  in  a  country  village,  and  was  an  only 
child  of  hdnest  and  industrious  parents,  who  were  possessed  of  a 
fine  farm  in .  She  was  ever  indulged,  and  had  been  edu- 
cated to  dance  and  to  sing  by  those  strolling  amateurs  of  these  city 
accomplishments,  who  come  like  comets  into  the  spheres  of  our 
country  villages,  and  having  starred  it  for  awhile,  depart  never  to 
reappear.  At  the  age  of  eighteen  she  had  married  Mr.  Smith,  then 
a  young  man,  who  had  been  teaching  the  village  school  for  six 
months,  to  aid  him  in  completing  his  professional  studies.  The 
grace  and  loveliness  of  this  village  Dryad  proved  irresistible ;  and 
yet  he  was  a  man  of  the  most  inflexible  firmness  of  purpose  and 
resolution  of  soul,  which  had  already  surmounted  great  difficulties 
in  the  attainment  of  the  objects  of  his  highest  hopes.  Though  so 
young  and  so  artless,  Julia  was  not  without  an  instinctive  percep- 
tion of  the  power  of  grace,  as  well  as  of  the 

*  iofectiotti  aiffh,  the  pleading  look, 

DovneagC  uid  low,  in  meek  aubmiaeioti  dreat, 
Bnt  fall  of  fuiie ;' 

if  that  be  guile  which  incites  a  young  girl  to  provoke  the  love  she 
feels  in  the  swellings  of  her  own  bosom. 

The  master  and  the  pupil  soon  became  unconsciously  engaged 
in  a  struggle  of  no  ordinary  strength ;  he  to  overcome  his  desires 
by  his  ambition,  and  she  to  win  him  whom  all  the  girls  of  the  vil- 
lage acknowledged  as  the  handsomest  teacher  they  had  ever  had, 
though  he  was  so  silent  and  so  cold.  He  became  conscious  of  her 
fascination,  but  what  could  he  do  1  There  was  no  safety  but  in 
fiiffht,  yet  his  poverty  compelled  him  to  remain.  Twice  a-day  did 
this  syren  present  herself  before  him  as  a  scholar,  so  quiet  and  so 
gentle,  and  all  unconscious  of  her  power  over  him — so  thought  the 
master.  Julia  on  her  part  became  conscious  of  her  wish  to  please 
him,  by  the  greater  care  she  took  in  her  dress,  and  in  the  wearing 
of  her  hair  in  rich  tresses,  which  were  beautiful  in  contrast  with 
her  white  neck  and  shoulders,  which  now  naturally  became  visible 
as  the  costume  of  winter  was  exchanged  for  that  of  spring  and 
snnnner.  She  found  too  that  her  pens  required  mending  more  fre- 
quently than  ever  before,  and  that  her  sums  would  not  so  readily 
prove  as  they  had  once  done ;  indeed  her  difficulties  in  her  studies 
seemed  to  increase,  and  she  became  more  dependent  than  ever  on 
the  aid  of  the  teacher. 

There  were  but  a  few  girls  older  than  herself,  and  the  feelings 
which  distracted  the  master  in  his  studies  did  in  reality  stimulate 
Julia  in  hers,  so  that  she  was  ahead  of  all  others,  and  it  became 
necessary  to  heai;  her  recitations  by  herself.  And  how  unequal  was 
the  contest !  The  master,  all  unconscious  of  her  wiles,  and  believing 
that  every  feeling  in  his  heart  was  the  sole  promptings  of  his  wishes, 
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and  that  all  he  saw  bo  attractive  was  the  loveliness  of  girlhood ;  but 
so  it  was,  that  at  last  he  thought  the.  pinnacle  of  the  temple 
was  not  to  be  compared  with  the  temptations  to  which  he  was  sub*- 
jected.  There  sat  this  sweet  gir^  just  ten  feet  from  him,  on  a  little 
oench,  and  at  a  table  apart  by  herself;  she  has  twice  rubbed  out  a 
slate  Aill  of  figures,  and  now  a  third  time  she  has  tried  to  do  the 
suaiy  and  it  will  not  prove ;  she  lays  down  her  pencil-^she 
looks  perplexed ;  her  white  finger  is  running  over  the  lines  on 
the  slate ;  't  is  all  in  vain ;  and  now  at  last  she  looks  up  to  the 
master  with  a  look  full  of  timidity,  helplessness  and  entreaty.  What 
can  he  do  but  go  at  once  to  her  aid  ]  The  blush  is  on  her  cheek : 
she  almost  whispers,  so  low  are  the  tones  of  her  voice  :  *  It  won't 
prove  !'  The  sum  was  in  the  rule  of  Double  PasitUm,  The  master 
on  looking  over  it  at  once  discovered  the  error.  Now  when  speak- 
ing to  Julia,  the  thunders  of  the  pedagogue  were  hushed  into  the 
softest  tones  of  his  voice  :  it  was  not '  i  ou  must  do  this  and  that,' 
but  it  was  *  Are  we  not  wrong  here  V  *  Suppose  we  try  it  so  and 
so  V  On  this  occasion  he  said,  *  My  dear  Julia,  we  must  first  add 
and  then  multiply ;  you  see  you  have  reversed  the  rule.'  The  neck 
of  Julia  even  was  suffused  with  the  warmth  of  her  blushes,  for  it 
was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  usej  an  endearing  appellative.  First 
it  had  been  '  Miss  Jones,'  then  '  Miss  Julia  ;'  now  it  was  *  my  dear 
Julia.'  *  Nor  was  the  master  entirely  unconscious  of  the  bewitching 
inflections  of  her  voice,  as  she  was  going  through  the  verbs,  though 
he  did  not  observe  that  all  her  errors  occurred  in  those  rules  which 
required  the  repetition  of  words,  which  the  spirit  of  mischief  must 
have  devised  and  put  there  for  the  very  purpose  of  enticing  poor 
pedago^es ;  and  there  were  instants  too  when  her  eye  would  gaze 
upon  him,  as  if  the  rules  in  grammar  were  hid  by  thoughts  which 
lay  behind  them ;  and  when  she  recovered  herself,  her  beautifol 
eyes  fell  upon  a  bosom  so  lovely,  as  irresistibly  to  carry  the  master's 
heart  along  with  them. 

But  though  these  were  fearful  moments,  they  were  not  the  only 
ones.  While  all  the  boys  and  girls  were  out  at  play  during  the 
hour  of  recess,  there  sat  his  scholar  busy  with  her  slate.  He  would 
walk  up -and  down,  restless,  anxious  to  go  and  seat  himself  beside 
her,  and  yet  determining  he  would  not ;  and  so  he  would  go  to  a 
window  to  look  out  on  the  sports  of  the  children ;  but  the  least 
rustle  of  her  dress,  or  the  creaking  of  her  shoe,  became  to  him 
more  audible  than  the  uproar  of  the  whole  school.  In  spite  of  him- 
self he  must  go  and  see  what  she  was  doing,  and  whether  she  needed 
his  aid,  as  it  must  be  said  she  often  did.  It  was  no  task  to  seat  him- 
self beside  her ;  and  there  lay  her  sofb  white  hand  so  innocently  idle, 
that  it  seemed  impossible  not  to.  take  it  up  and  to  press  it.  '  Now 
this  is  something  gained,'  thought  the  young  girl,  and  it  was ;  for 
though  she  knew  nothing  of  the  science  of  Mesmerism,  and  had 
never  heard  of  Perkins*  Tractors,  she  felt  that  there  lay  some  secret 
power  in  hands  when  pressed,  and  that  they  had  a  tendency  to  be- 
come inseparable. 

The  little  ben^  was  very  long  for  one,  and  rather  short  for  two ; 
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and  it  became  almost  a  matter  of  necessity  for  the  master,  when 
working  out  lier  sums,  to  place  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  his  pupil, 
merely  to  get  it  out  of  the  way.  I  have  thought  it  would  be  a  sub- 
ject worthy  of  some  scholar  capalble  of  mastering  so  occult  a  sub- 
ject, to  determine  whether  the  necessity  of  the  tottmwe  has  not  its 
final  cause  in  furnishing  the  support  which  is  so  vei^  convenient 
and  indeed  indispensable  at  such  times.  Coleridge  in  his  Table 
Talk  has  said  that  the  final  cause  in  furnishing  man  with  a  nose 
was  to  afibrd  him  the  pleasure  of  takine  snuff;  but  I  must  leave 
all  such  questions  to  those  astute  philosophers  who  have  in  all  ages 
delighted  in  the  creation  of  the  universe  out  of  its  '  Vestiges,'  and 
who  have  written  huge  tomes  on  subjects  which  have  less  to  do 
v^th  human  happiness  than  either  of  the  subjects  referred  to. 
Whatever  may  be  said  on  the  question  of  the  final  Qause,  the  tour- 
nure  has  certainly  a  wonderful  charm,  and  its  cause  and  influence 
lie  in  the  very  depths  of  physiology  and  psychology.  In  order  to 
appreciate  this  assertion  m  all  its  verities  we  should  be  compelled 
to  go  into  a  very  long  and  difficult  disquisition ;  but  we  will  just 
hint  at  one  or  two  things.  President  Day,  in  his  work  on  the  Will, 
lays  down  the  plain  proposition  '  that  every  change  implies  an  ade- 
quate cause.'  Now  thoueh  the  modistes  of  Paris  may  not  have 
understood  the  reach  of  their  inventions,  nor  the  adequate  cause 
which  was  inducing  this  wonderful  change  in  the  curve  lines  of  a 
lovely  lady,  yet  they  were  conscious  of  an  impelling  necessity  which 
found  its  solution  in  this  inimitable  invention.  We  deem  this  ne- 
cessity to  be  the  desire  to  heighten  female  loveliness.  Now  Miss 
Catharine  Beecher,  in  a  very  able  article  on  Fatalism,  (Bib.  Rep., 
Oct.  '39,)  says :  '  The  object  of  desire  does  force  and  impel,  as  a 
producing  cause  of  desire.  Men  can  no  more  help  desiring  objects 
of  good  before  their  minds  than  a  wedge  can  help  being  impelled  or 
driven.'  So  long  therefore  as  its  power  is  felt  in  inducing  '  desire' 
in  the  heart  of  man,  the  tournure  will  be  worn  with  increasmg  witch- 
ery, until  men  shall  have  no  more  power  over  their  wills  than  a 
wedge  under  the  blows  of  Hercules.  Another  reason  for  its  perpe- 
tuity is  found  in  the  extreme  difficulty  of  finding  the  precise  form 
fitting  to  accomplish  these  ends ;  but  now  our  Julia's  was  what  the 
late  Casimer  Perrier  so  successfully  maintained  in  the  policy  of 
France,  the  juste  milieu,  so  rarely  reached  and  as  difficmt  of  due 
adjustment  by  our  fashionables  as  is  a  'judicious  tariff'  by  our  poli- 
ticians. To  return  to  the  master  and  his  pupil  s  their  sums  were 
soon  solved ;  but  there  were  looks  which  remained  unexplained  by 
language,  very  much  to  the  pupil's  unhappiness. 

We  have  all  read  of  the  stupidity  of  the  ostrich  when  pursued, 
but  this  is  nothing  in  comparison  with  one  in  the  condition  of  the 
master.  All  the  school  were  lookers-on,  and  though  he  thought  he 
had  kept  the  secret  of  his  soi^l  in  its  deepest  recesses,  they  aU  knew 
it,  and  watched  the  progress  of  the  courtship,  as  they  called  it,  with 
the  deepest  interest.  The  trees  were  climbed  which  grew  near  the 
school-house,  by  the  boys ;  and  the  girls  with  the  utmost  stealthi- 
ness  hoisted  up  the  little  children  to  the  windows  to  get  a  peep,  and 
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80  report  the  progress  of  events.  Indeed  the  whole  village  was  in 
a  state  of  intense  excitement  as  to  the  result. 

And  now  May  had  come  in  all  its  beauty,  its  softness  and  its  in- 
spirations, and  the  master  missed  his  scholar  from  her  seat ;  and 
though  the  day  was  bright  and  beautiful,  he  was  restless  and  irrita- 
ble. Nor  did  he  recover  his  sobriety  of  manner  while  the  week 
was  thus  passing,  and  no  Julia  Jones.  He  inquired,  'Is  Miss 
Jones  ill  V  No  one  had  seen  her ;  no  one  knew  any  thing  about 
her.  He  fUlly  believed  he  should  see  her  at  meeting ;  but  her  seat 
was  unfilled.  Until  now  he  had  restrained  himself  from  ever  calline 
at  her  father's  hou^ :  this  would  be  changing  their  relations ;  and 
when  all  other  barriers  had  been  prostrated,  this  stood  firm.  And 
Miss  Julia  well  knew  it.  She  knew  his  term  would  end  in  the 
next  month,  and  something  must  be  done  to  make  him  change  his 
position.  The  master  said,  '  She  must  be  ill !'  and  it  was  his  duty 
to  go  and  inquire.  Prudence  said  'No!'  but  his  faeait  was  lieht- 
ened  as  he  conceded  so  much  to  his  wishes  as  to  say  he  would  go 
after  school.  He  set  out  so  soon  as  the  school  was  dismissed  ;  and 
yet  he  was  strangely  moved  on  his  way  out  of  the  village  to  the 
farm,  about  a  mile's  distance,  and  sometimes  paused  as  if  to  return. 
But  he  went  on  ;  and  reaching  the  homestead,  he  knocked  at  the 
door,  while  his  heart  was  knocking  at  his  breast-bone ;  and  when 
the  door  opened,  there  stood  Julia,  dressed  in  all  the  attractiveness 
which  book-muslin  can  be  made  to  wear — and  who  has  not  owned 
its  power  1  His  look  spoke  his  joy  and  admiration,  and  her  smiles 
and  welcome  were  ftill  of  sweetness.  The  parents  received  him 
quietly  and  kindly ;  and  he  talked  with  the  father  while  he  looked 
at  the  daughter,  as  she  sat  attentively  engaged  in  sewing  near  the 
window.  She  looked  as  if  interested  in  all  they  spoke  of,  but  spoke 
not ;  her  time  was  not  yet.  The  father  was  a  sensible  man,  and 
glad  to  find  one  with  whom  he  could  converse  on  topics  ranging 
beyond  his  farm ;  the  mother  was  occupied  with  the  supper,  which 
was  excellent,  and  so  admirably  conducted  that  he  felt  quite  at  home 
among  them. 

It  was  near  seven  when  they  rose  from  the  supper-table.  The 
air  was  soft  and  warm  ;  the  moon,  near  the  ftill,  was  seen  ascend- 
ing through  the  trees,  and  in  the  west  lay  heaps  of  crimson  clouds. 
Julia,  stepping  out  on  the  green,  pointed  to  a  hill  near  the  house, 
from  which  she  said  she  loved  to  look  at  these  beautiful  sunsets. 
It  was  as  natural  as  it  was  necessary  for  the  master  to  invite  his 
pupil  to  show  him  the  spot.  She  threw  a  slight  shawl  over  her 
arm,  and  with  her  pretty  white  bonnet  held  by  the  strings,  was 
ready  in  a  moment  to  go.  They  reached  the  hill ;  the  scenery  was 
beautiful ;  but  beyond  was  a  bolder  hill,  and  before  this  was  as- 
cended the  twilight  had  faded  away,  and  the  moon  and  stars  were 
shining.  It  wa6  certainly  a  very  dangerous  position  to  be  placed 
in,  and  the  master  should  have  thought  of  it  at  the  time ;  but  he 
did  not,  for  he  was  talking  of  the  stars ;  the  discoveries  of  He*«- 
schel ;  the  nebular  theory  of  La  Place ;  of  the  binary  stars,  and 
stars  With  complementary  light,  and  of  the  glorious  Universe,  which 
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though  so  vast  and  magnificent,  was  yet  all  unconsciouB  of  its  gran- 
deur ;  '  this/  said  he,  '  is  the  prerogative  of  the  Soul ;  and  though 
they  (he  and  Julia  !)  were  but  as  atoms  in  its  infinity,  yet  they  could 
comprehend  the  Creator.'  It  is  certain  he  felt  very  eloquently, 
and  Julia  seemed  as  if  she  had  been  following  his  flight  with  un- 
tiring attention  ;  and  looking  up  to  the  moon,  which  took  the  usual 
liberty  of  casting  her  brightest  beams  into  the  sweet  face  so  fondly 
gazing  upon  her,  and  shedding  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  white 
dress,  which  looked  as  if  made  of  threads  of  silver,  in  tones  soft  and 
sweet,  she  said  :  '  I  wonder  if  the  beings  who  inhabit  these  worlds 
above  us  are  as  bright  and  beautiful  as  we  picture  them  V 

She  paused ;  and  I  will  venture  to  say  that  the*!]garl  of  Rosse,  with 
his  famous  telescope,  if  he  had  at  that  instant  taken  in  the  range  of 
the  nebulae  in  the  Sword  of  Perseus,  would  not  have  seen  any  thing 
half  so  bright  as  the  face  of  this  lovely  girl.  The  master,  quite  be- 
side himself,  exclaimed,  *  Nothing  in  heaven  can  be  more  beautiful 
than  the  angel  I  hold  in  my  arms !'  And  following  the  admirable 
rules  given  by  Hamlet  to  the  players,  '  he  suited  the  action  to  the 
word  and  the  word  to  the  action,  and  so  o'er-stepped  not  the  modesty 
of  nature.' 

Now  if  any  of  my  fair  readers  should  think  the  modesty  of  Julia 
was  impinged  upon,  and  that  being  alone  on  that  heaven-kissing 
hell  she  cried  out  to  the  stars  for  help,  I  can  assure  them,  that  though 
the  stars  once  fought  in  their  courses  .against  Sisera,  and  if  there 
be  any  truth  in  the  theoiy  of  Pythagoras,  caused  sad  discord  in  the 
harmonies  of  heaven,  they  went  on  singing  and  shining,  undisturbed 
by  any  outcry,  which  was  the  last  thing  Julia  thought  of  making. 
Indeed  I  have  been  assured  by  some  young  friends  of  mine,  who 
were  assisting  Professor  Olmstead  in  some  observations  at  the  Ob- 
servatory of  Yale,  that  they  all  remarked  at  the  time,  that  the  stars 
were  winking  at  each  other  very  knowingly ;  and  moreover,  that 
that  good-natured  gentleman,  the  man  in  the  moon,  wore  even  a 
more  smiling  aspect  than  usual.  We  shall  not  go  on  with  the  scene. 
It  opened  with  the  master's  accustomed  energy  and  earnestness. 
This  much  is  certain,  they  did  not  return  till  near  nine  o'clock;  a  very 
late  hour,  thought  the  parents,  for  their  only  child  to  be  out  in  the 
night  air ;  and  when  their  steps  were  heard,  they  were  very  slow. 
At  the  gate  the  master  took  his  leave  of  Julia,  who  entered  the 
house  with  a  buoyant  step  and  beaming  countenance,  though  she 
said  she  was  weary  and  would  immediately  retire  —  and  did  so. 

The  next  afternoon  the  master  came,  avowed  his  love  for  Julia, 
and  asked  their  consent  to  an  immediate  union.  Her  parents,  taken 
by  surprise,  asked  for  some  months'  delay,  but  the  master  could 
brook  no  such  delay.  They  then  appealed  to  Julia,  to  whom  so 
great  a  step  must,  they  were  sure,  require  time  for  thought ;  but  like 
most  young  ladies  similarly  situated,  she  had  been  thinking  a  great 
while  ;  and  though  she  did  not  share  in  the  eagerness  of  the  master, 
and  felt  a  real  slmnking  from  the  consummation  of  her  own  wishes, 
yet  as  most  young  ladies  do,  took  a  very  common-sense  view  of  the 
subject.     '  It  must  come  sooner  or  later ;  it  would  be  wisest  and 
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safest  and  best ;  t&ere  would  be  no  slips  between  the  cup  and  the 
lip ;  she  should  be  settled  for  life/  and  so  she  reconciled  herself  and 
her  loving  parents  to  the  compliance  of  the  wishes  of  the  master ; 
and  BO  soon  as  the  preparations  could  be  made,  they  were  married ; 
and  Mr.  Smith  felt,  perhaps,  more  truly  than  ever  did  Mark  Anthony 
in  the  arms  of  the  ratal  Cleopatra,  that  if  he  had  lost  the  world  he 
was  content  to  lose  it. 

But  soon  the  necessity  of  effort  led  Mr.  Smith  to  the  city  of 
Babylon  the  Lbss,  leaving  his  beautiful  wife  with  her  parents  until 
he  could  in  some  way  provide  for  her.  He  was  eminently  success- 
ful in  obtaining  business  in  the  Broadway  of  that  great  city.  Here 
his  tact  and  energy  soon  wrought  wonders,  and  the  store  became  the 
.  favored  resort  of  the  fashionables  of  that  city.  Fortune  seemed 
ready  to  repay  him  for  the  sacrifices  Ambition  had  made  to  Love. 
His  young  wife  soon  rejoined  him,  and  they  became  at  first  the  happy 
tenants  of  a  small  house  in  L'Esperance-Place. 

The  only  gifl  received  from  her  parents  was  a  large  and  beauti- 
fully-bound family  Bible,  in  which,  on  those  most  interesting  of  all 
leaves  to  a  young  married  couple  in  that  best  of  Books,  and  which 
usually  separate  the  old  and  new  Testaments,  under  its  proper  head, 
was  inscribed  in  the  fair  and  flowing  hand  of  her  husband,  the  mar- 
riage of  John  Smith  to  Julia  Jones,  June  20,  18  — .  This  then  was 
the  sole  library  with  which  Mrs.  Smith  commenced  her  married  life; 
and  shall  I  tell  the  whole  truth  ?  —  it  was  a  Book  she  never  opened, 
except* to  read  the  entry  already  quoted;  she  would  then  musingly 
turn  over  to  the  next  page,  and  think  of  the  names  and  the  order 
of  succession  it  would  best  please  her  to  see  filling  up  its  two  blank 
columns  —  blanks,  alas  !  never  to  be  filled. 

At  that  time  it  did  not  suit  Mr.  Smith  to  form  any*  family  acquaint- 
ances, being  wholly  absorbed  in  business ;  and  Mrs.  Smith  did  not 
desire  the  society  of  such  as  would  have  been  her  friends.  She  felt 
her  husband  would  rise  to  affluence,  and  she  was  willing  to  bide  her 
time.  As  she  had  little  or  no  society,  she  sought  from  such  books 
as  she  could  obtain,  to  acquaint  herself  with  the  character  and  con- 
duct of  the  circles  into  which  she  hoped  one  day  to  be  admitted. 
But  this  she  found  a  difficult  task :  such  conflicting  presentations  of 
society  led  her  into  mazes  of  difficulty ;  and  she  was  left  to  herself 
to  find  out  the  true  from  the  false.  Some  authors  she  found  had 
written  d  la  stairs,  whose  scenes  were  of  necessity  the  mere  crea- 
tions of  fancy ;  and  those  writers  who  were  members  of  the  circles 
they  pictured,  seem  to  delineate  society  as  it  should  he,  rather  than  as 
she  felt  it  toa^s.  Still  however  she  gleaned  some  hints,  and  these  she 
treasured  up  ;  and  of  all  things,  sought  to  acquire  that  serenity  of 
features,  so  eminently  possessed  by  Talleyrand,  and  could  almost 
have  been  willing  to  have  had  the  Dutchess  de  Broglie's  test  applied 
to  herself,  could  she  but  have  had  his  powers  of  endurance. 

Thus  while  Mr,  Smith  was  absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  wealth, 
his  wife  was  fully  occupied  in  her  studies  of  society.  AVTiile  thus 
intensely  occupied,  all  unconsciously  to  themselves,  they  lost  their 
young  love.     Not  that  they  did  not  love  each  other  as  well  as  most 
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inorried  folks  do,  but  they  knew  not,  (and  how  common  is  the  mis- 
take !)  that  love  cannot  live  on  the  common  courtesies  of  life  and 
the  discharge  of  every-day  duties.  No  child  comes  into  the  world 
with  a  constitution  so  susceptible  to  change  as  Young  Love ;  so 
liable  to  chills  and  fevers,  which  finally  induce  a  fatal  decline.  Their 
Young  Love  did  linger  on,  *t  is  true,  and  for  awhile  wore  his  pretty 
looks,  and  his  sweet  smiles  were  renewed  from  time  to  time  for  a 
day  or  two  together ;  but  then  he  was  sadly  neglected,  and  from  want 
of  proper  care  and  nutriment,  was  stone-dead  a  long  time  before 
they,  either  of  them,  found  it  out.  Alas  !  '  'T  is  true,  't  is  pity,  and 
pity  't  is,  't  is  true,'  that 

*  LoT«  bnatliM  in  Uw  fint  sigb,  and  expirea  with  the  fint  kiu.' 


The  compiler  of  the  'Wise  Sayings  of  the  Son  of  Syriac'  has  told 
us  (see  Apocrypha,)  that '  it  is  foolish  to  be  long  in  the  prologue  and 
short  in  Uie  story.'  Now  I  beg  leave  to  assure  my  readers  that 
though  my  prologue  has  been  so  long,  my  story  shall  not  be  either 
as  long  as  '  Ten  thousand  a  Year'  or  the  *  Wandering  Jew,'  though 
its  length  may  to  some  extent  be  determined  by  the  favor  with  which 
it  shall  be  received. 


EXCELSIOR. 

Tire  lark  that  from  his  green  nest  springi. 
In  morn*!  first  blush  to  bathe  his  vrings. 
Poised  in  mid  air  exulting  sings. 

Excelsior ! 

Above  the  earth,  like  spirit-eyes. 
The  stars  smile  on  us  from  the  skies, 
And  seem  to  bid  our  thoughts  arise, 
Excelsior ! 

The  eagle  paoses  in  his  flight 
An  instant  on  the  dizzy  height. 
Then  upward  soars,  away  from  sight. 
Excelsior ! 

Thus  we,  through  clouds  of  storm  and  strife. 
O'er  passion's  sea  with  danger  rife, 
Prem  onward  to  the  gat^  of  life. 

Excelsior ! 

When  crushed  beneath  the  weight  of  care, 
Our  spirits  struggle  with  despair, 
A  heavenly  voice  breathes  on  the  air. 
Excelsior ! 

And  when  at  last  the  race  is  runt 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 
Yet  may  wo  mount  above  the  srai, 

Excelsior ! 
Kew-York,l8i3.  Bvba.v  Tivsx*. 
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ELEOIAO        STANZAS. 

pAon  by  this  grave !  —  ft  gentle  giri  deepe  here — 

And  let  us  muse  upon  the  buried  hopes 

Whose  thronging  memories  hsunt  a  place  like  thik 

It  was  an  April  morning  when  die  sank, 
And  as  a  taper,  that  with  softened  ray 
Has  kept  the  weary  vigil  of  the  night, 
Grows  dim  at  morning  and  goes  out,  so  she, 
Whose  life  had  been  as  gentle  as  the  dew 
That  August  midnight  sheds  upon  her  grave, 
Breathed  her  last  prayer,  and  died ! 

Here  reste  she  now ; 
Upon  this  spot  a  father's  bleeding  heart, 
Strong  in  its  grief,  has  struggled  with  itself. 
To  see  the  cherish'd  idol  of  his  hearth 
Wrapt  in  the  dreamless  slumber  of  the  grave. 

A  mother's  trembling  tears  have  wet  this  sod : 
Ob,  check  them  not !    They  are  the  praeions  pearis 
Affection  scatters  on  the  hallowed  mould 
That  clasps  a  daughter  in  its  cold  embrace ; 
And  they  are  sacred.    Would  that  when  I  die 
Offerings  like  these  may  fall  upon  my  grave, 
And  bless  me  with  their  voiceless  eloquence  2 

Here  too  the  love  that  springs  in  kindred  hearts, 
Whose  early  prayers  around  one  mother's  knee, 
Are  lisped  to  Heaven,  saw  the  narrow  grave 
Throw  its  cold  shadow  o'er  their  weddM  hopes. 

A  sister's  trusting  love  lies  buried  here  ; 
And  when  this  mound  was  made,  the  doating  eye 
That 's  lighted  with  a  brother's  love,  looked  on ; 
But  her  sealed  eyes  saw  not  the  tears  they  shed ! 

'T  is  a  cold  restlnflr  place  for  one  so  young ; 
Yet  from  the  skai^wed  gloom  of  this  lone  couch 
She  woke  in  sunshine,  where  the  souls  of  those 
*The  just,'  who  sleep,  *  made  perfect  in  the  Lord,' 
Live  in  the  glowing  pleasures  that  *  make  glad 
The  city  of  our  Gou.' 

Weep  not  for  her. 
For  she  has  trod  the  path  whose  solemn  way 
Lies  through  the  narrow  valley  of  the  tomb ; 
And  she  is  blest 

But  turn  we  from  her  grave 
To  the  lone  hearth  where  eyes  were  wet  for  her. 
Weep  for  the  mother  on  whose  throbbing  breast 
A  dying  daughter  drew  her  heavy  breath  ; 
For  her  who,  from  the  bitter  cares  of  life 
Turning  with  deepen  sorrow  to  the  Past, 
Weeps,  that  so  rude  a  casket  as  the  grave 
Should  hold  the  treasured  dust  of  such  a  gem: 
Weep  with  the  stricken  parent,  in  her  grief^ 
For 't  is  an  offering  that  angels  love, 
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To  ffhre  our  sympathies  to  those  who  grieye ; 
And  it  is  better  that  our  feet  riionld  turn 
Into  the  halls  of  moumingr,  than  to  sit 
Where  wine-fed  Mirth  robs  midni^t  of  its  deep. 

The  whiqier'd  word,  the  softly-fallinff  foot, 
Each  leave  their  gentle  impress  on  we  heart ; 
And  when  we  weep  for  woes  that  others  feel. 
We  scatter  flowen  along  Life's  fitful  path. 
Whose  fragrant  breath  shall  come,  when  we  are  sad. 
And  give  its  sweetness  to  our  hours  of  oare. 


Lamn^kmrgk,  Deetmhtr,  1845. 
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M  U  H-B  BB     TWO. 


I  DID  not  expect,  when  I  publislied  my  preface  to  the  readeis 
of  the  Knickerbocker,  so  long  a  time  since  that  perhaps  their  me-, 
mory  runs  not  back  to  it,  that  so  huge  a  gap  would  intervene  between 
the  promise  and  the  performance.  Perhaps  I  had  better  not  enter 
upon  an  apology,  lest,  before  the  reader  conclude  thb  namber,  he 
determine  that  I  ought  rather  to  have  excused  myself  for  returning 
at  all,  than  for  not  returning  more  speedily.  He  may  think,  per- 
haps, that  the  greatest  favor  a  dull  visiter  can  do  his  host  is,  to  in- 
flict his  presence  upon  him  as  seldom  as  possible. 

In  this  country  and  in  these  times,  we  ought  rather  to  think  than 
to  write  or  read ;  or,  if  we  will  read,  we  should  choose,  if  possible, 
that  mental  aliment  which  will  serve  to  set  us  thinking.  The  tumul- 
tuous weltering  of  all  the  elements  through  which  we  are  advancing 
toward  the  unknown  future  ;  the  chaos  of  new  creeds,  new  faiths 
and  new^philosophies,  out  of  which  is  to  arise,  if  our  government 
has  vitality  enough  long  to  subsist,  a  fixed  and  permanent  general 
political  faith,  impose  upon  every  earnest  and  sincere  man  the  neces- 
sity of  thinking,  and  of  pondering  long  and  anxiously  as  to  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  shall  do  such  work,  as  it  is  proper  and  right  for  him 
to  do,  in  order  to  assist  and  benefit  his  country.  The  general  belief 
now  is,  that  no  man  is  working  for  the  country,  or  striving  to  do  some- 
thing toward  her  prosperity,  except  those  who,  in  all  their  variety  of 
orators,  statesmen,  lawmakers  anddemagogues,  are.  either  governing 
or  striving  to  govern  her.  Whether  those  who  make  laws  for  us  in 
the  great  council  house  at  Washington,  or  in  the  smaller  ones  in 
each  state  —  those  who  enlighten  the  people  by  traversing  the  coun- 
try and  haranguing  the  multitudes,  and  those  who  preach  to  them 
daily  from  the  editorial  tripods,  upon  the  subject  of  politics  —  are 
really  doing  any  good  to  the  country,  may  very  well  be  doubted. 
Indeed,  I  have  settled  in  my  own  mind  that  no  man  who  really  de- 
sires to  serve  his  country,  and  to  keep  himself  from  degradation, 
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ought  to  embark  upon  the  sea  of  politicB  in  any  craft  or  capacity 
whatever.  To  expect  any  thing  for  himself,  his  party  or  his  country, 
he  must  first  obtain  influence  and  popularity.  As  all  medicine  is 
unpalatable,  and  the  most  approved  drug  bitter  to  the  taste,  so  to 
the  masses  in  all  ages  of  the  world  and  in  all  countries  sound  theo* 
ries  of  government  and  political  morality  are  upopular  :  and  there- 
fore, except  in  one  case  out  of  a  thousand,  the  aspirant  for  power 
for  the  purpose  of  doing  good  finds  after  obtaining  power  that  the 
means  which  he  was  compelled  to  use,  have  rendered  it  impossible 
for  him  to  effect  the  ffood  which  was  at  the  bennning  his  only  ob- 
ject.    The  means  and  the  end  are  bitterly  hostile  one  to  the  other. 

Has  it  not  already  become  the  case,  that  the  political  orator  or 
writer  produces  no  effect  except  upon  that  portion  of  the  public 
mind  which  follows  his  party  standard  ?  I  think  so,  surely.  He  is 
looked  upon  as  the  hired  advocate  of  a  criminal  court,  employed 
and  feed  to  defend  his  own  side  of  the  question  and  malign  his  op- 
ponents. His  very  position  incapacitates  him  ft'om  producing  any 
impression  upon  the  country  at  large,  or  the  general  public  mind. 
If  one  would  hereafter  work  any  good,  he  must  occupy  the  {)08ition 
of  a  disinterested  philosopher,  discussing  without  an  eye  to  any  ul- 
timate personal  or  party  benefit,  those  questions  which  really  inter- 
est the  country,  in  a  tone  and  spirit  becoming  a  philosopher  and  not 
a  partisan.  Until  the  intellect  of  the  country  engages  in  this  work, 
withdrawing  from  the  arena  in  which  it  now  grovels,  ignorance  and 
impudence  will  continue  to  have  more  influence  over  the  public  mind 
than  learning  and  genius.  Lamentable  as  it  may  appear,  and  g^reat 
as  may  be  the  public  outcry  at  the  declaration,  there  are  many 
states  in  this  Union  where  the  intellect  of  the  community  has  not 
the  slightest  share  in  the  government :  where,  in  serious  truih, 
knowledge  and  talents  are  a  positive  disadvantage  to  one  who  de- 
sires to  fling  himself  into  the  constant  ^rife  for  oflice  and  what  is 
called  honor.  ~ 

But  in  this  country,  as  it  has  been  and  will  be  in  every  other,  its 
intellect  must  govern  at  last.  All  great  changes  in  the  affairs  and 
conditions  of  nations  have  been  produced,  not  by  that  scum  of  char- 
latans and  demagogues  which,  in  quiet  times  rises  to  and  coagulates 
on  the  surface  of  still  waters ;  not  by  the  haranguers  and  rhetori- 
cians*  and  the  political  busy-bodies  who  apparently  govern,  but  by 
the  intellect  of  the  country,  quietly  working  out  great  results  by 
operating  on  the  public  mind.  Unfortunately  the  mass  of  intellect 
in  this  country  is  not  yet  occupied  in  the  proper  work.  It  is  too  fond 
of  the  strife  of  politics. 

As  I  said  at  the  beginning,  we  oueht  to  read  that  which  will  set 
us  thinking.  The  great  and  controlling  thought  of  all  of  us  now 
ought  to  be,  how  we  can  best  serve  our  country :  how,  while  so 
many  false  priests  and  lying  prophets  are  deceiving  and  deluding 
the  people,  preaching  monstrous  heresies  and  strange  misshapen 
creeds,  we  can  best  counteract  their  influence  and  apply  the  anti- 
dote to  the  poison  they  are  disseminating.  To  serve  our  country 
well  is  the  highest  of  all  earthly  duties,  except  one,  for  in  doing  so 
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we  serve  ourselves  and  out  posterity.  '  Dnlce  et  decorum  est  pro  pa- 
tria  mori;*  but  though  not  so  glorious,  it  is  every  v^rhit  as  honorable 
hf  speech  and  pen  to  inculcate  lessons  which  tend  to  perpetuate 
correct  principles  and  advance  the  cause  of  moral  and  political 
truth.  But  this  is  not  to  be  done  by  flinging  ourselves  into  the  bit- 
ter and  vindictive  warfare  of  politics.  A  hostile  division  upon  the 
battle-field  may  put  to  the  rout  the  opposing  force,  and  discomfit 
their  atray ;  but  by  bayonet  and  sabre  to  convince  them  that  their 
theories  and  principles  are  eiToneous,  is  not,  I  think,  quite  so  easy. 
The  philosopner  wiio  can  sway  a  nation  from  his  closet,  with  sword 
ahd  pistol  could  hardly  convince,  nay,  would  probably  in  fair  fight 
be  overcome  by  a  solitary  bow. 

These  reflections  are  due  to  a  page  or  two  of  Montaigne,  which 
half  an  hour  since  I  was  feasting  on.  If  the  reader  has  as  hearty 
a  love  for  the  garrulous  old  Frenchman  as  I,  he  will  thank  me  for 
quoting  from  him.  He  says,  in  his  chapter  *  On  Managing  One's 
Will:* 

'  Men  let  themselves  out  to  hire ;  their  faculties  are  not  for  them- 
selves, but  to  be  employed  for  those  to  whom  tbey  have  enslaved 
themselves  ;  their  hirers  are  in  their  houses,  not  themselves.  This 
common  humor  pleases  not  me.  We  must  be  thrifty  of  the  liberty 
of  our  souls,  ana  never  let  them  out  but  upon  just  occasions,  which 
are  very  few,  if  we  judge  aright.  •  •  •  No  one  distributes  his  money 
to  others,  but  every  one  distributes  his  time  and  his  life.  There  is 
nothing  of  which  we  are  so  prodigal  as  of  these  two  things,  of  which 
to  be  thrifty  would  be  both  commendable  and  useful.  •  •  ■  I  can- 
not engage  myself  so  deep  and  so  entire  ;  when  my  will  gives  me 
to  a  party,  *t  is  not  with  so  violent  an  obligation  that  my  judgment 
is  infected  with  it.  In  the  present  broils  of  this  kingdom,  my  inte- 
rest in  the  one  side  has  not  made  me  forget  either  the  laudable  quali- 
ties of  some  of  our  adve^aries,  noi:  those  that  are  reproachable  in 
my  own  party.  People  generally  adore  all  of  their  own  side  ;  for 
my  own  part  I  do  not  so  much  as  excuse  most  things  in  those  of 
mine ;  a  good  book  has  never  the  worse  grace  for  being  written 
against  me.  The  knot  of  the  controversy  excepted,  I  have  always 
kept  myself  in  equanimity  and  pure  indifference.  Neque  extra  ne- 
cessitates heUiprcBcipuum  odium  gero :  and  have  no  express  hatred  be- 
yond the  necessity  of  war,*  for  which  I  am  pleased  with  myself,  and 
the  more  because  I  see  others  commonly  fail  in  the  contrary  way. 
Such  as  extend  their  anger  and  hatred  beyond  the  dispute  in  ques- 
tion, as  most  men  do,  show  that  they  spring  from  some  other  occa- 
sion and  particular  cause  ;  like  one  who,  being  cured  of  an  ulcer, 
has  yet  a  fever  remaining,  by  which'  it  appears  that  the  ulcer  had 
another  more  concealed  beginning.  It  is  because  they  are  not  con- 
cerned in  the  common  cause,  because  that  is  woundiiiff  to  the 
state  and  common  interest,  but  are  nettled  by  reason  of  their  pri- 
vate and  particular  concern  :  this  is  why  they  are  so  especially  ani- 
mated beyond  justice  and  public  reason :  Non  tarn  omnia  universi^ 
quAm  ea  qwB  ad  quem^ue  pertinerent,  srngtdi  carpehant :  *  Every  one 
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was  not  so  much  angry  aeainBt  things  in  general  as  against  those 
that  particularly  concerned  himself.' 

That  the  bitterness  of  our  political  warfare  is  an  unmitigated  evil, 
few  reflecting  men  will  deny.  That  nine-tenths  of  the  questions  in* 
Tolved  are  hardly  worth  disputing  about,  most  men  will  be  ready 
to  admit.  And  that  the  method  in  which  the  war  is  carried  on,  the 
unworthy  and  degrading  means  used  by  most  of  the  combatants  on 
every  side  to  insure  success,  afflict  the  country  far  more  in  reality 
than  could  the  establishment  of  the  very  worst  of  all  current  theo- 
ries, or  the  most  injurious  of  all  disputed  courses  of  policy,  I  am 
equally  sure. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  time  will  come,  and  that  rieht  shortly, 
when  the  intellect  and  talent  of  the  country,  instead  of  struggling 
for  popularity  and  office,  will  make  it  their  aim  to  teach  and  instruct 
the  people ;  leaving  the  contemptible  and  degrading  strife  of  poli- 
tics to  that  tribe  of  demagogues  and  haranguers  to  whom  it  is  most 
suitable,  and  who  in  times  of  general  quiet  must  ever  prevail  against 
and  overcome  knowledge,  learning,  eloquence  and  virtue,  so  long 
as  knowledge,  learning,  eloquence  and  virtue  have  their  proper 
vantage  ground,  and  descend  into  the  arena  where  ignorance,  pre- 
judice and  passion  are  the  judges  to  decide  between  the  combatants; 
where  success  is  no  mark  of  merit,  and  where  one  can  hardly  keep 
the  wings  of  his  soul  from  being  blackened  and  stained  by  the  foul 
and  polluted  atmosphere.  It  will  be  a  fortunate  day  for  the  repub- 
lic wlien  men  of  intellect  and  lovers  of  literature  assume  their  pro- 
per character  as  teachers,  and  no  longer  '  let  themselves  out  to  hire,' 
as.  mere  fractions  of  a  political  brigade,  without  will  or  volition  of 
their  own. 

If  one  had  spent  many  years  among  the  jungles  of  Hindostan 
and  the  sands  of  Africa,  and  become  familiar  with  the  habits  of 
those  varieties  of  the  cat  tribe  that  hunt  there  for  their  prey,  he 
would  hardly  believe  in  the  sanity  of  his  neighbor,  who,  entering  a 
vast  menagerie  of  these  his  old  acquaintances,  and  letting  them  loose 
with  due  deliberation,  should  coolly  proceed  by  all  the  means  in  his 
power  to  provoke  and  exasperate  them,  perhaps  even  to  the  supreme 
folly  of  tempting  their  innate  appetite  for  blood  by  the  exhibition  of 
lumps  of  raw  and  quivering  flesh.  How  much  less  insane  is  he, 
who,  taught  by  history  how  fierce,  implacable  and  relentless  are  hu- 
man passions  once  let  loose  from  all  restraint,  daily  occupies  him- 
self with  inflaming  those  passions  in  a  whole  community  ?  One 
would  suppose  that  they  thought  human  nature  no  longer  the  same. 
A  hundred  thousand  demagogues  throughout  the  land,  and  a  thou- 
sand presses  possessed  with  an  evil  spirit,  daily  occupy  themselves, 
not  in  soothing  the  public  mind,  not  in  teaching  chanty,  kindness, 
forbearance  and  generosity,  but  in  preaching  intolerance,  sus'picion 
and  hatred ;  in  representing  every  political  opponent  as  dishonest 
and  corrupt,  and  in  preparing  their  followers  for  an  unconscious 
appetite  and  desire  for  a  civil  war.  How  long  can  this  be  done 
with  safety  ]  How  long  can  the  winds  vex  the  Atlantic  before  the 
devouring  waves  become  ungovernable  1 
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These  things  are  at  least  worthy  to  be  thought  of,  and  so  I  submit 
them  to  the  consideration  of  my  readers. 


Therb  are  but  two  things  for  which  I,  who  live  on  the  sunset  side 
of  the  Mississippi,  envy  you,  my  beloved  Knickerbookbr,  and  those 
others  of  taste  and  leisure  who  walk  Broadway.  These  two  are 
books  and  music.  In  the  little  out-of-the-way  village  where  I  veee* 
tate,  the  arrival  of  a  rare  book  is  like  the  coming  into  port  of  a  nch 
argosy  to  its  owner.  With  what  delight,  when  by  careful  saving  I 
have  enabled  myself  to  indulge  in  the  luxury  of  some  rare  old  au- 
thor, rich  in  noble  thoughts,  and  worthily  imprinted  by  Moxon  or 
some  equally  illustrious  typographer,  (lineal  descendants  of  Aldus,) 
do  I  open  the  priceless  package  ;  and  after  an  hour  spent  in  turn- 
ing the  leaves,  feasting  the  eyes  alone,  as  one  feasts  them  at  the  eyes 
of  a  lovely  woman,  without  caring  to  read  more  than  here  and  there 
a  line,  at  length,  the  first  ecstacy  over,  gaze  into  the  soul,  and  enters 
into  intimate  conversation  with  the  writer  as  with  an  old  friend. 
Truly,  as  Bacon  says, '  Books,  lik6  great  ships,  pass  over  the  seas 
of  time  and  bring  down  to  us  the  wealth  of  past  ages.  And  it  irks 
me,  that  while  they  come  to  me  only  rarely  and  at  long  intervals,  to 
you,  'dwellers  in  Araby  the  blest,'  diey  crowd  in  flocks,  generously 
offering  themselves  to  be  read,  whether  you  have  or  no  the  means 
of  buying.  Unchristian  as  the  feeling  is,  I  cannot  help  it.  I  linger 
long  over  the  bulletins  of  your  booksellers,  and  almost  hate  the  edi- 
tors—  lucky  dogs !  —  who  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  newpublica- 
tions.  Not  that  I  am  entirely  poor  in  the  way  of  books.  For  them 
I  will  freely  expend  my  little  means.  Bacon,  Shakspeare  and  Ben 
Johnson,  Chaucer  and  Spenser,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Froissart 
and  Monstrelet,  Massenger,  Ford,  Middleton,  and  others  of  the  glo- 
rious old  demi-gods,  in  all  the  beauty  of  London  type  grace  my 
shelves.  Montaigne  smiles  philosophically  on  Rabelais ;  and  of  the 
modems  a  few  honor  me  with  their  companionship.  Some  time 
since  I  luckily  laid  hands  on  a  London  copy  of  Leigh  Hunt,  and 
one  of  Croly ;  but  wo  is  me !  the  former  I  loaned  to  an  unlucky 
friend  who  lost  it  on  a  steam-boat,  and  has  never  since  forgiven  him- 
self. I  comfort  myself  with  the  belief  that  the  purloiner  will,  for 
that  iniquity,  be  driven  farther  downward  when  he  reaches  the  gate 
of  purgatory.  But  on  this  theme  of  books  and  *  book's  clotlung' 
more  anon. 


HEXAMETER  AND   PENTAMETER. 


]|>RowNSD  in  the  thundering  sounds  of  the  organ's  deep  diftpuon. 
We  cannot  hear  the  low  song,  sung  by  the  hmnUe  of  heazt 

Soon  are  the  loud  tones  mnta,  all  dying  away  in  the  dirtaaoe. 
While  the  low  song  of  (hehMirtpi«ro«s.th*p«itsl  of  hMUw, 
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FioM  a  daik  eloud's  braaat  a  ram-dnp  fell, 

In  a  mteful  summer  shower ; 
lliroqgh  the  tangled  leaves  of  a  tine-clad  dell, 
till  it  teifted  at  last  in  the  opening  bell 

Of  a  little  shaded  flower. 

Then  the  son  looked  forth,  and  hie  giad'ning  beam 

Soon  drank  the  shower-dew  up ; 
He  smiled  on  the  mountain,  the  valley  and  stream* 
But  he  did  not  kiss  with  his  warm,  bright  gleam 

The  drop  in  the  blossom's  cup. 

<  How  sad  is  my  fftte !'  the  floweret  sifhed. 

With  the  glittering  weight  oppress^ ; 
■  My  sisten  smile  in  Sieir  greeeful  pride, 
While  I  am  condemned  &is  load  to  hide 
Within  my  trembling  breast !' 

Then  she  bowed  her  head  on  her  fragile  stem, 
And  slept  through  the  long  still  ni^t ; 

But  when  she  awoke,  the  prisoned  gem 

Shone  like  a  glorious  diadem 
As  it  flashed  in  the  morning  light ! 

The  scorcbing  sun  at  the  noontide  hour 

Looked  down  on  the  bloosoms  gay* 
They  drooped  and  paled  'neath  hu  withering  power, 
All  save  the  little  shaded  flower. 

And  she  quailed  not  beneath  his  ray. 

Then  to  glisten  afar  in  the  rainbow's  dye, 

He  bade  the  drop  depart ; 
But  the  flower  looked  up  with  a  trusting  eye  -^ 
Tlioagh  the  dew  no  more  in  her  breast  might  lie. 

It  had  freshened  the  life  at  her  heart 

And  is  it  not  thus  in  adversity's  hour, 

When  the  soul  is  with  grief  oppressed, 
Our  spirits  droop  'neath  oSsfortune's  power, 
And  we  nurse  like  the  little  shaded  flower, 
A  sorrow  in  the  breast? 

And  may  we  not  hope,  when  our  grief  h  fled, 

Hiat  a  stronger  faith  will  be  given  ? 
And  the  tears  which  our  burdened  hearts  have  shed 
Shall  form,  when  the  night  of  gloom  is  sped, 

A  rainbow  of  hope  in  heaven? 
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T  E  T  E-A-T  ETE     AT     HEIDELBERG. 


TitATvrxaB. 


In  the  summer  of  184  -,  I  accompanied  a  party  of  friends  to 
Heidelberg  Castle.  It  was  one  of  those  blana,  genial  days  that 
penetrate  to  the  very  soul,  awakening  the  love  of  the  beauti&l,  and 
arousing  all  that  is  noble  and  generous  in  the  human  heart.  After 
a  drive  through  the  finest  portion  of  the  country,  we  left  our  caleche 
at  the  inn,  and  mounting  each  a  donkey  that  stood  by  the  door, 
gorgeously  caparisoned,  were  soon  winding  up  the  steep  acclivity 
on  which  the  castle  stood.  We  visited  every  nook  of  the  venerable 
ruin,  and  sauntered  through  the  green  alleys,  until,  fatigued  in  body 
and  mind,  my  companions  rested  under  the  trees  in  the  English 
G-arden. 

Leaving  them  to  their  meditations,  I  strolled  along  amid  the  ruins, 
and  climbing  a  lofty  hillock  formed  of  flowering  soil  and  rubbish,  I 
found  myself  in  the  third  story  of  a  dilapidated  tower  which  joined 
the  front  wall  of  the  English  palace.  Roofand  floors  had  fallen :  three 
saplings  twisted  their  trunks  in  a  strong  embrace  on  the  summit  of 
the  hillock,  and  flung  a  banner  of  green  leaves  over  the  cracked  and 
decaying  walls.  As  I  leaned  through  a  narrow  loop-hole,  I  had  a 
good  view  of  the  palace  wall,  which,  built  in  the  style  most  admired 
during  the  reign  of  James  the  First,  was  redundant  with  ornaments. 
The  niches  between  the  windows  were  highly  sculptured,  but  the 
statues  which  had  filled  them  were  gone.  As  I  looked  on  this  waste 
of  expenditure,  and  thought  of  the  last  hours  of  her  in  honor  of  whom 
it  was  raised,  a  crowd  of  sad  comparisons  pressed  on  my  mind.  I 
sighed.  Was  it  the  wind  moaning  amid  the  tall  weeds,  or  was  my 
sigh  echoed  by  another  mournful  muser  1  I  searched  the  spot,  but 
no  human  thing  was  near  me.  A  slight  cough,  proceeding  from  the 
angle  formed  by  the  tower  and  wall,  caused  me  to  turn  quickly,  and 
af^Br  gazing  some  moments  into  the  deep  shadow,  I  espied  a  little 
figure  in  a  niche,  partially  shaded  by  ivy.  As  soon  as  he  perceived 
that  I  saw  him,  he  slightly  bowed,  withoitt  attempting  to  hft  his  hat 
from  his  head.  I  returned  his  salute  with  reverence,  although  his 
grotesque  appearance  tempted  me  to  smile.  He  was  clad  in  the 
enormous  breeches,  full  run,  and  high  peaked  hat  in  vogue  some 
centuries  ago.  The  French,  who  had  destroyed  his  mates,  were  less 
cruel  to  him  than  the  elements,  which  had  disfigured  his  person  and 
battered  his  features  into  utter  deformity.  There  was  a  rueful  ex- 
pression in  his  countenance  which  elicited  my  sympathy ;  and  per- 
ceiving symptoms  of  sociability  about  him,  I  placed  myself  m  a 
listening  attitude. 

*  Sad  times,  yoiing^lady  !'  exclaimed  he,  in  a  wheelfcing  voice,  and 
I;  be  modernized  to  make  it  intelhgible ; '  ah ! 


with  an  idiom  which  must  I 
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well-a-day !  I  often  wish  myself  in  England  again,  lying  in  my  old 
master's  shop,  and  listening  to  the  gibes  and  jeers  of  the  gallant 
gentlemen  who  used  to  lounge  there.  When  I  heard  you  talking  to 
yourself  just  now,  my  head  throbbed,  for  said  I  to  myself, '  She  is 
from  my  own  country.'     How  did  you  leave  my  country  folk  V 

*  I  beg  pardon,'  I  replied ;  '  I  am  from  America.' 

'  America !  from  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  colony,  I  suppose  1  I 
shall  never  forget  his  half  suffocating  me  with  tobacco  smoke  the 
day  he  came  to  the  shop  to  look  at  the  ornaments  His  Majesty  had 
ordered  for  this  unfortunate  palace,  which  was  grand  enough  then. 
How  is  the  gallaift  gentleman  V 

*  Pretty  well,  I  believe,*  quoth  I,  for  I  could  not  pain*the  little  fel- 
low by  making  him  aware  of  t)ie  lapse  of  time. 

'  Some  people  said  the  king  hated  him  ;  others,  that  he  was  about 
to  send  hmi  on  an  embassy ;  but  then  again  it  was  whispered  he 
was  jealous  because  Sir  Walter  wrote  better  verses.  I  was  broiight 
to  this  country  about  that  time,  and  never  heard  how  it  ended.  Did 
His  Majesty  send  him  V 

*  He  despatched  him  some  time  ago.' 

'  Ah,  that  was  just.  A  better  man  than  Sir  Walter  never  trod  in 
sandals.     To  what  court  was  it  V 

'  Eden.' 

'  Eden !  I  never  heard  of  it.  King  Jamie  was  always  finding 
out  strange  places.  He  was  bookish,  too.  '  First  of  England  and 
first  in  every  thing,'  as  one  of  his  courtiers  told  him  in  my  hearing. 
I  well  remember  the  day.  He  came  to  my  master's  shop  to  see  the 
ornaments  he  had  ordered  for  his  daughter's  palace,  and  a  lovelier 
lady  than  the  Princess  Elizabeth  never  breathed.  When  the  king 
came  near  the  spot  where  I  was  lying,  he  read  aloud  his  name  on 
the  box  in  which  I  was  to  be  packed.  Then  it  was  that  the  courtier 
slipped  in  his  little  bit  of  flattery.  'Hout  mon  !'  cried  the  kine; 
'  then  I  must  be  the  first  in  wickedness.'  A  shrewd  man  was  liis 
Majesty.  He  was  very  particular  too  about  the  sculptures.  '  This 
little  fellow,'  said  he,  '  resembles  my  son  the  Elector,  and  will  look 
bravely  on  his  palace  wall.'  That  was  a  proud  day  for  me.  I  am 
sadly  altered  now.  Last  week  I  saw  myself  in  a  pool  in  yon  breach, 
and  was  fain  to  hide  my  head  in  this  ivy.  I  was  glad  when  the  sun 
dried  up  the  water,  for  I  dared  not  look  that  way  for  some  time.' 

Here  the  figure  paused,  and  a  rough  breeze  passing  that  moment, 
whisked  in  behind  him,  and  nearly  shook  him  from  his  pedestal, 
He  looked  appealingly  at  me  :  '  If  I  had  not  stood  my  ground  pretty 
well,'  said  he,  '  I  shoidd  have  been  down  long  ago  with  the  rest  of 
them.' 

'  That  was  what  I  was  just  thinking,'  said  I :  *  you  must  have  had 
many  a  skaking.' 

*  You  may  well  say  it !  What  with  sacking  and  storms,  firing 
and  tempests,  I  have  had  agitating  times  enough.  Save  my  pipe, 
which  Sir  Walter  suggested,  and  which  a  swallow  had  the  impu- 
dence to  build  on  and  break,  I  am  as  snug  outwardly  as  ever 
I  was ;  but  inwardly  I  am  quite  a  wreck,  for  the  frtMt  last  autumn 
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struck  through  to  my  heart.  You  smile,  but  I  have  ofne.  Ah  I 
that  reminds  me  of  the  Electress,  who  stood  by  while  they  took 
me  out  of  the  box.  She  was  speaking  of  Lord  Bvckinoham  : 
'He  has  no  more  heart  than  that  statue/  said  she.  There  she 
was  mistaken ;  the  statue  had  a  heart,  and  it  scorned  the  compari* 
son.  Poor  thing !  when  I  look  down  into  her  gardta,  where  she 
loved  to  linger  with  her  beautiful  children  around  her,  and  see 
how  the  trees  want  clipping,  and  the  grass-plats  trimming,  it  really 
seems  as  if  I  should  fall  £rom  my  pedestal  with  grie£  I,  who  waa 
so  proud  and  so  happy  to  keep  watch  on  her  palace  wall,  that  made 
me  forget  I  was  in  a  foreign  land,  it  looked  so  like  the  buildings  in 
my  own !  Even  now,  stranger,  although  at  times  I  repine  for  my 
own  native  place,  I  am  still  proud  (o  guard  these  ruins.  Do  you 
know  what  has  become  of  my  poor  mistress  f ' 

'  She  is  dead.' 

'  I  knew  it !'  he  replied.  *'  A  villain  once  said  in  my  hearing  that 
she  was  begging  her  bread  in  Holland.  I  knew  it  was  false,  for  ■  ' 
(here  he  lowered  his  voice)  I  have  seen  her  wraith !  Yes  thin  as 
the  mist  on  yonder  hill,  I  saw  her  standing  there,  and  wringing  her 
transparent  hands ;  on  the  very  spot  where  you  are  now,  for  her 
tiring-room  was  there.  It  was  there  I  saw  her,  when  she  proudly 
urged  the  Elector  to  grasp  the  Bohemian  diadem  held  out  to  him. 
In  vain  he  declared  it  would  bring  destruction  on  their  devoted  heads. 
Whoever  knew  a  Stuart  to  listen  to  reason  1  When  next  I  saw 
her,  she  was  flying  across  the  park  at  midnight,  clad  in  her  night- 
robes.  She  turned  and  paused  a  moment  to  take  a  last  look  of  her 
pleasant  home.  The  moon  shone  full  on  her  face ;  it  was  pale  and 
sad,  and  wet  with  tears.  I  never  saw  her  again  until  her  wraith 
stood  by  that  loop-hole.  '  Oh  cruel  ambition  1'  she  cried.  Her 
voice  went  through  me,  and  I  groaned.  She  looked  at  me  a  moment 
and  vanished,  just  as  the  tovni-clock  struck  four ;  but  she  knew  then 
that  the  statue  had  a  heart.' 

He  paused  and  trembled  so  violently  that  I  was  obliged  to  hold 
him  on  his  pedestal.  As  soon  as  he  recovered  a  little,  I  remarked, 
by  way  of  changing  the  conversation,  that  he  must  have  beheld 
many  interesting  scenes  since  he  had  been  lodged  there. 

'  My  seeing  days  are  nearly  over,'  he  replied,  sorrowfully.  '  In 
by-gone  times  I  have  witnessed  firom  this  nook  more  strange  scenes 
than  would  fill  as  large  a  book  as  King  Jamie  ever  wrote.  Since 
the  castle  was  bomba^ed  by  the  French  I  have  been  almost  blind ; 
and  no  wonder,  considering  the  quantity  of  smoke  the  wind  blew 
right  into  my  eyes.  Such  a  dazzling  sun  too  as  we  have  here ! 
Why,  I  well  remember  lying  six  weeks  in  the  stone  yard  at  London 
without  seeing  an  inch  of  him.  If  it  was  not  for  this  ivy,  I  should 
have  been  totally  blind  ere  now.  It  must  be  a  pleasant  thing  to 
travel  about !  Here  I  have  been  stuck  up  many  a  day,  and  every 
saucy  breeze  that  passes  along  gives  me  a  brush.  My  limbs  are  0o 
rheumatic  I  cannot  sleep  o'  nights,  and  my  throat  is  so  sore  tliat 
my  voice  can  hardly  slip  trough  the  swelling.  Before  the  roof  foil, 
the  eaves  kept  me  quite  warm  and  tight    I  loved  to  see  the  8wml< 


1846.]  Tete^Tite  at  HadMerg.  149 

lows  wheeling  around,  and  building  their  nests.  Their  twittering 
was  as  pleasant  as  children's  voices.  They  respected  me,  and  never 
so  much  as  brushed  me  with  the  tips  of  their  wings.  They  went 
oat  with  the  family,  and  a  race  as  saucy  as  the  French  succeeded,  and 
sometimes  lodge  in  this  ivy.  They  think  no  more  of  alighting  on 
my  head,  or  the  end  of  mv  nose,  than  as  if  I  was  so  much  rubbish.' 

'  It  must  be  very  annoymg,'  said  I,  in  a  consoling  voice. 

'Annoying!  —  rather,  I  should  think!  I  should  be  very  much 
surprised  to  hear  any  one  say  it  was  not.  Yet  I  cannot  deny  that  I 
should  feel  somewhat  lonely  without  them.  They  do  not  scream 
Hke  the  owls,  nor  flap  against  me  like  the  bats.' 

'  I  should  think  there  were  very  many  of  the  latter  in  your  neigh- 
boihood.     There  are  plenty  of  hiding-places  for  them.' 

'  I  never  knew  of  a  g^eat  house  without  them,'  he  replied,  with 
dignity.  They  are  always  as  numerous  as  hangers-on,  and  much 
more  peaceable.  Although  it  is  not  agreeable  to  have  them  come 
blundering  against  me  now  and  then,  yet  since  I  have  been  half- 
blind  myself,  I  have  been  able  to  forgive  them.  I  found  them  here 
when  I  came,  and  they  still  cling  to  the  old  place.  They  were  not 
driven  away  by  the  smoke  and  noise  the  French  made,  although 
they  were  sorely  frightened.  My  lord,  the  Elector  loved  the  bats, 
and  would  not  have  them  molested.  I  saw  him  one  day  standing 
below,  and  pointing  out  whole  coveys  of  them  to»his  children. 

*•  I  have  heard  he  was  a  fond  father.' 

'  Ay  fond  enough.  He  little  thought,  that  day,  that  (would  stand 
here  to  speak  of  the  desolation  of  his  house  to  a  stranger  from 
across  the  sea.  Three  flags  were  waving  where  those  green  boughs 
shade  the  battlements.  When  their  father  had  done  speaking,  the 
Electress  explained  the  emblems  on  her  country's  banner  to  her  dar- 
ling boy.  Prince  Rupert,  and  bade  him  look  well  to  it  that  he  placed 
no  stain  upon  its  ample  folds.     She  was  a  woman  with  a  lion  heart.' 

*  Very  unlike  her  father,'  said  I.  *  Her  third  son,  Prince  Rupert, 
inherited  her  spirit,  and  fought  like  a  tiger  under  that  banner.' 

'  I  doubt  it  not.  I  remember  the  lad  well.  He  had  ever  a  rifle 
in  his  hand,  and  war  was  his  profession.  I  bear  him  no  ill  will, 
although  he  once  made  me  the  mark  of  his  rifle.  The  ball  came 
whizzing  past,  and  knocked  ofl*  some  of  the  plaster  above  my  head. 
Before  he  could  try  his  skill  again,  his  tutor  checked  his  hand.  He 
was  a  sweet,  generous  boy,  but  I  loved  his  elder  brother.  He  often 
sat  just  under  me,  on  a  green  bank,  reading  aloud  some  of  Sir 
Walter's  madrigals.  His  voice  sounded  like  ^e  sweetest  music  as 
the  summer  breeze  waited  it  to  my  ear.  Often  bad  I  heard  the  young 
cavaliers  sin?  them  as  they  passed  my  master's  shop,  for  Sir  Walter's 
verses  were  in  every  man's  mouth.  The  young  prince  would  pore 
over  them  until  twilight  deepened  around  him,  and  the  letters  faded 
from  his  sight.  Sometimes  he  would  sit  on  the  window-sill  by  me 
and  chaunt  some  of  those  pleasant  ditties  written  by  the  unfortu- 
nate Chastelet  for  the  beautiful  Queen  of  Scots.  I  miss  the  fair- 
haired  boy  sadly ;  I  fear  me  he  is  in  trouble,  or  he  would  have  been 
here  before  now,  and  raised  up  these  old  walls  until  the  castle  looked 
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worthy  of  his  family.  Yet  I  hope  on,  although  things  grow  worse 
and  worse.  One  glance  of  his  bonnie  eye,  or  a  note  of  his  winaome 
voice,  would  repay  me  for  long  hours  of  lonely  watching.' 

'  He  will  never  return  !'  said  I,  mournfully ;  '  for  I  was  touched 
by  this  reminiscence  of  the  homeless  heir  of  Heidelberg. 

'  When  the  sun  rose  and  set  day  after  day,  and  I  saw  the  graas 
growing  taller  above  the  ruins,  while  strangers  roamed  and  frolicked 
m  the  home  of  my  mistress,  my  heart  misgave  me  that  my  brightr 
haired  boy  would  never  return  to  carol  away  the  day  under  the 
green  boughs.  It  is  a  sad  thing,  lady,  to  wait  thus  day  after  day  for 
those  we  love,  without  one  kind  voice  to  tell  us  of  their  fate,  or  to 
remove  the  heavy  weight  of  suspense  from  an  aching  heart.  Sadder 
still  it  is  to  see  the  worm  crawling  where  once  their  cherished  forms 
have  moved,  and  to  hear  the  owlet  hooting  where  their  pleasant 
voices  rang.  Alas !  when  I  look  on  yonder  saplings  growing  on  the 
very  spot  where  my  mistress  used  to  sit  with  her  maidens  at  their 
embroidering  frames,  the  sun  looks  black  to  me,  and  I  could  bless 
the  hand  that  would  hurl  me  from  my  pedestal.  Yet  when  I  see 
careless  strangers  ranging  here,  and  listen  to  them  as  they  speak  of 
those  who  never  will  return,  I  glory  that  I  live  to  feel  that  one  heart 
beats  for  them  alone.' 

'  It  must  be  a  noble  satisfaction  to  you  to  mourn  the  fallen.  Few 
cling  to  the  unfortunate.  The  .prosperous  glide  down  the  stream  of 
time  with  sails  tilled  with  the  breath  of  applause,  while  the  children 
of  adversity  lie  stranded  and  forgotten.' 

'  Forgotten  !'  cried  he.  '  I  cannot  forget  When  I  first  came  here, 
and  berore  I  learned  to  love  the  gentle  race,  my  heart  yearned  to 
hear  the  voice  of  good  Sir  Walter,  who  came  so  often  to  my  master's 
shop  ;  the  day  wore  heavily  away  without  him.  Even  now  I  long 
to  see  him  once  more.  When  once  I  love,  I  cannot  forget.  My 
memory  is  adamant ;  let  Affection  but  write  the  names  of  those  I 
love  there,  and  Time  can  never  efface  them.  Ah,  me !  the  noble 
boy  I  loved  the  best,  the  heir  for  whom  these  blinded  eyes  have 
watched  so  long,  will  he  never  sit  on  yonder  bank  t  Shall  I  hear 
his  silvery  voice  no  more  1  The  thought  of  him  has  been  healing 
to  these  aged  limbs.  Scattered,  lost,  why  should  I  survive  the  noble 
race  1  When  the  wind  sighed  amid  the  tall  trees  springing  in  the 
ruined  hall,  I  mourned,  but  said,  *  He  will  return.'  When  the  wraith 
of  his  mother  faded  from  my  sight,  «*  Farewell,  dear  shade  !'  I 
cried ;  '  what  ambition  lost,  love  will  restore.'  It  may  not  be :  love 
will  never  more  warm  and  hallow  the  home  of  the  Stuart.  Alas ! 
the  bonnie  boy !  —  n^y  heart  will  break !' 

The  figure  shook  violently.  I  perceived  a  tremor  in  the  air,  as  if 
it  shared  his  grief;  and  a  moment  after,  a  loud  report,  followed  by  a 
stony  avalanche,  threw  me  senseless  at  the  'foot  of  the  saplings. 

When  I  opened  my  eyes,  Mrs. was  bathing  my  temples  with 

water,  and  a  group  of  alarmed  faces  surrounded  me.  It  was  some- 
time  before  I  recollected  where  I  was ;  but  as  soon  as  I  did  so,  I 
asked  for  the  figure.    All  stared  at  me  with  astonishment. 
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•  Where  were  you  standing  when  the  wall  fell  V  asked  Mrs. ; 

'  we  feared  you  were  crushed.' 

I  looked  around  me,  and  saw  that  the  tower  had  fallen,  carrying 
part  of  the  palace  fa9ade  with  it.  I  had  had  a  narrow  escape. 
Nothine  but  the  fall  which  the  shock  gave  me  prevented  my  bemg 
hurled  down  with  the  ruins.  A  moment  before  it  fell,  I  was  leaning 
on  the  sill  of  one  of  the  loop-holes.  «As  soon  as  I  could  stand  on 
my  feet,  for  I  was  extremely  dizzy,  I  sought  the  figure.  It  was  gone. 
The  wall  had  fallen  on  it,  and  I  searched  in  vain  for  some  relic  of 
the  faithftil  mourner.  After  the  first  regret  was  over,  I  was  glad 
that  the  little  fellow  was  doomed  to  wait  no  longer  for  footsteps 
which  had  no  echo  on  earth. 

Myfiriendfl  heard  of  the  t^te-^-tdte  with  incredulity.  I  expected 
as  much,  for  the  world  will  never  believe  any  thing  but  scandal, 
without  ample  evidence.  Faith  is  at  a  low  ebb  with  us.  Even 
children  smile  at  tales  once  fondly  believed  by  former  generations. 
I  doubt  not  that  even  my  reader  will  suspect  me  of  dreaming ;  'but 
little  I  reck,'  if  I  can  but  for  one  moment  arouse  a  feeling  of  sym- 
pathy for  the  lone  watcher  at  Heidelberg.  b.  a.  c 
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WoMBic  migrht  flay,  if  they  would  speak 

Their  flenttmenta  of  male  injostice. 
The  fltXDDg  flhould  ever  spare  the  weak, 
Yet  what  in  men  iflhnt  ti  freak, 
In  ns,  flat  wickedness  and  lust  is. 

Tb  true  enough ;  we  tyrants,  men, 
(Would  I  were  of  the  other  gender !) 

Sin  and  repent,  and  sin  again ; 

But  if  a  woman  trip,  why  ten 
To  one  her  titter  won't  defend  her. 

Oh !  that  some  transcendental,  wise, 
Fh>fonnd,  unspeakable  old  German 

Would  from  his  dusty  sleep  arise. 

Or  quit  disputing  in  the  skies. 
To  preach  us  on  this  theme  a  sermon ! 

Solve  us,  you  Kant  !  if  now  you  can. 
The  question  that  my  brain  perplexes  : 

Is  wrong  in  woman  right  in  man? 

And  is  it  oair*s  or  Nature's  plan 
To  give  morality  two  sexes  ? 

If,  to  so  harsh  a  law  submiss, 

MUd,  merciful,  benignant  woman. 
When  a  wild  husband  walks  amiss, 
Reclaims  the  wanderer  with  a  kiss, 
Ah !  why  should  we  be  more  uihnmaA  7 
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And,  hufbandi,  moderate  your  blame, 

Ye  upon  female  rights  who  trample, 
If,  now  and  then,  lome  bolder  dame 
Frore  that  her  nature  ia  the  same 

Aa  yoon,  by  copying  your  ezamirfe. 

Now,  wives,  I  mean  to  win  your  thanks 

By  a  brief  tale,  ne^er  yet  related, 
How  oDoe,  to  check  her  mate's  mad  piaiiks, 
A  lady,  in  the  upper  ranks, 

Not  only  checked  him — but  check-mated. 

A     STORY     OF     THE     CARNIVAL. 

A  NOBLB  Austrian  of  Trieste 

Was  wedded  to  as  faur  a  creature 
As  e'er  a  bridal  pillow  blest ; 
Of  all  Vienna's  court  confess'd 

The  paragon,  in  form  and  feature. 

Her  husband  in  his  dog-star  days, 

I  mean  his  youth's  more  sultry  m 
At  galas,  revels,  routs  and  plays 
Had  set  full  many  a  heart  a-blaze. 

And  blazed  himself  beyond  all 

But,  like  a  fire  of  pitchy  wood 

"That  rages  for  awhile  and  flashes, 
And  suddenly  becomes  subdued. 
Unless  the  resin  is  renewed. 

To  a  dull  heap  of  lukewarm  ashes: 

Thus  Baron  Stkimbe's  fever-heat 

Seemed  cooling  to  a  quiet  glimmer 
Of  bliss  domestic  and  discreet : 
More  calmly  now  his  pulses  beat, 

Though  age  hath  made  his  eye  no  dimmer. 

No  more  ecstatic  glimpses  now 

Of  paradise,  beneath  a  bonnet, 
Warmed  his  imaginative  brow ; 
No  rosy  lip  inspired  a  vow, 

Nor  angel's  voice  awoke  a  sonnet.  » 

Surely  the  Lady  Bertha  lacked 

Nothing  that  man  of  maid  requireth ; 
But  wedlock,  after  the  fint  act, 
No  more  of  *  Fancy  all  compact,' 

Lake  a  dull  play  of  Talpouro,  tireth. 

Pardon  the  Baron  then,  I  pray, 

You  gentler  readers  of  my  story, 
That,  after  long  repose,  one  day 
A  humor  seized  him  to  be  gay, 

Before  his  whiskers  had  grown  hoary. 

CARNf^AL  time  was  come  at  last : 

All  Italy  was  filled  with  mummers ; 
Till  Lent  'twas  held  a  sin  to  fast, 
And  winter  days  as  fleetly  paswd 

As  ever  did  a  Tuscan  summer's. 
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Bat,  from  Palermo  to  the  Po, 
Such  mirth,  iuch  masques,  aaoh  feata  of  tennii, 

Such  revelry  of  high  and  low, 

What  bright  metropolis  could  show 
As  the  proud  spouse  of  Ocean — Vanke? 

The  gondolas  that  all  night  long 

Like  fire-flies  in  July  were  glancing ; 
The  games,  the  gladness,  and  the  throng 
That  rent  the  air  with  shout  and  song ; 

The  feasts,  the  drinking  and  the  danehig : 

The  puppets  and  the  strolling  sights 
With  Punch,  his  wooden  woman  maaling ; 

The  bridges  hung  with  colored  lights, 

Uke  little  rainbows,  and  the  flights 
Of  rockets,  rushing,  flashing,  falling : 

The  flaming  wheels,  the  whizsing  snakes. 

Soaring  and  lost  among  the  Pleiads, 
Then  raining  down  in  fiery  flakes. 
The  deities  of  woods  and  lakes,  . ' 

Fawns,  tritons,  oreads,  naiads,  dryads : 

The  innumerable  fry  of  fools, 

Plrofessional  and  dilettanti  ; 
JuggieiB,  defying  Nature's  rules, 
With  monkies  too,  and  dancing  mules 

That  stepped  like  pupils  of  Fapanti. 

AU  sorts  of  monsters — mermen,  sharks — 
"  Cheaply  exhibited  or  freely. 
As  though  some  dozen  Noah's  arks 
Had  been  let  loose  upon  Saint  Marki^, 
Or  emptied  from  the  Campanile. 

The  peasant  folk  that  thronged  the  Square, 

The  dominos — a  ^udy  legion ! 
The  comfit-sellem  with  their  ware — 
All  these  made  merry  Venice  wear 

The  look  of  an  enchanted  region. 

Since  every  thing  that 's  rare  or  queer, 
For  which  there  neither  name  nor  use  is, 

Was  hither  brought  from  far  and  near ; 

Whatever  in  each  hemisphere 
Nature  or  man's  quick  brain  produces. 

And  multitudes,  all  Europe  through. 
From  England,  Runta,  Prussia,  Poland, 

Hither  their  eager  way  pursue, 

Merely  to  mingle  in  and  view 
A  pageant  paralleled  by  no  land. 

Hither,  with  too  much  ease  oppressed, 

HuDpy,  almost  to  melancholy. 
The  Baron  speeds,  a  greedy  guest, 
To  rest  awhile  from  too  nfuch  rest. 

And  ^adi  Me  with  a  little  fotty. 
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But  lest  his  jealouB  dame  might  firet. 

He  veiled  the  purpoee  of  hia  going, 
And  whispered  that  he  went  to  get, 
In  Brescia,  payment  of  a  debt 

Which  some  rich  tenant  there  was  owing. 

'  So,  love,  content  thee  for  awhile 

To  live  without  a  husband,  lonely : 
A  week,'  he  added  with  a  smile, 
'  Shall  bring  me  back ;  ay,  with  a  pile 

Of  ducats,  for  thy  spending  only.' 

Wise  man !  who  knows  but  one  sure  way 

To  win  a  woman  to  his  wishes ; 
Girls  —  very  simple  damsels — may 
Duty  sometimes,  or  love  obey, 

But  wives  are  won  by  <  loaves  and  fishesL' 

Cheerfully  then  they  bade  farewell ; 

The  Baron  hies  aboard  his  galley ; 
She  to  her  chamber's  nun-like  cell, 
In  solitary  sort  to  dwell, 

With  nothing  male  —  noi:  cat,  nor  valet 

Hushed  is  the  house  ;  each  vacant  room 

Seemed  sacred  to  repose  or  Ulne« ; 
So  solemnly,  as  through  the  gloom 
Of  some  new-opened  Koman  tomb,  ^ 

The  sunlight  fell  upon  the  stiUness. 

But  Lkonorb  —  a  neighbor  by — 

A  widow,  mischievous  and  silly. 
Whose  wanton  spirit  rose  so  high, 
It  overflowed  each  wicked  ^ye, 

A  restive,  roguish,  rampant  fiUy ; 

About  the  gadding  hour,  came  in» 

To  feed  her  ear  with  such  rare  fuel 
Of  news  as,  who  had  lately  been 
Detected  in  some  private  sin. 

And  how  some  whispered  of  a  duel : 

And  whether 't  was  a  love  affiur. 

And  what  would  be  the  oonseqnenoes  ^ 
How  Such-a-one  had  got  a  pair 
Of  twins ;  another  lost  her  hair. 

And  one  her  teeth,  and  one  her  sensea 

And  how  that  yoong  phenomenon. 

Her  son,  had  such  a  sweet  ooAtr'alto^ 
And  how  the  Gamival  went  on. 
And  what  disguise  she  meant  to  don. 

To  flaunt  m  on  the  mad  Riatto. 

For  all  the  worid(at  least  the  bsst 

Half  of  it)  was  to  Venice  flocbng. 
And  she  was  goingwith  the  rest; 
To  stay  at  home,  in  dull  Trieste, 

Was  most  ridiculous — t  was  ■Kiwrking  I 


1846.]  .  A  Story  of  the  Carnival.  155 

<  Come ,  you  ahall  join  my  party !    Nay, 

Do  ]i*t  shake  your  head  —  I  '11  take  the  scolding ; 
We  '11  give  to  merriment  one  day, 
And  see  such  sights  as  you  shall  say 

T  were  sin  to  liye  without  beholding.' 

The  Lady  Bertha  frowned  at  first, 

Of  coarse,  and  flatly  said  she  would  n't ; 

But  as  her  gossip  friend  rehearsed 

What  wonders  on  her  sight  should  bunt, 

She  changed  the  phrase,  and  vow'd  she  could  n't* 

<  You  wrong  your  lord,'  the  other  saidi 

<  Far  more  than  by  a  trivial  error, 
Holding  him  thus  in  childish  dread ; 
'T  is  a  sure  proof  you  never  wed 

For  love,  if  you  obey  from  terror. 

'T  would  take  ten  epics,  nimibering  ench 

Twelve  books,  to  give  a  foil  narration 
Of  all  the  forms  and  modes  of  speech 
She  took  to  counsel,  beg,  beseech, 

And  force  the  dame's  determination. 

She  triumphed  too ;  that  afternoon 

Saw  them  in  their  felucca  glrimming 
The  Adriatic's  foam,  and  soon 
They  hoped  amid  the  blue  lagune 

To  see  the  sea-bom  city  swimming. 

Meanwhile  the  Baron  gaily  flung 

Aside  all  thought  of  marriage  duties  ; 
Revelled  the  revellers  among — 
By  day,  grew  youthful  with  the  young, 

By  night,  unmasked  Venetian  beauties. 

So  flew  a  week ;  how  brief  are  weeks 

To  lawyen  in  their  June  vacation ! 
How  fleeter  far  to  him  who  seeks 
From  household  cares  and  female  freaks^ 

And  mewling  babes,  a  relaxation ! 

The  final  night  is  come,  and  all 

Are  flocking  to  the  grand  ridotto, 
Which  means  a  sort  of  concert-ball 
Given  in  the  gilt  and  Gothic  hall 

Of  the  Makchsia  di  Mmorto. 

'T  were  mad  enough  to  try  to  light 

La  Scala  with  a  sin^^e  taper ; 
Far  madder  were  the  attempt  to  writ« 
The  glories  of  that  gaudy  night 

WiUi  mere  materud  ink  and  paper. 

The  myriad  lamps,  the  brighter  eyes, 

The  music  and  the  sweeter  voices ; 
The  ladies  decked  in  gay  dii^gnise, 
F^om  whose  angelic  companies 

Young  princes  might  have  made  their  choioeii 


156  A  Story  of  the  Carmval.  [February, 

And  Austria*!  baron  too  was  there ; 

His  galliot  in  the  stream  was  floating, 
Thni,  soon  as  morning  bianch'd  the  air. 
Homeward  in  haste  he  might  repair, 

To  duller  blisi  his  heart  devoting. 

Oft  m  the  frenay  of  the  dance, 

Amid  the  scene's  intoxication, 
H^^emeth  lost  as  in  a  tranee ; 
A  pouting  lip,  a  sullen  glance 

Flit  o*er  his  dark  imagination. 

He  dreams  upon  a  wife  in  tears, 

A  month  of  sulkiness  and  sorrow ; 
A  woman's  wrath  is  in  his  ears, 
His  ecstacy  is  mixed  with  fears 

Of  his  reception  on  the  morrow. 

But  lo !  what  wonder  moves  this  way? 

What  meteor  hath  from  heav'n  descended  T 
How  liffht  her  limbs!  — their  airy  play 
Seems  uke  the  tossing  of  the  spray ; 

At  once  bis  boding  droam  is  ended. 

Through  many  a  minuet,  on  her. 
Through  Tyrol  waltz  and  Tarantella, 

Ha  gases,  but  he  cannot  stir ; 

Still  murmuring,  as  insane  he  wero, 
'  Gesu !  che  brava !  quanto  bella  !*^ 

Anon,  with  beating  heart  and  head, 
Tow'rd  her  amid  the  throng  he  pwsses ; 

■  Fair  lady,  by  your  leave,'  he  laid, 

<  Together  we  '11  a  measuro  tread  f 
Blest  man!  her  fingers  he] 


He  leads  her  forth ;  he  whirls  her  tfaroa|^ 
Waltt  after  waltz  till,  growing  dizzy, 

She  fiun  would  sit  —  he  seats  Um  too ; 

One  arm  about  her  waist  he  drew. 
One  hand  was  with  her  tresses  busy. 

Oh !  what  a  righteous  wretch  is  man ! 

That  every  civilized  community 
Should  on  the  weak  sex  put  its  ban 
For  deeds  that  we  male  devils  can 

Do  with  such  impudent  impunity ! 

Yet  woman,  virtue's  fluent  foe. 
Chide  not  too  harshly  man  for  sinning, 

Seeing  how  seldom  ye  say '  No  f 

Why  blame  his  folly's  upshot  so. 
If  you  forbid  not  the  beginning? 

Ton  like  —  yon  know  vou  do  n't  dislike, 

The  freedom  of  his  nist  advances ; 
What  though  your  fan  bis  forehead  strike  f 
Such  tricks  are  but  a  slender  dike 
Betvrixt  his  wishes  and  your  i^aaoes^ 
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What  frosCy  Joteph,  beauty-proof, 

Might  stand  the  fire  of  sach  denial  T 
Yoa  cry  *  Begone !'  and  '  Keep  aloof!' 
Yet  underneath  your  boiom'i  roof 

Let  in  temptation — just  on  triaL 

For/in  your  lexicons,  consent 

Is  oft  expresMd  by  a  negation ; 
So,  when  her  brows  this  lady  bent, 
The  Baron  knew  she  only  meant 

A  bashful  sort  of  invitation. 

'  Lady!'  he  whispered, '  are  you  wed T* 


*  I  am.'  '  Lift  up  that  mask,  I  pray  you  V 

*  Not  for  the  world !'  the  tromUer  said : 

*  Nay,  I  would  sooner  lose  my  head 

Than  wrong  you,  dearest !  or  betray  you.* 

'  Nay,  if  you  tease  me,  Sir,  good  night  V 

She  rose  in  haste  —  and  he  rose  with  her; 
<  Farowell,  Sir ;  howin  such  a  plight 
I  droad  to  meet  my  husband's  si^t ! 
He  knew  not  of  my  coming  hither.' 

*  And  here  I  am,  all  lace  and  gold ; 

Ah  me !  what  madness  was 't  came  o'er  me ! 
How  the  dear  soul  would  rave  and  scold. 
These  foolish  trappings  to  behold. 

Should  he  perchance  get  home  beforo  me !' 

*  How  then  7  ybvat  husband  is  away  7* 

He  asked  her,  toying  with  her  fingers: 
'  He 's  on  a  journey.  Sir ;  I  pray 
You  '11  not  detain  me  till  it  *b  day ; 

I  mutt  go.  Sir  !*  — but  still  she  lingers. 

She  lingers  just  to  say  *  Farowell ! 

Farewell!  sweet  Signer,  pr'jrthee  leave  me; 
'T  is  a  long  way  to  when  I  dwell ; 
You  must  not  follow  —  't  is  not  well  — 

With  this  impertinence  you  grieve  me.' 

*  Nay,  but  I  '11  see  you  to  the  shore,' 

Quoth  he ;  *  these  tink-boys  are  so  stupid.' 
To  guide  their  way,  a  lad  who  bore 
A  lighted  flambeau  ran  before. 

Fit  representative  of  Cupid. 

*  'T  is  very  dark  and  dan^rous  too  — 

Here  take  my  arm,  amtco  mio  ;' 
Thus  toward  the  Grand  Canal  they  drew. 
Where  swiftly  down  the  steps  she  flew 

*  Here  is  my  gondola — Addio !' 

With  this,  aboard  she  nimbly  leaped. 
And  hid  within  its  curtained  cover ; 

But  underneath,  beside  her  crept. 

And  ever  close  beside  her  kept, 
Her  indefatigable  lover. 
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Lsmmf  rmoM  Italt.    By  J.  T.  Hbadlct.    Niimb«r  Three  of  the  *  Ubraiy  of  ABMiieu  Bookn' 
In  Mie  Toluae.    pp.  98Sk    New- York :  Wix.xt  and  Putnam. 

'  OuK  puipoM,'  saya  the  author  of  ihb  volume,  in  hk  preface, '  has  been  to  let 
othen,  if  ponible,  look  through  our  eyes ;  and  whether  we  have  raoceeded  or  not,  or 
whether  they  would  have  obtamed  a  yery  interesting  riew  if  they  did,  we  leave  the 
reader  to  judge.*  He  adds :  <  Descriptions  of  galleries  of  art,  paintings,  etc.,  have 
been  avoided,  as  possessing  interest  to  those  only  who  have  travelled  over  the  same 
ground,  and  become  familiar  with  the  details  to  make  those  descriptions  dear.'  Now 
to  write  and  publish  a  work  on  Italy  in  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century  is  m 
itself  a  haxardouB  experiment,  seldom  justified  by  the  qualifications  of  the  author ; 
but  to  write  one  professing  to  eschew  the  arts,  will  strike  the  public  with  as  much  sur- 
prise and  novelty  as  the  memorable  performance  of  Hamlit  with  the  unavoidable 
omission  of  the  principal  character.  Unhappily  our  author  has  not  kept  to  the  worda 
of  his  preface.  The  chef  d*oeuvres  of  art  in  painting  and  sculpture  which  have  been 
the  admiration  of  the  worid  for  centuries,  are  criticized  and  condemned  m  a  tone  of 
presumption  well  calculated  to  excite  the  ire  even  of  those  who  unfortunately  have  not 
'  travelled  over  the  same  ground'  with  the  writer,  and  will  dispose  his  reader  to  call  m 
question  the  high  warrant  for  his  heterodox  opinions  of  art  We  select  as  an  example 
the  thirtieth  letter,  dated  <  Rome,  A)>ril  28,  1843.'  He  despatches  the'  capital  and 
the  Vatican,  inside  and  out,  in  about  two  pages : 

'  I  WILL  not  attempt  to  take  you  thronyh  the  Vetiean.  The  lint  time,  I  roamed  throufh  it  witboot 
fttide-book  or  question.  The  Apollo  Belvidere  and  Laflcoon  I  could  not  mistake ;  neither  did  I  wish 
any  one  to  tell  me  when  I  came  to  The  Transfiyuratioo.  (What  inttinctivo  Mfacity  I)  '  The  f lori- 
oua  figure  of  Chmst,  in  thii  latter  picture,  suspended  in  mid-heaven,  and  the  wonderftal  Ihce,  so  un- 
like all  other  faces  ever  painted  before,  held  me  spell-bound  in  its  presance.  Why  could  not  the 
artist  have  left  out  some  dozen  or  more  sainUthan  he  has  placed  below,  faoinf  with  astonishment  oa 


like  ail  other  faces  ever  painted  before,  held  me  spell-bound  in  its  presance.  Why  could  not  the 
artist  have  left  out  some  dozen  or  more  sainUthan  he  has  placed  below, fapinf  with  astonishment  oa 
the  wondrous  spectacle  f  The  three  shiniair  figures  beside  the  still  more  radiant  Satioub  are  enoofh 
to  complete  the  {froup.  The  addition  of  others  destroys  the  simplicity,  and  hence  inioree  the 
frandeur  ot  the  whole.  It  was  foolish  to  attempt  to  improve  on  the  orif inal  froup.  Yet  I  went 
away  vexed  and  irriuted.  My  utter  inability  to  see  lU^  as  it  ouirht  to  be  seen,  prevented  my 
ei^yinf  any  thing.  Again  and  again  I  strolled  through  its  immenae  halla,  and  can  only  aay  it  is  a 
foreat  of  statuary,  and  ought  to  be  divided  among  the  world,'  etc. 

Paasmg  by  this  novel  application  of  the  agAman  principle  to  this  <  forest  of  statu- 
ary,' let  us  venture  for  a  moment  to  look  at '  The  Transfiguration'  through  our  own 
eyes  instead  of  our  author's.  We  refer  him  to  the  seventeenth  chapter  of  the  Gos- 
pel of  SL  Mattbiw,  where  he  may  find  new  light  thrown  upon  *  the  ikret  skimng 
figures  beside  the  still  more  radiant  SAViora.'  Next,  we  ask  hun  to  read  what  fol- 
lows, and  he  will  understand  why  the  artist  could  not  *  have  left  out  some  donn  or 
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more  saints  that  he  has  placed  below,  *  gaping  with  attoniihment  at  the  toondroue 
9pectacle*  It  is  extracted  from  Dr.  Franz  Kuglsr'b  '  Hand-Book  of  the  History  of 
Bunting,*  etc.    After  speaking  of  Raphael's  *  Madonna  di  Foligno/  he  says : 

*Trx  later  of  these  tiro  picture*  is  the  Tranifiguraticn  on  Mount  Tabor,  now  in  the  Vatiean,  fbr- 
nerly  in  Saint  Pietro  at  Mootaria  This  waa  the  lait  work  of  the  master,  (not  finished  till  after  hia 
death,)  the  one  which  was  suspended  over  his  corpse  as  a  trophy  of  his  flune,  for  public  homage.  If 
the  picture  last  described  is  distinguished,  like  tne  compositions  for  the  tapestries,  by  the  dramatic 
development  of  an  historical, event,  by  the  important  prominence  given  to  the  principal  incident, 
and  by  grandeur  of  style,  the  work  now  under  consideration  unites  with  these  qualities  a  profounder 
symboliol  treatment,  which,  in  the  representation  of  a  particular  event,  expresses  a  general  idea. 
In  this  instance  it  is  the  depth  and  power  of  thought  which  move  the  spectator,  and  which  address 
themselves  to  him  at  once,  so  that  he  needs  no  key  to  ozolain  the  meaning  of  the  subject  This 
picture  is  divided  into  two  parts,  the  undermost  of  which,  on  aceoont  of  its  mass,  is  the  more  im- 
portant  and  predominant.  On  one  side  are  nine  of  the  disciples ;  on  the  other  a  crowd  of  people 
pressing  toward  them,  bearing  along  a  boy  possessed  with  a  deviL  His  limbs  are  fearAilly  convulsed 
by  denioniac  power ;  he  is  supported  by  his  father,  who  appears  strenuoiuly  to  implore  assistanee 
by  words  and  looks ;  two  women  beside  lum  point  So  the  sufferer,  the  one  with  earnest  entreaties, 
the  other  in  the  front,  on  her  knees,  with  an  expression  of  passionate  energy.  All  are  crying  idoud, 
beseeching  and  stretching  out  their  arms  for  aid.  Among  the  disciples,  who  are  disposed  u  mfferent 
group%  astonishment,  horror  and  sympathy  alternate  in  various  degrees.  One,  whose  youthful  coun- 
tenance expresses  the  deepest  sympathy,  turns  to  the  unhappy  ihther,  plainlv  intimating  his  inabil- 
i^  to  asnst  him;  another  poinu  upward;  a  third  repeats  this  gesture.  The  upper  part  of  the 
pietw  is  formed  by  an  elevation  to  represent  Mount  Tabor.  There  lie  prostrate  the  three  disci- 
ples who  went  up  with  Christ,  daszled  by  the  divhte  light ;  above  them,  surrounded  by  a  miraeu- 
HMU  glory,  the  Bavioub  floats  in  air  in  serene  beatitude,  accompanied  by  Mosbs  and  Elias.  The 
twofold  action  contained  in  this  picture,  to  which  shallow  critics  have  taken  exception,  is  explained 
hiaCoffically  and  satisfactorily  merely  by  the  fact  that  the  incident  of  the  possessed  boy  occurred  in 
the  abaence  of  Christ  ;  but  it  explains  itself  in  a  still  higher  sense,  when  we  ccmsider  the  deeper, 
universal  meaning  of  the  picture.  For  this  purpose  it  is  not  even  necessarv  to  consult  the  books  of 
the  New  Testament  for  the  explanation  of  the  particular  incidents.  The  lower  portion  represents 
the  calamities  and  miseries  of  human  lift ;  the  rule  of  demoniac  power,  the  weakness  even  of  the 
fiuthlVil  when  unassisted,  and  points  to  a  Powxx  above.  Above,  in  the  brightness  of  divine  bliss,  un- 
disturbed by  the  suffering  of  the  lower  world,  we  behold  the  source  of  consolation  and  redemption 
from  eviL  Even  the  judicious  liberties  dicUted  by  the  nature  of  the  art,  which  displease  the  con- 
fined views  of  many  critics,  such  as  the  want  of  devation  in  the  mountain,  the  perspective  altera-  • 
tion  of  the  horizon,  and  points  of  sight  for  the  upper  group,  Qn  which  the  figures  do  not  iippearlbre* 
diortened  as  seen  from  beneath,  but  perfectly  developed  as  if  in  a  vision,)  give  occasion  lor  new  and 
peculiar  beauties.  In  one  respect,  however,  the  picture  appears  to  fail ;  it  wants  the  freer,  purer* 
beauty,  the  simplicity  and  flow  of  line,  in  the  drapery  especially,  which  address  themselves  so  di- 
rectly to  the  feeling  of  the  spectator ;  the  work  pleases  the  eye,  the  understandinff,  but  does  ne| 
entirely  satisfy  the  soul :  in  this  respect  the  picture  already  marks  the  transition  to  the  later  periods 
of  art.  But  this  passing  censure  should  be  considered  as  only  hinted  at  Where  such  grandeur  and 
depth  of  thought,  such  unexampled  excellence  have  been  accomplished,  (and  we  have  given  but « 
very  general  outline,)  it  becomes  us  to  offer  any  approach  to  criticism  with  all  humility.' 

Let  ns  now  turn  to  the  opmions  of  Mr.  Hbadlvt  on  scolptore.  In  the  first  part 
of  the  letter  from  which  we  have  quoted,  he  describes '  The  Dyhig  Gladiator:* 

*  Tbis  is  one  of  the  few  statues  I  was  not  disappointed  in.'  '  I  thought  of  Btron,  as  I  stood  beside 
it,  and  of  the  intense  feeling  with  which  he  gazed  upon  it'  '  With  one  long  stride-step  into  the  Vati- 
can (from  the  capitol)  as  the  papal  palace,  museum,  etc,  that  join  St  Peter's,  are  called :  iMre  is 
Ladooon,  that  men  have  poetizecl,  as  well  as  the  Dying  Gladiator ;  and  yet  it  pleased  me  not  I  have 
a  feeling  of  horror,  it  is  true,  in  looking  upon  it  and  that  is  alL  I  have  no  deep  sympathy  for  Lad- 
coon  himseiC  Master  critics  have  long  ago  settled  the  perfection  of  the  work.  There  is  lift  and 
force  in  it  The  little  child  with  one  foot  raised  to  press  down  the  folds  of  the  serpent  that  are  tighten- 
ing around  the  other  leg,  is  terribly  true  and  life-like.  But  the  whole  ezpressiott  of  Ladooon  is  that 
of  a  tBtak  man,  utterly  overcome  with  terror  *,  mastered  more  completely  by  fear  than  a  strong- 
minded  man  ever  can  be.  There  seems  no  resistance  left  In  him }  and  you  feel  that  such  a  character 
n*9er  could  dts  tUeentlf.  While  I  admired  tho*work,  I  could  not  love  the  character.  On  the  Gladi- 
ator's face  snch  utter  terror  never  could  be  written.  The  sights  that  could  paint  such  foar  on  his 
fiwtures  do  not  exist' 

Such  are  the  ideas  and  reflections  of  an  American  critic,  conceived  in  the  pre- 
sence of  this  miracle  of  art,  which  we  are  called  upon  to  adopt  by  looking  through 
his  eyes.  We  shall  not  stop  to  examine  the  opinions  entertained  by  Punt,  Winkkl- 
MAHN,  McNQB,  liBBsmG,  GoBTHB,  ViscoNTi,  Piftou,  otc.  Whether  this  is  the  identical 
group  described  by  Viboil  ;  whether  it  is  a  copy  of  it ;  or  whether,  according  to 
Punt,  it  is  the  work  of  three  Rhodian  artists,  of  whom  nothing  is  known  except  from 
an  inscription  upon  the  plinth  of  a  statue  found  by  Winkiuianm  in  one  of  tho  imp»« 
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rial  Roman  Tillas.  The  <^nziion  of  M.  Emekic  David,  adopted  from  the  deacriptum  hy 
PuifT,  is  now  regarded  by  writen  on  art  as  the  true  one : 

'L'ADMnukBLX  ouvrafe  d'Agiiander  de  Polydore  et  d'Atheoodor*,  ]«  LaOeocm,  exiatait  0  dej« 
dans  1«  temp*  de  Viboilk,  coinme  I'ont  preeum^  qnelquet  ^rivaine  nraderneef  Le  eileBce  de  toos 
lee  auteun  antorieun  A  PIid^  nous  emp^he  d'adopter  cette  opioioD.  Ou  pourvait  •nppoter  que  ce 
|TOupe,  ouTraf  e  de  trois  artistes  Rhodienii.  f\it  fait  A  Rhodes,  entre  le  r^ne  d'Aof  uste,  et  oelai  de 
Vespasieo,  et  que  ce  dernier  empereur  le  fit  transporter  A  Rome,  lorsau*u  rMuisit  Tiale  de  Rbodee 
A  r^tat  de  province  Romaine.  11  est  cependant  plus  vraisemblable  qa*U  fUt  execute  A  Rome  m#me 
et  termini  sons  le  r^gne  heureux  de  Titus  qui  le  pla^a  dans  son  palais.' 

WmxELMANN  pronounces  it,  in  common  with  every  author,  our^s  excepted,  the  moat 
perfect  work  of  art,  in  design,  expression  and  manipulation,  which  has  come  down  to 
ns,  and  that  it  was  so  considered  by  the  ancients  themselves : 

•LaAcoon  presents  us  with  the  spectacle  of  human  nature  expoeed  to  the  greatest  pain  of  which 
it  is  susceptible,  under  the  imago  or  a  man  who  resists  it  with  the  ntmoct  force  of  mind  ;  and  while 
his  sufferings  swell  the  muscles  and  strain  the  n  A'ves,  the  soul,  armed  with  conscions  power,  ditplaya 
itself  in  his  flirrowed  forehead.  The  breast  heaves  over  the  pent-up  breath  and  stifled  feeliof*  m  i( 
stru^es  to  compress  the  agony  within.  His  sighs,  kept  down  oy  suppressed  respiration,  exhaust  the 
abdomen,  and  hollow  his  sides  so  that  we  are  enableii  to  perceive  the  movement  of  the  viscera.  But 
his  own  sufferings  seem  to  afflict  him  less  than  those  of  his  children,  who  turn  their  eyes  upoo  him« 
imploring  his  aid.  Paternal  tenderness  is  displayed  in  his  languishing  eyes,  and  sympathy  seems 
to'  iloat  in  them  like  a  dim  vapor.  His  countenance  expresses  complaint,  but  none  is  pen^talod  to 
escape,  and  his  eyes  appeal  td  heaven  for  succor.  His  mouth  is  Aill  of  anxiety,  and  the  under  lip 
sinks  with  a  sense  of  it;  while  the  upper  lip,  which  is  drawn  up  with  pain  to  the  distended  nostril, 
expresses  the  calm  tranquillity  of  the  soul  united  with  indignation  at  unmerited  suffering.  This  vio- 
lent conflict  between  pain  and  indomitable  resistance  displays  itself  beneath  the  forehead  with  the 
greatest  wisdom ;  for  while  anguish  elevates  the  eyebrow,  resistance  depresses  the  flesh  above  the 
eye,  causing  it  to  descend  against  the  upper  lid  and  almost  cover  it  The  artist,  unable  to  erabelliah 
nature,  has  endeavored  to  give  it  more  development,  intensity  and  vigor.  Where  he  has  placed  the 
greatest  pain,  there  he  has  placed  (he  greatest  beauty.  The  left  side,  where  the  venomous  bite  is 
nearest  the  heart,  has  always  been  regnrded  as  a  prodigy  of  art  His  legs  are  drawn  up  to  eseapo 
firom  the  Impending  calamity ;  no  part  of  the  body  is  in  repose  ;  and  even  the  Mrokes  oif  the  ehM 
add  expression  to  the  shrivelled  skin  by  the  universal  twitching  of  all  the  muscles  and  nerves.' 

We  have  given  enough  of  this  eloquent  analysis  to  show  the  difference  between 
nmr  confident  connoisseur's  sensations  and  those  of  the  learned  German's,  while 
landing  in  presence  of  this  sublime  creation  of  art  The  former  has  the  advantage 
of  discovering  and  applymg  a  new  principle  in  art,  akin  to  the  agrarian  one  already 
referred  to,  when  he  <  roamed  through  the  forest  of  statuary*  in  the  Vatican :  <  While 
I  admired  the  work,  I  could  not  love  the  character.  On  the  gladiator's  face  such 
utter  teiTor  never  could  be  written.'  He  is  a  great  stickler  for  moral  character  in 
sculpture,  as  well  as  painting,  as  we  shall  by  and  by  see  more  fully  displayed  at 
Florence.  He  feels  that  such  a  character  *  never  could  die  decently.*  Now  to  die 
decently,  or  its  converse  indecently,  presents  a  perfectly  new  idea  in  sculpture.  We 
know  what  it  means  in  the  sense  of  the  Newgate  Calendar ;  but  we  have  never  be- 
fore seen  it  applied  as  a  governing  principle  in  works  of  art  The  novelty  of  '  the 
little  child  with  one  foot  raised,'  etc,  and  <  the  three  shining  figures  beside  the  still 
more  radiant  Saviour'  in  *  The  Transfiguration,'  are  discoveries  of  our  critic  idiich 
prove  his  minute  accuncy  in  viewing  works  of  art,  and  which  entitle  him  to  the 
gratitude  of  his  readers. 

We  now  open  upon  Letter  XL.,  entitled  *  American  artists  in  Florence.*  Here  our 
connoisseur  breaks  forth  into  an  ecstacy  of  patriotism  worthy  of  all  praise.  He  boldly 
bids  defiance  to  John  Buu.'s  sneers  at  our  pretensions  to  being  poets,  musicians  or 
architects ;  and  to  our  *  wanting  taste  and  genius,  especially  in  the  fine  arts  :* 

'  It  may  be  so,  (he  admits,)  bat  we  will  cheerfully  enter  the  field  with  him  In  that  department  of  tha 
fine  arts  calling  for  the  loftiest  efforts  of  genius,  and  the  purest  incarnation  of  the  sentiment  of 
beauty  in  man ;  I  moan  painting  and  sculpture,  especially  the  latter.  There  are  two  American  artists 
in  Florence,  by  the  name  of  BaowN ;  one  a  painter,  and  the  other  a  sculptor.  Mr.  Brown  the  pain- 
ter is  one  of  the  best  copyisu  of  the  age.  Under  his  hand,  the  great  meaters  reftppe^r  in  iiodu^Mi- 
ished  beauty.  But  his  itferiu  do  not  stop  here.  He  is  aleo  a  flue  composer,  and  when  the  mood  to 
on  him,  flings  off  moat  spirited  deaigoa.  In  his  house  we  have  seen  pieces  that  indicate  nerit  of  the 
hif  heat  order.' 
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Here  our  oompoarion  began  to  grow  rery  lively  for  our  crest-fallen  progenitor,  old 
John,  with  his  Rbynold's,  Wilsons,  TuftNias,  etc. ;  but  upcm  reading  farther,  our 
sympathy  subsided  into  mortification  at  finding  this  much-abused  perMmage  not  only 
the  patron  of  Mr.  Bkown's  'genius  in  copying,'  etc.,  but  his  actual  introducer  to  our 
author : 

*  Wb  fint  MW  Mr.  Pbown  io  the  Pittl  Gallenr.  Wandering  through  Itona  day  with  mqmondamal' 
tmeki  to  one  of  the  continental  embaHiea,  my  friend  paiued  before  a  magnificent  pictare«  and  intro- 
duced me  to  the  artist  a«  Mr.  BnoWN  of  America.  It  wa«  a  copy  of  one  of  Salvator  Rosa'i 
fineet  pieces,  and  had  already  been  contracted  for  by  a  member  or  the  English  Parliament  for  three 
hundred  dollan.  Walking  one  day  through  the  gallerjr,  the  Englishman  was  struck  with  the  re- 
markable beauty  of  the  copy,  and  immediately  purchased  it,  though  in  an  unfinished  state.  Thus  we 
loae  them  j  and  though  we  possess  fine  artists,  our  wealthy  men  reftue  to  buy  their  works,  and  they 
goto  eabeUish  the  dnwing-roomsand  galleries  of  England.' 

We  would  fain  hope  that  the  sale  of  a  copy  of  one  of  Salvatok  Rosa's  finest 
pieces,  ynfini9hed,io  a  member  of  Parliament,  for  three  hundred  dollars,  is  certainly 
not  an  irreparably  loss  to  the  United  States !  Surely,  neither  Mr.  BaewN  nor  Mr. 
PowsKS  will  feel  themselves  flattered  by  being  dragged  into  the  field  as  the  cham- 
pions of  art  against  EngUshmeUk  more  especially  when  they  have  found  their  best 
patrons  among  them. 

*  Mr.  POWBBS  stands  undoubtedly  at  the  head  of  American  sculptors.  His  two  great  work!  an 
'Eve*  and  the  *  Greek  Slave.*  Critics  are  divided  on  the  meriu  of  these  two  figures.  As  the  mere  em- 
bodiment of  beauty  and  loveliness,  the  Slave  undoubtedly  has  the  preeminence.  The  perfect  mould- 
ing of  the  limbs ;  the  exquisite  pn^iorlioo  and  harmony  of  all  the  parts ;  the  melancholy  yet  sur^ 
passingly  lovely  face,  eombino  to  render  it  more  like  a  beautiful  vision  assuming  the  aspect  of  marble 
(not  a  petrifaction,  we  hope  1)  than  a  solid  form  hewn  out  of  a  rock.  There  she  stands,  leaning  on 
her  arm,  and  musing  on  her  inevitable  destiny.  There  is  no  paroxysm  of  grief,  no  overwhelming 
anguish,  depicted  on  the  countenance.  It  is  a  calm  and  hopeless  sorrow ;  the  quiet  submission  of  a 
heart  too  pure  and  gentle  for  any  stormy  passion.  The  heart  has  broken,  it  is  true,  but  broken  in 
silence— without  a  murmur  or  complaint  The  first  feeling  her  look  aud  attitude  inspire,  is  not  so 
much  a  wish  fomrae^f  to  rescue  her,  as  a  prayer  that  Heaven  would  do  it  It  is  beautlAil  —  spiritu- 
ally beautiAil ;  the  very  incarnation  of  sentiment  and  loveliness.  In  its  mechsnieal  execution  it  ro- 
minds  one  of  the  Apollino  in  the  Tribune  of  the  Royal  Gallery. 

*  The  *  Eve*  exhibiu  less  sentiment  but  more  character.  She  is  not  only  beautiAil,  but  grtat ;  bear- 
ing in  her  aspect  the  consciousness  that  she  is  the  mother  of  a  mighty  race.  In  all  the  paintings  of 
Efs,  she  is  simplv  a  beautiAil  woman,  and  indeed  we  do  not  believe  that  any  but  an  American  or  an 
Eagltshman  could  conceive  a  proper  idea  of  Eve.  Passion  and  beauty  a  Frenchman  and  an  Italian 
can  paint,  but  moral  character,  (tnis  new  principle  of  moral  character  is  never  lost  sight  of,)  the 
high  purpoee  of  calm  thought  and  conscious  greatness,  they  have  not  the  most  dim  conception  of. 
There  is  a  noble  Lucretia  In  the  gallery  of  Naples ;  a  fine  Portia  in  Genoa ;  and  Cleopatrashy  great 
patntors  in  abundance  every  where ;  but  not  one  figure  that  even  dimly  shadows  forth  what  the  mother 
of  mankind  ought  to  be.  litem  purpose  and  invincible  daring  are  often  seen  in  female  heads  and 
fignree  by  the  grest  masters,  but  the  simple  greatness  of  intellect  seldom. 

*  PowSBS*  *  hw*  is  a  woman  with  a  soul  as  f*ell  as  heart ;  and  as  she  stands  with  the  apple  in  her 
hand,  mnaiog  on  the  ftte  it  involves,  and  striving  to  look  down  the  dim  and  silent  future  it  promises 
to  reveal,  her  countenance  indicatea  the  great  yet  silent  struggle  within.  Wholly  absorbed  in  her 
own  reflections,  her  countenance  unconsciously  brings  you  into  the  same  state  or  deep  and  painAil 
thoni^L  She  is  a  noble  woman  —  too  noble  to  is  Iset.  We  wonder  this  subject  has  not  been  more 
anoeesafuUy  treated  before.  There  is  Aill  scope  A>r  the  imagination  in  it;  and  not  a  permission,  but 
a  demand,  for  all  that  Is  beautiAil  and  noble  In  a  created  being.  It  has  the  advantage  also  of  fact,  in- 
slaad  of  fiction,  while  at  the  same  time  the  fact  is  greater  than  any  fiction. 

*  Io  composing  this  work,  Mr.  Powkbs  evidently  threw  all  the  Veouses  and  goddesses  overboard, 
and  fell  back  on  his  own  creative  genius ;  and  the  result  is  a  perfect  triumph.  Some  e^n  good 
critics  have  gone  so  &r  as  to  give  this  the  preference  to  the  Venus  di  MMicL  The  head  and  face, 
taken  separately,  are  doubtless  superior.  The  first  impression  of  the  Venua  is  unfavorable.  The 
head  and  feee  are  too  small  and  inexpressive^  But  after  a  few  visits,  this  impression  is  removed ;  and 
that  form,  wrought  with  such  exquisite  grace,  and  so  Aill  of  sentiment,  grows  on  one's  love,  and  min- 
gles in  his  thoughts,  and  forms  forever  after  the  image  of  beauty  in  the  soul.  Our  first  exclamation 
on  beholding  it,  was  one  of  disappointment,  and  we  unhesitatingly  gave  Powxrs'  'Eve'  the  preference. 
But  memory  is  more  faithful  to  the  Venus  than  the  Eve.  There  is  something  more  than  the  form  of 
a  goddess  in  that  figure ;  there  is  an  atmosphere  of  beauty  beyond  it  and  around  it ;  a  something  in- 
tangible yet  real ;  making  the  very  marble  sacred.  One  may  forf^et  other  statues,  and  the  particular 
impressions  they  make  grows  dim  Fi<k  time ;  but  Venus  once  imaged  on  the  heart,  remains  there 
fererer,  te  all  its  distinctness  and  beauty.' 

Now  all  this  is  very  fine  about  <the  statue  which  enchants  the  world,'  although 
we  miss  in  it  the 

*  IrtB  Venus  pnbem  quotief  velamina  ponit, 
Probigitar  losva  semiredttcta  menu.' 

But  what  does  he  mean  about  her  rivalp  Powkrs^  *  Eve/  *  bearing  in  her  aspect 
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the  oonacioiUBMfli  that  wtie  is  the  mother  of  a  mighty  race  ?'  etc.  Standing  '  with  the 
apple  in  her  hand'  indicates  precuwly  the  moment  Bcized  upon  hy  the  ecnlptor ;  bat 
how  had  ihe  then  conceived  the  ambitioua  aentiment  of  '  the  mother  of  a  mighty 
race?'  We  are  all  acquainted  with  Genesis,  third  chapter  and  fourth  verse :  *  And 
when  the  woman  saw  that  the  tree  was  good  for  food,  and  that  it  was  pleasant  to  the 
eyes,  and  a  tree  to  be  desired  to  make  one  wise,  she  took  of  the  f^t  thereof,  and  did 
eat,  and  gave  also  unto  her  husband  with  her,  and  he  did  eat'  Now  in  represent- 
ing this  momentoos  fact 

'  op  man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whoee  mortal  taste 
Brottffht  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  wo,' 

no  sneh  latitude  of  expreanon  would  be  tolerated  in  the  work  of  a  great  artist ;  nor 
do  we  hold  Mir.  Powsaa  m  the  least  reqwnsible  for  so  gross  and  improbable  an  im- 
pntation.  The  o^er  flourish  of  imagination,  which  we  have  copied  to  the  prejudice 
of  the  French  and  Italians,  and  their  moral  incapacity  to  conceive  a  proper  idea  of 
Eve.  etc,  belongs  to  our  author's  newly-discovered  principle  in  art,  already  noticed. 
When  he  roamed  through  the  halls  of  the  Vatican,  he  might  have  seen  the  '  Eve'  of 
•pAPWAgT.  upon  the  ceiling  of  the  Loggie.  He  might  have  seen  the  ceiling  of  the 
Cappella  Sistina,  and  that  its  central  subject  is  devoted  by  Michael  Angelo  to  illos- 
trate  the  text  just  cited  from  Genesis,  as  well  as  the  expubion  of  our  guilty  parents 
from  the  garden  of  Eden,  .covered  with  the  conscious  evidence  of  their  shame.  He 
might  have  discovered  that  these  were  the  works  of  Italians,  and  that  the  worid  pos- 
sesws  some  farther  proois  of  their  just  conceptions  and  iUustrations  of  the  sublime 
events  and  perwnages  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.  We  Americans  entertain  high  hopes 
of  the  ripening  genius  of  Powers,  and  do  not  question  the  honorable  distinction  he 
has  acquired  by  his  '  Eve'  and '  Greek  Slave ;'  but  the  grandiloquence  of  our  author 
will  not  elevate  the  artistical  reputation  of  our  clever  Bculptor,  either  in  the  opinimi 
of  his  friends  or  that  of  the  worid.  Already  alas !  is  his  reputation  endangered,  hi 
the  opinion  of  Mr.  Hbadi.it.    *  There  is,'  he  continues : 

*  Thuub  is  a  new  artist  just  risen  in  Florence,  who  threatens  to  ta^e  the  crown  ^/rmm  Powxas ' 
head.  His  name  is  Dvru  —  a  Frenchman  hj  extraction,  though  an  Italian  by  birth.  He  desifned 
and  executed  last  year,  unknown  to  any  body,  the  model  of  a  Dead  AbeL  •  •  •  '  I  regvd  this  ^pare 
equal  if  not  superior,  in  tts  kbtd,  to  any  statue  ever  wrought  by  any  scnlptw  of  any  age.  The  Dead 
Son  of  Niobe  u  the  Hall  of  Niobe  in  the  Royal  Gallery,  is  a  stiff  wooden  figure  compared  to  iL  The 
only  criticism  I  could  utter,  when  I  stood  orer  it,  waa. '  Okkom  dutd  ha  tfes."  There  is  no  marble 
there ;  it  is  all  flesh ;  flesh  flexible  as  if  the  tide  of  life  poured  through  it,  jret  bereft  of  its  energy.* 

And  to  aggravate  matters  with  poor  Poweks,  he  cruelly  adds :  *  Dotre  is  a  hand- 
some man,  with  large  black  eyes  and  melancholy  features.'  The  Dead  Son  of  Niobe 
a  stiffJWooden  figure  oompared  to  the  handsome  Dupks'b  <  Dead  Abel !'  '  Something 
too  much  of  this  !*  the  reader  may  exclaim.  We  are*  quite  of  the  same  opinion ;  yet 
before  we  conclude,  we  must  say  a  word  in  defence  of  the  much-abused  Tituh, 
whose  moral  and  artistic  reputation  is  sadly  damaged  (upon  principle  albeit)  by  our 
immaculate  critic : 

*Tbx  two  naked  Venassei  hj  TrrxAN  (in  the  Tribune)  hanging  behind  the  Venns  di  MMiet  an 
admirably  painted,  but  to  me  disgusting  pictures,  from  their  almost  beastly  sensuality.  I  should 
think  Titian  might  have  conceived  the  design  of  them  when  h^f  dmnk,  and  took  his  models  ftom  a 
brotheL  I  have  no  patience  with  such  prostitution  of  genius.  The  marble  Venus  (di  Medici)  has 
something  of  the  goddess  about  her.' 

Here  we  discover  another  nice  distinction  of  moral  principle  in  art,  peculiar  to  our 
author,  which  he  draws  between  nudity  in  painting  and  in  sculpture,  with  the  qualifi- 
cation, however,  that  the  naked  marble  Venus  has  <  something  of  the  goddeai  about 
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her.*  Tfiifl  scandal  about  Titian  and  his  unrivalled  Venules  sounds  odd  <  to  eaxB  po- 
lite.* Undoubtedly  our  oonnoisseur  is  the  fint  man  of  refined  taste  who  ever  imagined 
himself  standing,  in  their  presence,  before  <  the  models  of  naked  prostitutes.'  'Maia 
ehaeun,*  etc. ;  saith  the  old  proverb. 

When  the  Fust  CtMisul  had  the  hono»  of  becoming  a  member  of  the  now  defunct 
New- York  Academy  of  the  Fine  Arts,  he  presented  it  with  a  munificent  collection 
of  casts  firam  claarical  originals,  then  in  the  tiouvie,  which  were  like  the  beaux  and 
belles  of  a  tea-party  around  a  sort  of  tribune  in  an  old  circus  in  Greenwich-street. 
Such  was  the  peculiar  taste  which  was  supposed  to  prevail  among  our  worthy  citixens 
in  those  patriarchal  days,  that  <  a  committee'  humanely  ordered  the  shivering  gods 
and  goddesses  to  be  decently  dad  in  breeches  and  petticoats.  The  Belvidere  Apollo 
looked  like  a  congress  man  in  the  attitude  of  delivering  a  philippic  against  'the  un* 
placable  and  never-to-be  appeased  enemy  of  our  liberties,'  and  the  Medidan  Venus 
like  a  very  young  lady  on  her  fint  appearance  at  the  New- York  asBemblies. 

We  are  sure  our  author  ought  to  take  in  good  part  the  few  remarks  made  by  us  to 
his  honor,  on  the  subject  of  his  new  principles  in  viewing  the  fine  arts  in  Italy.  They 
might  have  been  extended  to  his  uncommon  manner  of  treating  other  matten  con- 
tained in  his  book,  to  his  advantage ;  but  we  were  reluctant  to  increase  the  weight 
of  his  obligations  toward  us,  and  foiebore.  It  was  moreover  our  intention  to  say  a 
word  about  the  state  and  progress  of  art  in  the  United  States,  and  of  the  best  means 
to  be  adopted  to  foster  it ;  but  we  have  devoted  too  much  of  '  Old  Kniok'b  space  to 
<  elogant  eztracis'  from  the  <  Letters*  under  review,  to  consider  these  themes  at  pre- 
sent.   They  may  afiford  materiel  for  a  few  remarks  in  a  subsequent  number. 


Ths SovFuuDios or Chhst.    ByaLajrman.    New-York:  HAmpsa and Biothsm.    1645. 

It  is  among  the  remarkable  features  of  an  age,  prolific  beyond  all  others  in  light 
literature,  that  a  theological  work,  evincing  like  the  one  before  us  profound  thought, 
extensive  scriptural  research  and  laborious  inve6tigation,should  have  emanated  from  the 
pen  of  a  layman.  Its  originating  motive  could  not  have  been  ambition  for  popular  fa- 
vor, since  it  opposes  with  an  almost  startling  boldness  the  creed  of  Christendom  for  neariy 
twenty  centuries ;  assuming  as  its  sole  object,  not  <  polemic  victory,  but  the  devetop- 
ment  of  truth.'  It  is  surely  not  the  custom  of  the  present  day,  at  least  in  our  own 
country,  to  condemn  any  theory  either  for  its  boldness  or  its  novelty.  Still  then 
must  ever  be  a  propoition  of  minds  so  wedded  to  peculiar  systems  of  belief,  as,  in  the 
words  of  a  German  philosopher,  to  have  '  closed  their  hiterion,'  or  in  the  stilt  stronger 
■aotieal  phrase,  ^shut  down  their  deid-li^^ts'  against  all  doctrines  difiering  in  com- 
plexkm  firom  their  own.  But  there  are  also  those  who  can  examine  with  candor,  or 
in  the  spirit  of  the  book  before  us,  dissent  with  courtesy.  To  such  we  commend  It, 
and  among  other  passages,  bespeak  attention  to  the  opening  argument  of  the  thir- 


*T8B  Aiamf  with  wUck  Cautr  beheld  hU  comlnf  safleriiif«i  uid  the  pertariMtkni  which  their 
endonuice  ceased  him,  cen  only  be  ezpleioed  on  the  Mippoeition  thet  the  sufferings  weie  not  eon. 
fined  to  his  hamen  nature.  Had  the  primitive  Christian  martyrs  exhibited  the  same  dismay  and 
perturbation  at  the  approach  of  death*  one  of  the  chief  argnmenU  in  Ihvor  of  the  truth  ot  our  lioly 
religion  would  have  been  lost  to  the  world.  The  patience,  fortitude  and  triumph  with  which  th^ 
net  and  endured  the  excruciating  agonies  of  martyrdom  ranked  high  among  the  miracles  by  which 
early  Christianity  was  propagated.  *  See  how  a  Christian  can  die  I'  is  an  appeal  to  infldelity  not  of 
modem  origin.  Its  thrilling  effect  was  well  known  and  felt  in  the  early  church.  The  triumphant 
death  of  the  firrt  owr^e  was  asiong  the  moet  sloquent  of  the  addteaiei  ever  made  by  ChriitMol^ 
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to  the  pagan  world.  It  waa  a  miracle,  perhaps,  more  touching  to  the  heart  than  the  healing  of  Um 
alok  or  the  raiaing  of  the  dead. 

'The  corporeal  aufferinga  of  many  of  the  early  martyn  were  doubtless  greater  than  the  corporeal 
auiferiogs  of  their  Mastkr.  His  was  the  case,  so  far  as  the  body  was  concerned,  of  simple  eroci- 
iixion.  They  were  stoned  to  death  with  stones ;  they  were  consumed  by  alow  fires ;  their  flesh  was 
torn  off  with  red-hot  pincers ;  they  were  sawed  asunder  with  saws  ;  they  were  drawn  to  pieces  by 
wild  beasts ;  the  cross  was,  indeed,  often  the  instrument  of  their  death,  but  to  them  was  not  allowed 
the  comparative  repose  of  simple  crucifiuon.  Its  abhorrence  of  the  rising  and  hated  sect  of  the 
Nazarenes  had  sharpened  the  devices  of  heathen  cruelty ;  new  discoveries  were  made  in  the  art  of 
tormenting ;  new  and  more  agonizing  positions  of  the  suffering  body  were  contrived ;  the  process  of 
torture  was  rendered  more  slow,  and  the  welcomed  approach  uf  death  more  lingering.  To  all  this 
▼ariety  of  agonies,  the  timid  frailty  of  woman,  as  well. as  the  bolder  hardihood  of  man,  waa  almost 
daily  subjected.  But  nothing  could  disturb  the  patience,  the  fortitude,  the  serenity  of  the  primitive 
martyrs.  Whether  belonging  to  the  more  robust  or  the  more  tender  sex.  they  yielded  not  for  a  mo- 
ment to  the  rocoilings  or  misgivings  of  human  frailty ;  they  rejoiced  in  the  midst  of  their  dying 
spasms,  and  their  last,  faltering  accents  whispered  joy. 

'  The  difference  between  these  martyrs  and  their  Mastke  In  meeting  and  enduring  the  agonies  ofa 
violent  death  is  an  historicjd  fact  not  to  be  passed  over  unnoticed.  It  is  not  a  point  of  literary  curi- 
osity alone ;  it  deeply  concerns  our  fai(h.  It  indicates  that  His  suffering  must  have  been  different 
from  theirs,  not  only  in  its  degree,  but  in  its  very  element  Contrast,  for  instuce,  the  death  of  Sts- 
rBXii  with  that  of  the  Lono ;  looh  at  the  face  of  the  former,  shiuing '  as  it  had  been  the  face  of  an 
angel,'  and  then  turn  your  melting  eye  to  the  'marred  visage*  of  the  latter ;  listen  to  the  joyous  ex- 
clamation,of  the  fiuito  martyr,  when  he  saw  through  the  opening  heavens  the  glory  of  Goo,  and 
Jksus  standing  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Hiohbst  ;  and  then  lend  vour  sympathizing  ear  to  the  wail- 
ing of  Hix  who  hung  on  the  cross,  and  belief  will  ripen  into  conviction  thai,  while  the  sufferer  whoee 
clothes  were  laid  down  at  the  feet  of  Saul  sustained  the  pains  of  a  man,  the  sufferer  on  Calvary 
endured  pangs  pertaining  only  to  infinitude.'  « 

It  is  difficult  to  extract  Bucceasftilly  from  a  work  whose  component  parts  are  ao 

closely  interwoven  by  the  tissue  and  flow  of  ar^ment    Yet  those  who  give  it  a 

careful  and  consecutive  perusal,  whatever  may  be  their  decision  with  respect  to  its 

theory,  will  not  fail  to  discern  the  acutoness  of  a  mind  disciplined  by  legal  science, 

and  enriched  by  classic  lore  ;  or  to  admire  the  earnestness  of  a  spirit  turning  from 

the  excitements  and  honors  of  the  world, 'to  meditate  on  *  the  sufferings  of  Cmiffr 

and  the  glory  that  shall  follow,*  and  seeking  truth  from  the  great  foimtain  of  truth, 

the  blessed  Volume  of  Inspiration. 


Thb  AX.P8  AND  THX  RRxmB.  By  J.  T.  Headlxt.  In  one  volume,  pp.  13a   New-Vork  and  London : 
Wix.Br  AKD  Putnam. 

Thbui  is  less  eflbrt  at  hook-making,  (as  the  art  is  popularly  and  very  accurately 
christened,)  in  this  volume,  than  in  almost  any  other  book  of  travels  we  have  recently 
seen ;  and  for  that  very  reason  it  is  among  the  best.  It  is  evidently  written  not  so 
much  from  purpose  aforethought  as  from  the  impulse  of  the  hour.  The  freshness 
and  viviflneas  of  a  first  impression  are  upon  every  page  of  it.  Familiar  as  the  land 
through  which  the  author  travelled  has  become  to  the  reading  world,  no  one  can  fail 
to  cateh  new  life,  to  be  moved  by  new  feelings,  to  see  new  sights  and  breathe  a  new 
-  atmosplSere  in  his  company.  The  very  first  sentence  of  the  book  '  gives  assurance 
of  a  man,'  and  banishes  all  fear  of  encountering  a  pedant  '  Coming,'  says  he,  'from 
the  warm  air  of  the  South,  the  first  sight  of  the  Alps  gave  a  spring  to  my  blood  it  had 
not  felt  for  years.'  Thus  with  a  single  leap  does  he  teke  us  into  the  midst  of  his  sub- 
ject and  his  book.  Unlike  many  professional  travellers,  he  does  not  detain  us  by  a 
long  prologue  of  motives,  and  purposes,  and  obstacles,  and  other  preliminary  and  nt- 
teriy  uninteresting  matters ;  but  leads  us  at  once,  in  the  very  first  page  of  his  book, 
across  the  Simplon,  through  the  gallery  and  over  the  tremendous  gorge  of  Gondo, 
into  the  valley  of  the  Rhone  and  into  the  immediate  presence  of  tiie  most  glorious 
scenery  of  Alpine  Switzerland. 

Mr.  Hbadlxy  has  discarded  the  usual  form  of  books  of  travels.  Instead  of  a 
journal  of  daily  experiences,  he  gives  us  a  series  of  sketches,  a  gallery  of  paintings, 
of  the  most  magnificent  scenery  in  the  worid.     And  in  this  particular  e^rt  he 
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ahows  himself  a  master.  He  seizes,  with  nnfailing  acccuracy,  npon  prominent  dis- 
tinctiTe  features  of  a  scene  or  occnrrence,  and  sets  them  before  'us,  sometimes  it  is 
true,  with  bold,  rough  strokes,  but  always  with  the  most  viyid  and  life-like  distinct- 
ness. Of  his  pass  of  the  Tete  Noire,  in  the  midst  of  a  thunder-stoim,  he  gives  us 
this  capital  skbtch : 

*  We  apurred  on  ;  now  crawling  over  barren  and  desolate  rock*,  now  chooting  out  on  to  tome  pro- 
jecting point  that  balanced  over  a  deep  abyu  filled  with  boiling  miat,  through  which  the  torrent 
struggled  np  with  a  muffled  sound ;  and  now  sinking  into  a  black  defile  through  which  the  baffled 
storm  went  howling  like  a  madman  in  his  cell.  As  fstood  on  a  ledge,  and  listened  to  the  war  of  the 
elements  around,  suddenly  through  a  defile  that  bent  around  a  distant  mountain,  cante  a  cloud  as 
black  as  night  Its  forehead  was  rent  and  torn  by  its  fierce  encounter  with  the  cliffs,  and'  it  came 
sweeping  down  as  if  inherent  with  life  and  a  will.  It  burst  over  ns  drenching  us  with  rain,  while 
the  redoubled  thunder  rolled  and  cracked  among  the  cliffs  like  a  thousand  cannon-shot  Every 
thing  but  my  mulo  and  the  few  feet  of  rock  I  occupied  would  be  hidden  fh>m  my  sight ;  and  then 
woul4come  a  flash  of  lightning,  rending  the  robe  of  mist,  as  it  shot  athwart  the  ^oom,  revealing  a 
moment  some  black  and  heaveu-htgh  rock ;  and  then  leaving  all  ugain  as  dark  and  impenetrable  as 
ever.  The  path  oAen  led  along  the  face  of  the  precipice  just  wide  enough  for  my  mule ;' while  the 
mist  that  was  tossing  in  the  abyss  below,  by  concealing  its  depth,  added  inconceive<U>ly  to  its  mys- 
tery and  terror.  Thus,  hour  after  hour  we  toiled  on,  with  every  thing  but  the  few  feet  of  rock  we 
occupied  shrouded  in  vapor,  except  when  it  vo^  and  then  rent  over  some  cliff  or  chasm.  I  was 
getting  altogether  too  much  of  sublimity,  and  would  have  gladly  exchanged  my  certainly  wild  enough 

Eath  for  three  or  four  miles  of  fair  trotting  ground.    But  in  spite  of  my  drenched  state,  1  could  not 
Ht  laugh  now  and  then  as  I  saw  my  three  companions  and  guide  struggling  along  in  Indian  file,  and 
taking  with  such  a  meek,  resigned  air,  the  rain  on  their  bowed  shoulders.' 

This  is  but  one  of  several  passages  which  would  equally  well,  and  many  of  them 
much  better,  illustrate  the  admirable  pictureequeness  of  Mr.  Hsadi^ky'b  descriptions 
of  nature.    Here  is  a  briefer  and  equally  vivid  description  of  an  aValanche : 

'  MomrnKG  our  horses  we  started  for  the  grand  Sehoideck,  nearly  eight  thousand  feet  above  the . 
level  of  the  sea.  As  we  approached  that  '  peak  of  tempests'  the  Wetterbom,  whose  bare  cliff  rose 
stra^ht  up  thousands  of  feet  from  the  path  to  the  regions  of  eternal  snow,  one  of  the  guides  ex- 
claimed '  Foi2a  /  yoUa!'  and  another  in  German,  ^Seken  tie — Sehen  sts/'  while  I  screamed  In 
English,  '  Look !  Look ."  And  it  was  time  to  look ;  for  from  the  topmost  height  of  the  Wetterhom 
suddenly  arose  something  like  white  dust,  followed  by  a  movement  of  a  mighty  mass,  and  the  next 
moment  an  awflil  white  form  leaped  away,  and  with  almost  a  single  bound  of  more  than  two  thou- 
sand feet,  came  directly  into  our  path,  a  short  distance  before  us.  As  it  struck  the  earth,  the  crushed 
snow  rose  like  vapor  from  the  foot  of  a  cataract,  and  rolled  away  in  a  cloud  of  mist  over  a  hill  of 
fir-trees  which  it  sprinkled  while  in  its  passage.  The  shock  was  like  a  ihlling  rock,  and  the  echo 
sounded  along  the  Alpine  heights  like  tne  roU  of  far-off  cannon,  and  died  away  over  their  distant 
tops.* 

But  these  detached  passages,  we  aro  well  aware,  can  give  no  accurate  and  ade- 
quate impression  of  the  book ;  and  we  might  easily  exhaust  far  moro  space  than  is 
allowed  us  by  citing  others,  without  in  the  end  doing  any  thing  like  justice  to  the 
author.  Perhaps  the  best  two  chapters,  and  those  setting  forth  most  vividly  this  de- 
scriptive power  of  which  we  have  spoken,  are  those  describing  Suwakkow's  passage 
of  the  Pragel,  and  Marshal  Macdonald's  pass  of  the  Splugen.  They  are  among 
the  most  admirable  and  graphic  specimens  of  descriptive  writing  we  have  recently 
met,  and  nothing  but  lack  of  space  precludes  us  from  transferring  at  least  parts  of 
them  to  our  pages. 

We  cannot  avoid  saying,  that  to  this  graphic  and  vivid  truthfblness  and  vigor  of 
description  Mr.  Headlet  often  sacrifices  elegance,  and  sometimes  conrectness  of 
style  ;  as  citations,  did  our  space  allow,  would  easily  show.  In  spite  of  this,  how- 
ever, he  has  written  one  of  the  most  readable  and  interesting  books  of  the  season, 
and  one  of  the  very  best  of  the  excellent  series  in  which  it  is  published.  It  is  a  fu 
better  book  than  his  *  letters  from  Italy,'  elsewhere  noticed,  and  will  be  read,  not  only 
with  more  interest  but  with  less  cause  for  cavil  or  denunciation.  Being  almost  en- 
tirely descriptive,  it  has  no  criticisms  to  ofiend,  and  no  peculiar  views  to  provoke  hos- 
tility. It  is  a  racy,  vigorous,  living  and  life-giving  book  ;  and  as  such,  we  heartily 
conmiend  it  to  our  readers. 
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A  Sboet  Acoodmt  of  jm  iMYBevxo  Cannon,  aod  of  the  Machinery  and  ProceiiM  employod  in  in 
MftnuAusture.    By  Danibl  Tubaowsll.    Cambridge,  HaM. 

These  few  pages  contain  a  very  simple  and  succinct  statement  by  Mr.  Tread- 
WELL,  late  AuMFORD,  Pfofessor  in  Hanrard  Univenrity,  of  his  new  method  of  fabri- 
cating cannon  of  wrought  iron  and  steel ;  which  he  has  not  only  reduced  to  practice, 
but  tested  by  the  most  thorough  trials.  His  relation  is  so  concise  and  clear  that  it 
could  hardly  be  abridged  by  a  single  paragraph ;  and  without  quoting  the  whole,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  make  the  process  intelligible  at  all  to  any  but  readen  familiar 
with  ordnance  and  its  technology.  Mr.  Treadwell  examinee  in  a  most  philosophi- 
cal manner  the  comparative  strength  of  wrought  and  cast-inm  and  bronze.  Every 
body  knows  that  in  consequence  of  the  superior  strongth  of  the  former,  the  manu- 
focturo  of  guns  from  this  material  has  always  been  a  desideratum,  from  the  time 
when  faggots  of  iron  wero  first  hooped  together,  down  to  the  fatal  casualty  aboaid 
Ihe  Princeton,  some  two  or  three  years  ago.  The  first  cannon,  we  believe,  wero 
made  of  wood,  wrapped  around  with  Ihien  cloths.  The  Swedes  are  said  to  have 
used  leaden  ones,  lined  with  wooden  tubes.  But  still  stranger  materials  have  at 
times  been  resorted  to.  What  would  a  '  middy*  of  our  day  think  of  tcs  as  a  substi- 
tute for  bronze?  Yet  we  are  toM  that  ice-guns  have  been  made,  and  that  balls  of 
a  considerable  weight  were  fired  from  them  at  Petenburgh.  Or  what  would  you 
say,  reader,  to  papier  machi  and  hemp?  Yet  a  friend  informs  us  that  he  saw  in 
the  armory  of  the  Knights  of  St.  John  at  Malta,  a  nine-pounder,  taken  from  the 
Turks,  which  was  formed  of  small  ropes,  wound  tightly  around  a  thhi  cjiinder  of 
flheet-eopper,  and  solidified  by  pitch  and  an  external  coating  of  some  sort  of  compo- 
sition like  plaster  and  pasteboard.  Such  aro  a  few  of  the  poor  materials  that  have 
been  displaced  by  cast-iron,  which  is  itself  destined,  almost  to  a  certainty,  one  of 
these  days,  to  give  way  to  the  immense  superiority  of  forgeaUe  metal.  We  say 
*  tuperiorii'if  with  confidence.  It  is  a  fact  well  known,  but  is  it  well  underrtood? 
In  our  ignorance  of  gunnery,  as  a  science,  we  are  unable  to  say  what  has  been 
written  on  this  subject,  or  how  close  the  theories  of  those  who  have  paid  attention  to 
it  approach  the  true  solution.  We  have,  however,  often  conversed  with  practical 
men  upon  this  topic,  and  have  never  gained  very  clear  ideas  about  it.  Ask  any 
gun-smith  why  the  Birmingham-twist  barrels  are  stronger  than  all  others,  and  he 
will  tell  yon  that  they  are  made  of  horse  shoe  nails,  which  have  been  so  thoroughly 
hammered  and  wrought  that  every  atom  of  the  barrel  almost  must  have  received  its 
due  quantum  of  pounding.  Some  of  a  more  fanciful  turn  have  assured  us  that  the 
nails  had  been  benefitted  by  the  repeated  action  of  the  fire  struck  from  the  flinty 
roads  and  pavements  by  the  horse's  hoof !  Persons  of  more  reflection  may  smile  at 
this,  and  yet  be  able  to  give  no  clearer  answer.  On  the  whole,  we  doubt  if  the 
rationale  of  the  matter  has  ever  been  summed  up  in  so  explicit  and  satisfactory  a 
statement  as  that  upon  which  Mr.  Treadwell  has  based  his  very  successful  and 
remarkable  experiments. 

Difficult  as  it  is  to  curtail  the  brevity  of  his  reasoning,  i|p  will  make  such  short 
•ztzacts  from  his  pamphlet  as  we  can  bring  within  our  cramped  limits.  With  re- 
gard then  to  the  fact  that  wrougfat-iron  is  much  stronger  than  cast-iron  or  bronze, 
he  says: 

*  This  U  certainly  trae  if  we  expose  the  wrought  iron  to  the  teetinf  ft»ree  ia  one  particiilar  diree- 
tion  only.    But  ail  wrought  iron  u  in  ito  ftntcture  flbroua,  the  fibrea  being  more  or  leai  diatinetly 
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marked,  ■ceordlnf  to  the  procen  followed  in  the  manufoetore  of  the  iron.  la  wire  it  {•  most  clearly 
appareat,  the  fihret  in  come  eaaes  beinf  so  ea«ily  parted  that  the  wire  can  be  apUt  with  a  knife.  In 
•haaCi,  formed  by  the  roUinf-ndll,  the  fibret  are  arranged  in  plate*  or  lamin»,  and  these  often  to 
sUfktly  adhere  one  to  another  that  they  may  be  leparated  like  the  layers  of  a  pasteboard.  With 
hammered  iron  the  nain,  or  fibree,  are  less  apparent,  and  the  bars  possess,  in  their  dilTerent  direc- 
timu,  freater  eqaauty  of  strength.  By  comparing  the  varions  operations  of  wire-drawing,  rolling 
mid  haaunerin^,  we  are  led  to  the  conelusien  that  the  fibres  are  always  formed  in  the  direction  in 
vhkh  the  Iron  is  extended,  and  the  cohesion  is  least  amongst  the  atonu  which  are  spread  orer  each 
other.  All  that  is  here  said  of  iron  is  equally  true  of  steel,  ths  cohesire  force  of  which,  however, 
ezeeeda  in  an  essential  degree  that  of  iron.  Cast  iron  and  bronse,  on  the  contrary,  are  of  eoual 
strength  in  all  directions  ;  their  structure  appearing  as  an  aggrention  of  grains,  assuming  the  rarm 
of  eryatalsp  often  apparent  to  the  naked  eye.  l%e  strength  or  direet  tenacity  of  these  various  me- 
laK  the  wrought  iron  and  steel  being  tested  in  the  direction  of  their  fibres,  maybe  taken  as  follows 
for  each  square  inch  area  of  the  metal : 

Steel,  (English  spring,) 100,000  pounds. 

Wrought  iron, 6S,000      ** 

Bronze, 9U,000      ** 

Cast  iron, 95,000      ** 

H  however,  the  steel  or  wrought  iron  be  exposed  to  the  testing  force  in  such  a  way  that  the  fibres 
■ball  be  separated  laterally,  instead  of  beinc  broken,  the  strength  will  rarelv  be  found  to  exceed 
that  of  broBxe  or  cast  iron  even.  This  last  fact  is  of  the  utmost  importanee  m  directing  the  use  of 
wrought  iron,  for  every  purpose,  and  leads  to  the  direct  conclusion,  that  if  a  cannon  be  formed  of 
wnnvht  iron,  and  the  expansion  of  the  gunpowder  exert  an  equal  force  upon  such  cannon  in  every 
direction,  its  power  of  resistance  will  not  exceed  that  of  a  cannon  of  bronze  or  cast  iron,  unless  the 
caanoa  derive,  iVom  its  peculiar  form,  an  additional  strenzth  in  some  one  direction,  from  presenting 
a  greater  section  of  metal  to  resist  the  fracture  in  that,  tnan  in  any  other  direction.  Suppose,  for 
ezam|>le,  that  we  form  a  hollow  globe  of  fibrous  wrought  iron,  in  which  the  fibres  shall  pass  over  the 
globe  in  the  direction  of  the  parallels  of  latitude  drawn  upon  an  nrtiikisJ  mapped  globe.  It  is  evi* 
dent  thnt  an  expansive  fluid,  condensed  within  the  cavity  of  such  globe,  will  separate  these  fibree 
laterally,  when  its  force  shall  exceed  their  lateral  cohesive  power,  and  if  that  power  do  not  exceed 
the  tOMcity  of  bronze  or  cast  iron,  then  its  strength  will  not  exceed  that  of  a  globe  of  equal  thick- 
aeas^  nrnde  of  either  of  those  materials.' 

Mr.  Trsadwsll  then  ezammes  the  question,  *  Does  a  cannon  of  the  usual  form 
pfeaeiit,  in  eyery  direction,  an  equal  area  of  metal,  to  be  torn  asimder  before  the 
fluid  can  escape  7'    He  resorts  to  numbeis,  and  applies  them  to  a  form,  as  an  example : 

*  LsT  VB  suppose  that  we  have  a  hoUow  cylinder,  say  twelve  inches  long,  the  calibre  being  one  inch 
in  diameter,  and  the  walls  one  inch  thick,  giving  an  external  diameter  of  three  inches.  Suppose 
this  cylinder  to  he  perfectljr  and  firmly  closed  at  its  ends  by  screw  plugs,  or  any  other  sufllcient 
meana.  Let  this  be  filled  with  gunpowder  and  fired.  The  fluid  will  exert  an  equal  pressure,  in 
vrtry  direction,  upon  equal  surlhces  of  the  sides  and  ends  of  the  hollow  cylinder.  Let  us  next  ex> 
amine  the  resisting  power  of  a  portion  of  this  cylinder,  say  one  inch  long,  situated  in  the  middle,  or 
equally  distant  from  the  ends,  so  that  it  shall  not  be  strengthened  by  the  iron  which  is  beyond  the 
action  of  the  nowder.  The  fluid*  inclosed  by  this  ring  of  one  inch  long,  contains  an  area  of  one 
square  inch,  if  a  section  be  made  through  it  in  the  direction  of  its  axis ;  and  the  section  of  the  ring 
itael^  made  in  the  same  direction,  will  measure  two  square  inches.  We  have  then  the  tenacity  or 
coheeive  force  of  two  square  inches  of  iron  in  opposition  to  an  area  of  the  fluid  measuring  one  square 
inch,  and  if  we  take  the  tenacity  of  the  iron  at  65,000  pounds,  the  cylinder  will  not  be  burst,  in  the 
direction  of  its  length,  unless  the  expansive  force  of  the  fluid  exceed  130,000  pounds  to  each  inch. 
Next,  let  us  suppose  a  section  made  through  the  cylinder  and  fluid,  transversely.  The  area  of  the 
flnid,  eqnai  to  the  square  of  the  diameter  of  the  hoUow  cylinder,  is  one  circular  inch,  and  the  area 
of  the  whole  section  is,  the  diameter  being  three  inches,  nine  inches.  Deduct  from  this  the  area  of 
the  calibre,  and  we  have  eight  circular  inchesi  That  is,  the  section  of  the  iron  ia  edight  times  greater 
Chan  that  of  the  fluid ;  whereas  in  the  former  case,  of  longitudinal  sectioi^  the  iron  gave  but  twice  aa 
mneh  surface  as  the  fluid,  and  if  we  take,  aa  before,  the  iron  at  65,000  pounds  per  inch  cohesive 
fhree,  it  wiH  not  be  broken  onlem  the  force  of  the  fluid  exceed  990,000  pounds.' 

Here  Mr.  Tkkadwkll  imfolds  a  principle  of  the  utmost  importance,  from  which 

he  deduces  the  conclusion  that  a  fibrous  material  which  posaeweg  four  Hmeg  the 

strength  in  one  direction  that  it  does  in  another,  will  form  a  cannon  of  equal 

strength,  if  the  fibres  be  directed  round  the  axis  of  the  calibre.    It  is  this  which 

pTes  the  great  superiority  to  the  Tarious  kinds  of  twist  gun-barrels.    Mr.  Tkkadwill 

continues : 

'  Hatiho  been  aware  of  the  fact  here  stated,  and  I  trust,  in  a  manner  which  can  be  easily  under* 
alood  and  i^preciated,  for  many  years,  I  determined,  between  four  and  five  years  ago,  to  attempt  to 
H^ply  't  practically  to  the  fabrication  of  cannon.  My  first  attempt  was  to  make  a  four-pounder  can- 
zoo,  by  the  best  means  then  at  my  command,  of  rings,  or  short  hollow  cylinders  joined  together  end 
to  end  by  welding.  Each  rins  was  made  of  several  thinner  rings,  placed  one  over  the  other  and 
welded.  It  will  be  seen  that  in  this  case,  as  the  bars  of  which  the  several  rings  were  formed  were 
curved  round  the  calibre,  the  direction  of  the  fibres  herein  shown  to  be  so  essential  was  fully  pre- 
served. I  may  remark  here,  that  this  method  was  subsequently  changed  in  some  degree  by  first 
making  a  single  thin  ring  of  steel,  and  upon  the  outside  of  this,  winding  a  bar  of  iron  jpirtUy,  aa  a 
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ribbon  is  wound  upon  a  block.  Tlua  gun,  although  imperfectly  inade,  withstood  the  actioo  of  eiMr- 
inous  charge*  of  powder,  and  wa«  only  burst  by  using  very  superior  powder,  and  shot  without  wind- 
age. The  fracture  was  made  lengthwise  of  the  gun,  or  across  the  fibres  of  the  iron,  and  although  the 
welds,  (technically  called  jumps,)  which  united  the  rings  to  each  other  endwise,  were  most  impo^ 
fe<^  they  yet  held  together  completely  against  the  action  of  the  powder.  Two  other  cannon  of 
similar  kind  were  subsequently  made,  one  of  which  yet  remains  uniigured,  after  having  withstood 
many  most  severe  tests.  Having  this  experimental  proof  of  the  strength  of  cannon  made  in  this 
form,  my  attention  was  next  directed  to  devising  machinery  which  should  enable  me  to  prodnee 
guns  of  large  size  with  expedition  and  certainty.  The  result  was  the  construction  of  a  hydrostatic 
press,  of  fourteen-inch  piston,  having  a  power  calculated  at  one  thousand  tons,  and  adapting  to  it 
a  variety  of  machinery  by  which  the  rings  can  be  formed,  and  afterwards  united  together  with  an 
ease  and  expedition,  and  with  a  perfection  in  form  and  freedom  from  flaw  or  blemish  altogether  un- 
attainable by  any  other  means ;  at  the  same  time  preserving  in  the  iron  all  iu  strength  and  tOQfhneH.' 

Before  Mr.  Trsadwkll  had  proceeded  to  any  condderable  ezpenae  in  the  c(»n- 
Btniction  of  this  machinery,  however,  he  laid  the  subject  before  the  Secretary  of 
War,  who  referred  it  to  Lieutenant-Colonel  Talcott,  Chief  of  the  Borean  of  Ord- 
nance. This  gentleman  recommended  to  the  Secretary  of  War  to  authorize  a  con- 
tract for  a  few  nx-ponnder  field  cannon,  which  contract  waa  forthwith  made.  Afler 
about  a  year  and  a  half  of  moet  devoted  and  ezhauating  labor,  and  a  very  large  out- 
lay of  money,  these  guns  were  made,  and  the  following  is  Mr.  Treadwell's  striking 
account  of  the  prodigious  proof  to  which  they  were  subjected : 

,  *  Thxt  were  proved  by  ofllcers  of  the  ordnance,  and  standing  the  test  required  by  the  eoBtraot, 
which  greatly  exceeded  the  test  of  bronze  guns  of  equal  weight,  eight  httn<£red  pounds,  they  were 
accepte<l  and  sent  to  Fort  Monroe  for  fhrther  experimental  trials.  There  two  of  them  wera  firad 
with  service  charges  fifteen  hundred  times  each,  without  producing  any  iiyurious  effect  upon  them. 
After  this,  one  of  those  which  had  withstood  fifteen  hundred  rounds  was  proved  with  the  IbUowiflf 
charges: 

90  rounds,  3  pounds  of  powder,  1  shot,  1  wad. 
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and  remains  entirely  uniigured.  There  is  no  enlai;gement  of  the  bore  exceeding  oneJiniidzadlh  6F 
an  inch,  and  the  gun  is  otherwise  every  way  serviceable.  No  bronze  six-pounder  gun  ever  made 
would  withstand  uninjured  a  single  discharge  of  three  pounds  of  powder  and  three  shot ;  and 
although  cast-iron  guns  are  sometimes  made  to  resist  that  charge,  yet  the  danger  fnun  fhtgmeuts,  in 
tike  event  of  bursting,  must  ever  prevent  their  use  with  such  charges  with  any  degree  of  confideaoe.' 

From  these  trials,  and  from  others  ouule  with  four  light  thirty-two  poundera,  oon- 
tracted  for  by  direction  of  Mr.  Upshur,  Mr.  T&badwbll  came  to  the  conchision 
that  cannon  might  be  made  in  the  method  here  indicated,  combining  in  half  tke 
weight  of  casUiron  gutu  a  strength  equal  to  that  of  the  eaet-inn  gun.  Hie 
grand  difficulty  of  holding  such  light  guns  against  the  recoil  is  then  met  by  a  de- 
scription, hardly  intelligible  without  drawings,  of  a  new  recoil-dMck,  of  vi^iieh  #e 
confess  we  have  no  very  clear  conception.  A  shaft  pasBea  through  the  carriage 
directly  under  the  gun  ;  this  shaft  is  connected  with  a  large  flat  band  made  of  i 
ral  ropes  bound  together  by  a  weft.  It  is  idle  to  enter  more  minutely  into  a  i 
tion  which  we  so  inlperfectly  comprehend.  The  efl^t  of  this  contrivance,  however, 
appears  to  be  quite  satisfactory,  for  Mr.  Teeadwell  declares  that '  on  full  eiperi- 
ments  made  with  it  upon  a  thirty-two-pounder  cannon,  weighing  nineteen  hundred 
pounds,  fired  with  eight  pounds  of  powder  and  two  shot,  the  force  of  the  recoil  upon 
the  band  was  no  more  than  twelve  thousand  pounds,  a  force  which  does  not  exceed 
the  strength  of  one  of  the  ton  ropes  of  which  the  band  is  formed.'  He  next  enters 
into  the  important  subject  of  enlarging  the  calibres  of  cannon,  and  shows  the  ad- 
vantages—  we  might  say,  or  may  shortly — the  absolute  necessity  of  adopCusg 
larger  and  of  course  infinitely  more  destructive  shot  In  support  of  Jus  viewi  he 
adduces  the  most  reliable  testunony,  and  thus  continues: 

*  Tbbse  facts  are  enough  to  sbow  that  an  immense  advantage  may  be  attained  by  iBeroasing  the 
calibres  of  naval  batteries.    But  the  impracticability  of  obtaining  any  considerable  iacreaaa  of  this 


1846.]  Literary   Notices.  169 


kted  wUI«  0Mt4TOB  or  broDM  we  wed  ■•  the  nnteriel  of  ceiwoii,  wiil  be  mamibgt  tnm  a  alif  ht  ex* 
»■"*— Tti>Ti  Experience  hu  AiUy  thown,  that  from  one  hundred  and  fifly  to  two  hundred  times  the 
wogkt  of  the  •not  ti  reanired  in  all  catMron  gnne  of  the  uenal  proportioaal  lenfthe,  when  need 
witk  Ml  chaifee  of  powder,  to  render  them  secure  firom  burating.  £?en  when  of  these  weichts  the 
security  ia  not  perftct,  as  the  history  of  na?al  iMitlles  shows  numerous  instances  of  terrible  destruc- 
tian  inm  the  bnratinc  of  cannon.  One  of  the  first  guns  fired  from  an  Aaaerioan  frigate  in  the  war 
of  181S  burst  and  killed  and  wounded  sixteen  men ;  among  the  latter,  the  commander  of  the  squad- 


Any^one  evei  ao  aligfatiy  acquainted  with  our  conntry's  maritime  exploits  will  readfly 
bring  to  mind  many  similar  casnaltieB  by  which  they  were  often  dimmed.  Mr.  TaxAD- 
WILL  faa>  by  no  means  choeen  the  most  signal  of  those  calamities  which,  where  they 
have  not  absolutely  cansed  a  defeat,  must  have  sadly  marred  a  triumph.  One  of 
Commodore  Chadnokt's  squadron  upon  Lake  Ontario,  the  <  Rke,'  was  the  scene  of  a 
still  more  dreadful  accident  It  was  in  the  action  of  the  28th  of  September,  1819. 
Hie  Teasel  had  been  exposed  to  a  most  effective  fire  firom  the  enemy ;  her  main  top- 
gaSbmt  mast  was  shot  away ;  her  bow-sprit  fore-mast  and  main-mast  were  all 
wounded ;  her  sails  and  rigging  were  much  cut  up,  and  she  had  been  repeatedly 
hidled,  and  two  or  three  tones  below  the  water-lme.  These  details  are  enough  to 
show  what  sort  of  encounter  she  waa  exposed  to,  and  how  destructive  a  range  of  shot 
Yet  only  five  of  her  men  were  killed  and  wounded  by  the  enemy's  fire  ;  but  while 
she  was  bearing  up  in  chase,  the  starboard  gun,  as  Mr.  Cooper  elegantly  tells  us, 
'bursted,  by  which  accident  twenty-two  men  were  eiihe^  slain  or  seriously  injured.' 
On  Lake  Champlain  too,  great  injury  resulted  from  the  same  terrible  cause.  It  is  not 
to  be  supposed  that  all  such  cases  are  noted,  and  that  every  *  bnrsted'  gun  which 
happens  to  kill  half-a-dozen  men  is  to  pass  into  history.  But  every  officer  who  has 
been  long  enough  in  the  service  to  have  seen  any  service,  can  cap  these  instances  with 
similar  experiences  of  his  own.  Captain  Macdomouoh'b  vessel,  the '  Saratoga,'  in  the 
fierce  engagement  upon  these  above-named  waters,  was  a  particular  illustration  of 
diflScult  fighting  with  disabled  guns,  mo8(  of  the  carronades  being  either  dismounted 
or  crippled  from  overcharging.  Indeed  the  ship  was  left  in  the  middle  of  the  battle 
without  a  single  available  gun.  This  want  of  strength  Mr.  Trbadwbll  argues  must 
pravent  any  considerable  enlargement  of  the  calibres  of  the  guns  now  used,  without 
a  ooiiesponding  increase  in  the  weight  of  the  guns,  which  is  hardly  practicable  much 
beyond  the  present  maximum.  Bot  with  cannon  of  wrought-iron  and  steel  he  shows 
that  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  feasibility  of  firing  heavy  charges  from  guns  having 
but  sixty  times  the  weight  of  the  balls.  The  vast  advantages  of  such  guns  he  thus 
>  np* 


*Taxb  a  firigitte  which  now  carries  thirty-two-pounders :  by  the  substitutinn  of  these  cannon  for 
cast  iron,  thk  frigate  may  be  armed  with  sixty-four-pounders,  and,  without  any  increase  of  officers  or 
men,  majr  be  made  to  throw  as  many  shot  of  this  weight,  in  a  siven  tine,  as  she  can  now  throw  of  the 
Ughler  lund.  The  result  must  be,  that  in  force  she  would  be  superior  to  any  two-declter,  as  now 
ansed,  which  could  be  opposed  to  her.  Many  of  the  ships  and  steamers  now  carry  bomb-cannon. 
Theae  are  of  great  weight,  though  rarely  if  ever  exceeding  ten  inches  in  calibre.  The  same  shot 
may  be  thrown  from  steel  cannon  of  about  half  the  weight ;  or  whererer  guns  of  the  present  weight 
can  b^  carried,  they  may  be  made  of  wrought  iron  and  steel, of  increased  calibres,  sufficient  to  throw 
shot  and  shells  of  double  the  weights  of  those  now  used.' 

It  is  useless  to  urge  the  prodigious  addition  to  our  naval  power  which  would  thus  be 
effected.  In  plain  arithmetic,  it  is  no  lees  than  doubling  oar  present  strength.  For 
the  protection  of  our  harbors,  too,  the  value  of  this  improvement  is  not  to  be  estimated 
by  figures.  What  is  to  hinder  the  construction  of  such  enormous  ordnance  by  this 
method  that  a  single  one,  or  a  pair,  should  amply  guard  a  port?  Think  of  a  couple 
of  guns,  one  on  each  side  of  the  Narrows,  capable  of  throwing  shot  of  a  thousand 
pounds  in  weight !  Mr.  Treadwkll  says  that  he  can  see  no  insuperable  difficulty  in< 
making  such  tremendous  engines,  or  of  such  eyen  as  should  carry  a  shot  of  many  tons 
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in  weight !  In  conclonon,  Mr.  Tbsadwux  glances  at  tlie  obviooe  objeetkme  that 
wonld  be  ataited  to  hit  improrement  The  puerile  one  that  other  nations  would  soon 
obtam  it,  wonld  of  couxse  hare  applied  to  the  fint  nse  of  gunpowder  and  gnns,  and  is 
sufficiently  answered  hy  the  fuestion, '  Is  it  prfident  for  us  to  wait  untfl  France,  or 
England,  or  Russia,  force  us  to  follow  th^nn  in  the  adoption  of  these  mighty  instru- 
ments of  warfare  X  Of  still  leas  weight  is  any  consideration  of  cost  in  oon^aiison 
with  the  end  to  be  attained.  Mr.  Tekadwsll  truly  says,  that  allowing  Vis  statements 
of  the  superiority  of  his  cannon  to  be  true,  the  nation  would  gain  by  the  use  of  them, 
if  purchased  by  a  sum  equal  in  value  to  their  weight  in  silver.  Indeed,  silver  or  gold 
is  hardly  to  be  weighed  in  the  same  scale  with  an  object  of  such  inestimable  import- 
ance as  the  one  presented ;  presented,  as  Mr.  Trsadwill.  declares,  <  not  in  the  foim 
of  a  mere  theory,  existing  only  in  the  mind  of  an  ardent  projector,  but  reduced  by 
yean  of  labor  and  a  great  outlay  of  money  to  actual  practice,  in  which  it  has  ] 
the  test  of  most  severe  and  decisive  ezperimenta' 


BKvrcau  vrom  Lira.    Bt  Laiun  Blavchakd.    Editsd,  with  a  Memoir,  By  Sir  Edwau>  Box.- 
WKR  LnroN,  Bart.    New-Tork :  Wxucr  amd  Fwham. 

This  is  a  very  pleasant  book ;  and  in  designating  its  characteristics,  we  shall  avail 
onnelves  of  the  distmguished  editor's  r^sum^ :  <  Blamchard*s  information  upon  all  that 
interested  the  day,  was  various,  and  extended  over  a  wide  surface.  His  observatioo 
was  quick  and  lively.  He  looked  abroad  with  an  inquiring  eye,  and  noticed  the  follisa 
and  humors  of  men  with  a  hght  and  pleasant  gayety,  Vhich  wanted  but  the  necessary 
bitterness  (that  was  not  in  hun)  to  take  the  dignity  of  satire.  His  style  and  his  concep- 
tions were  not  marked  by  the  vigor  which  comes  partly  from  concentration  of  mtellect, 
and  partly  from  heat  of  passion ;  but  they  evince,  on  the  other  hand,  a  purity  of  taste, 
and  a  propriety  of  feeling',  which  preserve  him  from  the  caricature  and  exaggeration 
that  deface  many  compositionB  obtaining  the  praise  of  broad  humor  or  intense  purpose. 
His  fancy  did  not  sosr  high,  but  its  play  was  sportive,  and  it  sought  its  aliment  with 
the  grateful  instincts  of  the  poet'  When  all  the  drawbacks  upon  what  he  actually 
was,  are  made  and  allowed,  enough  still  remains  to  justify  warm  eulogy,  and  to 
warrant  the  rational  hope  that  he  will  occupy  an  honorable  place  among  the  best 
writers  of  his  age.  Putting  aside  his  poetical  pretensions,  and  regardmg  solely 
what  he  performed,  not  what  he  promised,  he  unquestionably  stands  high  among  a 
class  of  writers,  in  which  for  the  last  century  we  have  not  been  rich ;  the  Essay- 
ists, whose  themes  are  drawn  from  social  subjects,  sporting  lightly  between  literature 
and  manners.  And  this  kind  of  compositioB  is  extremely  difficult  in  itself,  requiring 
mtellectual  combinations  rarely  found.  His  volumes  deserve  a  place  in  every  coUec- 
tien  of  Belles  Lettres,  and  form  most  agreeable  and  characteristic  illustrations  o&  our 
manners  and  our  age :  they  possess  what  is  seldom  found  in  light  reading,  the  charm  that 
comes  from  bequeathing  pleamrable  impressions.  They  are  sufliised  in  the  sweetness 
of  the  author's  disposition ;  they  shun  all  painful  views  of  life,  all  acerii>ity  in  observa- 
tion, all  gall  in  their  gentle  sarcasm.  Added  to  this,  they  contain  not  a  thought,  not  a 
line,  from  which  the  most  anxious  parent  would  guard  his  child.  They  may  be  read 
with  safety  by  the  most  simple,  and  yet  they  contain  enough  of  truth  and  character 
to  interest  the  most  reflective.  Such  works,  more  than  many  which  aspire  to  a  higher 
flight,  and  address  themselves  to  Truth  with  a  ruder  and  more  vigorous  courtship,  axe 
calculated  toenjoy  a  fovored  station  among  the  Dead  who  survive  m  Books.' 
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'  BOTHKBATIONS  OF  WoMlK  !'  -^  ThI   <  CoiX^RS,'  THK  *  DuYIRa^  AND  THS  *  WoR- 

mnsa !' — A  new  correqxmdent,  *  Joe  MilIek,  Jk./  disoonzBes  to  soma  pnxpoiB  upon 
'The  Botheratioiuof  Women  ;'  albeit  he  has  rather  over-elaborated  his  exordium,  as 
well  as  a  few  of  his  illustrations.  He  contends  that  there  is  no  man»  bachelor  or  Bene- 
dict, ancient  or  juTenile,  who  can  lay  his  hand  on  his  heart  and  say,  that  since  ho 
wore  his  first  long-tailed  coat,  *  the  whole  sex,  from  the  <  help'  in  his  mother's  kitchen 
to  <  the  girls  at  meeting,*  and  from  them  up  to  *  the  young  ladies  who  play  the  piano/ 
have  not  been  a  constantly-going-on,  a  never-ending  and  out-and-out  BoTHxmA- 
TiON.  We  are  presented  with  a  '  sample'  of  our  sex,  as  an  embodied  and  *  fixed  fact' 
in  this  regard.  While  shaving  in  the  morning,  his  thoughts  dwelling  the  while  upon 
the  young  lady  with  whom  he  flirted  last  evening,  he  starts  (and  cuts  a  gash  in  his 
cheek)  at  sight  of  a  beautiful  damsel  at  an  opposite  window,  who  is  watering  flowers ; 
'  now  bending  down  to  pick  out  a  decayed  leaf,  and  now  lifting  her  sweet  face,  bloom- 
ing with  health,  to  look  after  some  stray '  morning-glory'  which  her  small  white  hand 
would  <  train  up  in  the  way  it  should  go.'  Breakfast  over,  he  huiriee  down  Broad- 
way to  the  marts  of  trade,  and  scuds  like  a  business-man  through  crowded  streets,  on 
'change,  and  in  all  public  places,  his  thoughts  distracted  and  his  calculations  spoiled 
by  the  apparition  of  some  daughter  of  Evx,  who  has  chviced  to  trip  past  him  in  all 
the  witchery  of  her  loveliness ;  beautiful  alike  in  face  and  figure ;  her  elegant  dress 
swelling  round  her  pexson  after  the  latest  fashion ;  with  one  hand  deposited  in  a 
ado-pocket,  her  face  cast  down,  innocently  and  gracefully  sucking  the  knob  on  the 
end  of  her  sun-shade,  or  biting  with  her  small  white  teeth  its  ivory  ring.  Who  could 
resist  attractions  like  these?  in  an  instant  his  thoughts  steal  fVom  art  to  nature. 
Notes,  discounts,  purchases  and  sales  flee  from  his  excited  brain.  All  the  joys  of 
a  happy  home  rise  before  him  —  a  fond  wife  and  merry  children.  And  now  Fancy 
runs  over  a  space  of  twenty  years ;  and  in  his  mind's  eye  he  sees  a  long  train  of 
beautiful  daughters,  all  walking  the  streets,  sucking  the  knobs  of  future  parasols  in 
the  same  graceful  manner  as  the  beauty  who  has  just  passed  him.  *  It  is  a  curious 
fact,'  saya  Mr.  Muxsa,  Ja.,  <  that  although  the  whole  sex  have  conspired  together 
for  one  olject,  they  have  yet  various  methods  of  operation,  all  tending  to  the  same 
grand  result — botheration.  There  are  some  (Xf  the  softer  sex,  of  an  amiable  turn  of 
mind,  who  think  that  the  quiet  spitem  is  the  best,  and  they  prefer  to  gain  their  objects 
by  wheedling.  Others,  having  great  confidence  in  the  assumption  of  authority,  pre- 
£»  to  adopt  »  eommanding  manner,  and  trast  to  their  powers  of  compulsion.    While 
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a  third  cla«  prefer  a  confltant  and  well-directed  come  of  teaxiof ,  believing  that  con- 
tinual dropping  wean  away  the  hardest  stone.  The  sex  may  be  divided  into  three 
grand  clasMs ;  namely :  CoAzns,  Daivaas  and  Woaaiims.  Let  us  glance  at  them 
for  a  moment,  in  their  order. 

And  first :  when  did  women  ever  cease  coazxno  7  when  wUl  they  cease  7  Coax ! 
why,  they  coax  fxota  the  cradle  to  the  grave ;  it  comes  as  natural  to  them  as  smiling. 
In  early  life,  or  matore  years,  it  is  all  the  same.  If  we  are  children,  it  is  <  Auh !  do 
now ;  if  you  do  n't,  *pon  my  word,  1 11  never  speak  to  you  again !  Anh,  I  think  yon 
might ;  I  think  you  're  mean  if  you  do  n't'  If  we  are  <  children  of  a  larger  growth,' 
itis:  <DearWiLLiAM,wont  yoUffbrmysake  now? — only  once!  I 'm  sun  you  cant 
refuse  this  one  time  ;*  and  they  languish  at  you  with  their  sparkling  eyes,  and  pout 
out  their  ruby  lips  so  prottily,  that  for  the  soul  of  you  you  can't  refuse ;  and  before 
you  know  it,  you  are  completely  bamboozled  out  of  your  independence  and  firmness. 
When  ComioLAinn  threatened  to  destroy  Rome,  who  was  it  coaxed  him  to  forego  his 
intention* and  spare  tho  eit)r7  Why,  the  women.  And  when  Govenor  Dona  undar- 
tesk  his  last  swolution»  who  was  it  fnniished  reoruito  for  his  valiant  aany7  Tlia 
Yankee  giris.  Jnst  look  at  the  superiority  of  female  tactics  in  eveiy  branch  of  thia 
<  elflgaiA  aeeompUshmeBt'  Suppose  (understand,  I  say  *  sttpjwfe^)  a  lady  wiahea  yoor 
to  kiss  her*  Now  if  a  man  wanted  sach  a  thing,  the  probability  is  that  he  woold  ask 
te  it  <  light  out»'  or  it  may  be,  proceed  to  snatch  one  without  asking  at  ail ;  hot  if  a 
riiMsnl  desires  one  of  tiie  *  long,  long*  salutes,  of  which  BmoN  speaks,  how  much 
mon  fiairiied  is  her  plan  of  operations !  She  has  soma 'great  secret' to  tett  her  lover, 
and*  gets  behind,  his  chair  to  whisper  it  softly  in  hisear;  her  long  curia  sweep  over  hia- 
laoa ;  her  balmy  breath  spreads  incense  around  him ;  and  her  <  secret,'  by  reason  of 
her  agitation,  is  nmrmured  so  low  that  he  can't  distinguish  a  word  of  it ;  and  moat 
naturally,  he  tarns  his  face  around  to  catch  her  meaning  from  her  eyes ;  and  in  doing 

sa»his  lips  (accidentally,  of  course)  meet  her's ;  and  then oh !  '  liakM  sweetnass- 

loBg  drawn  out'  is  n't '  a  touch  to  it ;'  and  the  most  brilliant  elicits  of  mihftaiy  strategy 
are  completaly  dimmed  by  this  qieeimen  of  female  manonvering,  which  a  lawyer 
would  pronounce  to  be  a  clear  case  of  '  obtaining  a  kiss  under  false  ptetaneesL*  This 
is  jast  the  way  they  coax,  bewilder  and  bother ;  and  if  they  can't  oscceed  in  tfais 
BMumer,  they  make  their  na?Et  attempt  as  *  Daivaaa.' 

'  Sam  Suok  says,  <  The  men  hold  the  reins  but  the  women  tell  them  how  to  drive  f 
and  theoretically  and  practically,  such  is  the  faet.  A  woman  will  coax,  entreat  and 
languish  as  long  as  she  can,  and  men  show  a  disposition  to  comply ;  but  let  these  weap- 
ons foil,  and  'presto,  change !'  She  comes  out  a  perfect  tyrant;  scolds  and  beral^ 
us, if  we  are  only  '  courting;'  boxes  our  ears,  or  smacks  our  moolhs,  if  we  are  <  en<* 
gaged ;'  and  lectures*  scratches  and  thumps  us  if  we  're  '  married.'  One  who  is  a 
good  subject  for '  driving,'  stands  no  chance  at  all.  Every  effiut  which  he  makea  to 
extricate  himself  only  plunges  him  deeper  in  the  diflbsulty  ;  and  finally  at  one  start 
he  finishee  the  matter  jBoraver,  and  we  see  him  safely  secured,  like  a  big  cat-fish  with 
a  string  through  his  gills.  Did  you  ever  remariE  a  juvenile  pussy  after  she  has  achieved 
the  conquest  of  a  poor  InsignifioaBt  mouse ;  how  she  hits  it  a  spat,  and  sends  it  here* 
and  then  to  balance  matters  gives  it  another  and  sends  it  there ;  howdie  shakes,  ooflit^ 
and  knocks  it  about  until  it  is  almost  breathless,  and  then,  should  it  endeavor  to  escape* 
puts  her  paw  on  it  trioraphaatlyy  and  seems  to  say :  '  You  nm  away,  if  you  dan^r 
If  so,  then  you  may  have  some  slight  idea  of  the  situation  of  a  poor  fellow  whoisai 
good  subjeot  for  *drivhig.'  He  gets  a  hit  here,  which  sends  him  bang  intoAtea»poity;: 
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then  wbaek  i  coism  another,  which  jends  him  dear  into  the  middle  of  next  week,  al 
mfic-nie  party;  and  whip!  comes  a  tMs  up  into  the  air,  and  he  ali^tB  on  hie  Ibet  at  a 
ihahionablebalL  And  one-half  of  the  tiaethe  nnfortonate  man  is  nnoonfleieoa  of  hia 
maltieatraeDt ;  thinht  it  is  all  very  nice ;  that  he  is  doing  the  agreeaUe,  and  making 
aU  those  armngements  himself ;  when  in  fact  the  whole  affidr  is  managed  hy  the 
lady  to  salt  herself;  and  yet  she  has  the  address  to  make  hinbelioTe  that  Ae  is  the 
author.  And  he  stands  like  a  calf  about  to  be  led  to  the  slaughter,  while  his  ene* 
Bkies  are  getting  the  dripping-pan  and  hastiqg-epoon  ready  for  his  roasting,  and  he  hi 
«t  that  moment  heing  regulady  *  done  brown.'  We  see  occasionally  in  the  newspa- 
pers accoonlB  of  maoii^es  which  take  place  *  after  fifty  years*  courtship,'  and  erery 
ene  is  shocked  to  think  of  the  great  waste  of  time  which  has  taken  place,  when  aa 
expeditious  *  driyer*  would  have  btonght  the  wooer  up  to  the  popping-point  *  immedi- 
ately, if  not  sooner.'  The  matter  is  very  simple.  Five  or  mx  hints  ef  the  superior 
attractions  of  Mr.  SMrra  or  Mr.  Buown,  with  an  occasional  going  to  diureh  with  one 
or  the  other,  or  both ;  and  then  a  softneai  of  voice,  and  a  sort  of  '  Dont-qieak-to-me- 
but-go-right-straight-away-and-aBk-my-pa'-ativenesB,*  in  his  presence,  will  soon  bring 
aflbiia  to  a  crisia.  It  is  all  very  nice  for  a  beau  to  have  no  rival,  but  it  is  sometimes  the 
■oozce  of  great  procrastiaation,  when  one  or  two  appearances  of  some  good-looking 
man  with  whisken  would  have  sharpened  up  the  ideas  of  the  lagging  admirer  won- 
derfully, and  he  would  have  been  in  great  haste  to  have  married  his  uiamorata  for 
fear  some  body  dse  would  get  her.  It  is  said  that  there  are  other  ways  of  *  driving^ 
which  are  not  qidte  so  pleasant ;  but  as  the  present  generatipn  has  been  made  very 
well  acquainted  with  some  of  the  ways  in  which  it  is  done,  it  is  thought  hardly  neces- 
sary le  discuss  the  matter  here ;  yet  tiiose  who  wish  to  study  this  branch  of  the  scienecy 
are  Tofened  for  particulars  to  the  melancholy  narrations  of  the  patient  and  long- 
vniTering  Job  Caudlx.  But  to  change  Uie  sad  picture,  suppose  that  <  in  conclusion* 
we  say  a  weed  or  two  of  '  Woaaixas?' 

When  a  man  cant  be  led,  he  must  be  driven ;  and  when  he  canH  be  driven,  he 
nmsi  be  worried.  There 's  a  smile  when  he  *s  vriOing,  a  frown  when  he 's  sullen,  and 
a  oooldiag  when  he 's  stubborn.  The  fact  has  been  long  ascertamed,  that  teasing  is  the 
most  delightftil  thing  which  a  woman  can  do ;  it  is  so  easy,  so  pleasant,  and  puts  her 
in  snch  an  amiable  state  of  mind  Just  let  her  get  fair  game,  an  old  bachelor,  for  ex- 
ample, and  doH*t  she  worry  ?  —  first  one  way  and  then  another.  Now  it  is,  <  Why 
don't  you  get  married,  Mr.  SiimuNS?  I'm  sure  you're  old  enough.'  And  then, 
<  Oh !  who  'd  have  such  an  old  dried-up  '  specimen'  as  you  are  7  I  dont  wonder  that 
yon  are  not  married ;  such  fhsty,  stingy,  cross,  sour  old  wretches  seldom  are.'  Or  if 
it  shenld  be  a  coquette,  with  some  ill-used  victim  dangling  after  her,  looking  as  thin 
as  a  fishing-rod  and  as  lugubrious  as  a  sick  monkey ;  sighmg  like  a  bellows  and 
gnaaing  like  a  dry  cart-wheel ;  then  if  she  does  not  care  about  <  driving'  him  to  ex- 
tieniitios,  but  prefcts  to  worry  him,  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  what  a  happy  opportu- 
nity to  exercise  this  amiaUe  charactoristic !  She  goes  with  him  to  a  ball,  and  daneee 
all  the  evening  with  Mr.  Johnson  ;  she  engages  to  go  with  him  on  the  next  Sabbath 
evening  to  hear  the  Rev.  Dr.  PomrorxxT  preach,  and  before  he  reaches  the  house 
■he  is  off  with  Mr.  Jbnkins  ;  he  visits  her  and  finds  her  so  much  entortafaied  wHh 
the  oonversataon  of  Mr.  Jonks,  that  she  does  not  lock  at  him  all  the  evening ;  and  all 
this  tone  the  unfortunate  wight  views  the  whole  proceecBng  m  much  ^e  same  light 
as  a  little  dog  looks  at  a  big  one,  when  the  big  one  runs  avmy  with  the  little  one's 
bene ;  *  ffkm  horribly  a  ghastly  smile  f  tries  to  make-believe  that  it  is  a  good  joke,  a 
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very  good  joke,  while  all  the  time  rage  is  gnawing  at  hie  heart,  and  every  cimniMtaBoe 
portends  that  there  ¥nU  ahortly  be  a  grand  blow-up.  PoMtiraly  it  ia  a  ahaine  that 
they  worry  the  men  eo ;  and  yet  *  aome  people*  say  that  they  are  not  ao  moch  to 
blame,  after  all.  '  They  say'  that  the  men  encoorage  them  in  it,  and  as  long  aa  they 
do  flo,  they  moat  expeet  that  the  women  will  smile,  provoke,  bother,  and  tease  them. 
Now,  if  an  uifortunate  lore-stricken  yonth  is  troid»ied  by  the  smile  of  Beauty,  do 
yon  think  that  if  shq  knows  it  to  be  the  fact,  she  will  <  stop  itf  Not  a  bit  of  it! 
It  is  more  than  likely  that  on  the  next  oecasion  she  aeea  him,  she  will  smile  mora 
sweetly  than  erer ;  and  he,  siUy  fool !  instead  of  bracing  up  his  neires,  and  flying  to 
<  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness,'  what  does  he  do  7  Why,  like  a  fiigfatened  horae, 
he  rushes  into  the  flames  again  with  his  eyes  wide  open !  So  that'after  all  he  is  mora 
to  blame  than  his  sweet-heart ;  and  if  any  accident  happens,  let  the  coroner's  jury 
bring  in  a  yexdiot  of  *  Sanred  him  right !'  All  which  is  respectfully  submitted  to  the 
consideration  of  our  <  loving*  readers,  here  and  elsewhere. 


CoNom  Conclusion  or  thb  <  Ckmhi*  Sroar  or  Capital  PmnsmiKNT.'^- We  left 
Professor  Kilmarnock,  it  will  be  remembered,  quite  distrait  at  the  trick  which  had 
been  played  upon  him  by  the  old  Dutchman,  who  regardlesB  of  *  trouble  and  expense' 
obstinately  declined  to  be  hung.  The  wag  however  who  had  led  the  professor  into 
his  pleasant  predicament,  in  some  remorse  at  the  extent  of  the  depletion  which  he 
had  undergone,  lent  his  advice  and  asnstance  in  furtherance  of  a  plan  which  waa  to 
reimburse  him  for  his  pecuniary  sacrifices.  He  represented  to  him  that  it  would  be 
quite  as  advantageous  to  ecience,  and  much  more  pleasant  to  an  audience,  if  the  ex- 
periments which  he  had  intended  for  the  murderer  were  to  be  made  on  *n«*n»l« ;  and 
he  marveUed  why  they  should  have  been  bo  stupid  as  not  io  have  thought  of  this  be- 
fore. He  offered  to  arrange  every  thing  before  evening  in  such  a  manner  that  no 
one  should  be  disappointed.  The  good  friend  who  thus  put  his  shoulder  to  the  wheel 
in  time  of  need  was  called  <  Captain  Jackson  ;'  and  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  de- 
spatch a  bell-man  through  the  streets,  giving  notice  that  the  exhibition  would  take 
place  that  evening,  and  inviting  the  inhabitants  to  attend,  *  for  the  honor  of  science 
and  Cincinnati.'  He  next  purchased,  (of  a  gentleman  who  had  got  tired  of  him,) 
for  four  dollars,  a  bear,  about  two-thirds  grown,  and  received  as  a  present  a  large 
woolly  dog,  whose  fat  condition  and  venerable  years  had  rendered  him  uaeles  to  his 
owner.  Boys  were  sent  also  in  all  directions  to  make  prisoners  of  finogi,  of  which 
there  is  no  scarcity  in  those  parts.  By  seven  o'clock  the  Circus  was  Uterally 
crammed ;  for  the  idea  had  gone  abroad  that  there  would  be  quite  as  much  ^Nnt  as 
science,  and  the  union  of  the  two  presented  an  irresistible  attraction.  In  the  centra 
of  the  arena,  on  a  stout  wooden  table,  stood  the  galvanic  battery ;  and  on  one  /ide, 
facing  the  audience,  sat  in  an  arm-chair  Professor  Kilmaknock  ;  on  the  other  was  a 
stout  red-headed  Irishman,  by  the  name  of  Mdllonkt,  who  had  volunteered  his  ser- 
vices  for  the  sake  of  having  a  nearer  view  of  the  fun.  On  a  bench  at  the  back  of 
the  battery  sat  three  fat,  shining,  grinning  negroes ;  and  at  one  end  of  the  beach 
stood  a  covered  basket  with  the  frogs.  Right  and  left,  farther  forward  than  the 
group  aforesaid,  and  neanr  the  audience,  stood  two  large  pedestals,  which  usually 
bore  colosBal  busts  of  Washinoton  and  La  Fatkttb.  These  were  now  displaced, 
and  on  the  top  of  one  was  chained  the  bear,  and  on  the  other  Uie  dog.  The 
bear,  havmg  been  bred  m  the  woods,  was  somethmg  of  a  philosopher,  and  did  not 
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ooret  nieh  an  honwable  and  «xalted  ntoation ;  for  he  kept  nmnin|[  Uie  length  of  his 
Qliam»  and  occaaionaUy  dambeiing  dowly  round  the  pillar  to  the  top,  giving  at  idiort 
intervale  a  diacontented  growl.  The  dog  sat  quietly  blinking  slowly  round  on  the  peo- 
ple, with  an  air  of  patient  dientisfaction  and  injured  innocence,  which  plainly  said, 
*  I  disappiove  entirely  of  all  this,  and  wash  my  paws  of  the  whole  proceedings.' 

When  the  pe<^le  had  arrived  and  settled  themselves  in  their  seats,  the  professor 
mnm,  bowing  and  smiling,  and  came  forward  just  midway  between  the  bear  and 
the  dog:  <  Gentlemen  and  leddies,'  he  commenced,  flourishing  a  white  cambric  hand- 
karofaief,  'no,  leddiea  and  gentlemen,  I  mean,' with  another  flourish  of  his  moutf^tr, 
<  yon  are  aw-assembled,  for  which  I  thank  you ;'  here  he  pressed  his  hand  on  hk 
ksart ;  *  and  all  I  can  say  is,  that  I  hope  the  instruction  may  be  equal  to  my  grati- 
tude. With  your  leave,  we  will  first  commence  by  experiments  on  the  bear.'  Hera 
he  i^ade  a  motion  to  one  of  the  negroes,  who  came  forward  with  a  noose,  and  threw 
it  dexterously  round  the  bear's  neck.  Afte^a  few  struggles,  the  animal  fell  heavily 
down ;  upon  which  the  professor  ordered  him  to  be  brought  to  the  battefy,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  open  a  nerve.  But  bruin  had  been  *  playing  possum ;'  for  the  moment  the 
kuife  pricked  his  skin,  up  he  jumped,  and  gave  chase  after  the  professor  and  negroes, 
who  nn  at  their  utmost  speed  round  a^d  round  the  arena.  Muulonbt  jumped  on 
the  vacant  pedestal,  laughing,  waving  a  rod  pocket-handkerohief,  hurrahing,  and 
sfaonting,  *  Catch  him,  you  naigen !  shake  hands  with  him  by  the  fut !'  The  men 
and  boys  huixahed,  the  ladies  shrieked ;  and  to  have  heard  the  din,  you  would  have 
thooght  Confusion  had  gone  crazy.  After  several  rounds,  stumbles,  and  falls,  the 
pursued  rallied,  dosed  upon  the  bear,  and  finally  strangled  the  poor  beast  outright. 
On  making  an  incision  for  the  nerve,  the  unfortunate  professor  severed  a  vein,  and 
the  blood. spouted  over  his  face  and  vest,  to  the  terror  of  some  of  the  spectators,  who 
fiunted,  and  to  the  great  amusement  of  others,  who  laughed  heartily  to  see  the  nice 
professor  so  disagroeably  bespattered.  He  wiped  off  the  sanguineous  stains,  bound 
the  vein,  and  prepared  to  operate  upon  what  he  called  a  nerve.  '  Noo,  leddies  and 
gentlemen,  in  twa  minutes  ye  will  see  him  stand  on  his  ain  feet ;  and  do  n't  be  af- 
fiigfated  if  he  growl  just  as  when  alive.'  But  who  can  paint  the  poor  professor's 
dismay,  when  he  found  that  the  trough,  which  was  an  unlined  wooden  box,  had 
leaked,  and  that  the  acid  and  water  could  not  act  on  the  plates !  This,  in  deep 
mortification,  he  was  obliged  to  confess.  But  being  somewhat  re&sBured  by  the 
cheers  of  the  good-natured  audience,  he  offered  for  their  amusement  to  kill  the  dog. 
Here  Towser  began  to  howl  piteously  ;  but  as  the  cry  <  No  dog !  no  dog !'  resounded 
through  the  house,  he  brightened  up  at  once,  and  from  that  moment  seemed  himself 
to  enjoy  the  scene.  *  Then,'  said  he,  *  we  will  try  the  frogs.'  Being  near-sighted, 
be  <^iened  the  basket  rather  wide ;  when,  flip  I  flap !  flop !  went  the  lively  con- 
tents ;  and  one  of  the  negroes  cried  out,  *  Massa,  dey  all  off  but  two !'  And  sure 
enough,  they  were  all  off  but  two.  It  was  now  their  turn  to  be  the  chasers,  instead 
of  the  chased ;  and  off  they  went  after  the  frogs,  with  as  much  good-will  as  the 
bear  had  displayed  in  his  pursuit  after  them,  a  short  time  before.  In  the  excitement 
of  the  scene,  the  professor's  foot  slipped  on  the  spot  where  he  had  opened  the  vein 
of  the  bear:  he  fell  and  rolled  over  in  th^ mixture  of  blood  and  tan,  and  rose  amid 
shouts  and  yells  of  laughter.  '  Kiusarnock  !  Kilmarnock,  for  ever !  A  speech !  a 
q>eeoh  P  rang  through  the  house,  interspersed  with  whistling,  drumming,  hissing  and 
stamping.  But  the  professor  had  sunk  into  his  chair,  so  overpowered  by  shame  and 
chagrin  that  he  was  unable  to  utter  a  word. 
VOL.  XZTII.  23 
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Hera  MuLiiONET  came  to  his  aid,  and  once  more  jumping  upon  the  pedestal,  at 
length  obtained  a  hearing.  <  Ladies  and  gentlemen,'  he  began»  <  I  am  sure  my  poor 
friend  can  feelingly  say  with  the^  frogs,  <  What  is  sport  to  yon  is  death  to  me  ;*  so  no 
mora  pelting  for  a  speech.  I  assure  you,  on  my  honor,  that  you  have  this  evening 
witnessed  an  exhibition  such  as  civilized  Europe  has  never  had  the  privilege  of  look- 
ing upon  ;  and  such  an  one,  though  it  is  probable  you  all  expect  to  be  octogenarians, 
as  it  is  not  hkely  you  will  ever  again  behold.  Ladies  and  gentlemen  of  Cincinnati, 
on  your  account  our  friend  is  plunged  into  a  <  hrovon  study,*  which  I  am  sura  yon 
ara  too  polite  and  well-bred  to  interrupt ;  and  as  the  performance  has  closed,  I  hope 
yon  will  consider  the  curtain  to  have  fallen.'  A  round  of  a|^lause  followed ;  the 
people  dispersed  in  high  good  humor ;  and  a  shrewd  Yankee,  who  saw  them  file  off 
at  the  door,  said  he  *  guessed  a'ter  all  the  exhibition  had  n't  turned  out  such  a  bad 
speculation.'  But  however  well  it  might  have  mended  the  hole  in  the  professoi's 
pocket,  it  left  a  gaping  and  incurable  wound  in  his  self-esteem.  I(e  felt  that  it 
would  ever  after  be  ridiculous  to  talk  on  his  favorite  sciences  in  Cincinnati.  The  pet 
vanity  of  his  life,  (and  who  of  us  has  not  fostered  some  such  flattering  ideal  7)  had 
suddenly  been  torn  from  its  hiding-place,  and  exposed  to  the  merciless  scoflSs  and 
jeers  of  a  whole  city.  And  though  he  was  by  no  means  aware  of  all  this,  for  like 
most  theorists  he  attributed  his  practical  failure  to  all  causes  but  the  true  one,  still 
there  was  a  diminution  of  self-consequence,  sufficient  to  make  him  extremely  un* 
easy.  Like  others  —  and  the  mistake  usually  lasts  for  life  with  those  who  apply  no 
severer  tests  than  talk — he  had  mistaken  admiration  for  capacity  ;  and  had  taken 
words,  which  are  but  the  shadows  of  knowledge,  for  its  body  and  substance.  The 
professor  never  afterward  felt  at  home  in  Cincinnati,  and  in  a  short  time  removed  to 
New-Orieans,  in  the  atmosphere  of  which  most  cosmopolitan  metropolis  he  regained 
all  his  former  confidence.  This,  however,  he  did  not  long  enjoy;  for  he  got  a 
crotchet  into  his  head  that  chloride  was  so  certain  a  disinfecting  agent,  that  he  re- 
solved to  prove  its  efficacy  by  staying  in  the  city  one  summer,  while  the  yellow  fever 
was  raging  in  all  its  borders.  With  a  little  pot  of  chloride  in  his  hand,  he  confi- 
dently entered  the  infected  districts  ;  and  many  of  the  suffisrexs  in  the  hospitals  had 
reason  to  remember  the  kind  <  Scotch  doctor'  who  so  fearlessly  and  assiduously  en- 
deavored to  relieve  their  distress.  But  poor  man !  in  hU  hour  of  need  no  kind  hand 
performed  for  him  the  like  services.  He  bad  been  missed  from  his  boarding-house 
only  two  days ;  indeed,  his  absence  was  scareely  noticed,  before  they  went  to  look 
for  him  ;  when,  sad  to  relate,  they  found  him  in  the  last  agonies  of  existence.  He 
must  have  been  taken  so  suddenly  and  severely  ill,  when  alone  in  his  offibe,  as  to  be 
unable  to  call  for  assistance.  And  what  must  he  not  have  suffiired  during  those  two 
dreadful  days,  without  one  to  speak  a  kind  word,  or  to  give  him  a  drop  of  water ! 
Thus  closely  in  the  journey  of  life  jostled  together  Comedy  and  Tragedy !  We  say 
'  journey  of  life,*  because  we  are  assured  by  our  correspondent  that  the  circumstances 
narrated  in  the  preceding  sketch  were  of  actual  occurrence,  and  that  the  details  are 
true  to  the  letter.  A  perusal  of  the  narrative  has  awakened  in  our  mind  the  re- 
membrance of  a  similarly  ludicrous  scene,  which  occurred  with  a  fellow-ptudent  in 
one  of  the  interior  towns  of  our  ^oriou»*  Empire  State,*  and  at  which  we  have 
sometimes  even  '  laughed  in  our  sleep.'  When  time  and  opportunity  shall  serve,  we 
may  endeavor  to  jot  down  a  description  of  it,  for  the  gratification  of  our  readers.  If 
the  mad  wag  H  ■  ,  who  was  so  conspicuous  an  actor  on  the  occasion  referred  to, 
will  refresh  our  memory  a  little  jbs  to  the  inceptive  inctdents,  he  will  oblige  as. 
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Gomtr  WITH  Riabkbs  and  CoREiiFoifDiirra. — In  paMnng  through  the  avenues 
and  other  thoroughfares  of  the  jnetropohs,  you  will  notice  an  abundance  of  setter 
dogs.  One  of  this  breed  is  stationed  at  nearly  every  grocery,  being  excellent  on  the 
watch,  and  decidedly  repugnant  to  rats.  They  have  a  peculiarly  knowing  look,  with 
their  eye-brows  brushed  up  stiffly.  It  is  no  disparagement,  yet  one  of  them  bears  a 
nmarkable  resemblance  to  a  certain  judge  in  a  neighboring  State ;  but '  we  name  no 
parties.'  Certainly  their  looks  do  not  belie  them,  as  we  can  testify  by  instances  of 
their  sagacity  which  have  fallen  under  our  own  notice,  or  which  have  come  to  us  on 
the  direct  testimony  of  their  owners.  An  esteemed  friend  informs  us  that  he  once 
knew  a  grocer  in  an  adjacent  country  town  who  was  in  the  habit  of  going  frequently 
to  the  city  by  rail-road  for  the  purchase  of  goods,  returning  by  the  afternoon  train  at 
four  o'clock.  His  dog  Ponto,  at  that  time  or  thereabout,  would  slip  out  of  doors  and 
sit  upon  the  steps,  with  the  air  of  an  old  deaf  man  who  listens  with  the  hollow  of  his 
hand  placed  behind  his  ear.  At  the  fint  striking  of  the  bell  which  announced  the 
coming  of  the  train,  he  started  upon  a  dog-trot  for  the  d6p6t,  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  distant ;  and  getting  upon  a  high  platform,  where  he  could  look  into  the  cars  as 
they  rolled  past,  curiously  inspected  their  contents,  as  a  child  would  look  out  for  his 
father ;  when,  having  recognized  his  master  in  the  crowd,  his  eyes  danced  with  joy, 
and  he  wagged  his  peculiarly  short  tail  in  the  delight  of  recognition.  But  of  this  the 
charm  consisted  in  the  manner,  which  cannot  easily  be  described.  <  I  once  had  my- 
self a  dog  of  this  breed,'  said  our  friend,  <  who  from  being  much  spoken  to  from  his 
tender  puppyfaood,  undentood  the  meaning  of  any  plain  sentence  of  the  English  lan- 
guage. He  sat  upon  the  rug  and  listened  to  conversations  with  much  interest  if  they 
related  to  common  topics,  but  if  they  had  to  do  with  metaphysics  he  went  to  sleep. 
One  day,  in  order  to  try  him,  I  ordered  him  to  take  a  basket  into  the  yard  and  fill  it 
with  chips.  He  immediately  seized  one  with  his  teeth,  carried  it  out,  picked  up  the 
broad  hickory  chips,  filled  it,  and  bringing  it  in,  placed  it  upon  the  hearth.'  Shortly 
after  this,  his  owner  came  within  an  ace  of  losing  him  in  a  very  melancholy  way.  In 
a  scufiling  warfare  with  a  cat,  he  was  so  unfortunate  as  to  fail  into  a  deep  weU. 
Having  procured  a  rope  and  grappling  irons,  with  much  difficulty  they  succeeded  in 
draWinghim  to  the  top,  when  he  slipped  said  fell  again  to  the  bottom.  This  occur- 
red three  times;  at  last  he  was  got  out  and  laid  upon  the  stable-floor  <  for  dead.'  He 
came  however  slowly  to  himself,  but  seemed  to  be  in  a  precarious  state,  when  sud- 
denly he  discovered  a  rat  ,*  and  forgetting  '  the*pit  out  of  which  he  had  been  digged,' 
with  the  small  life  which  was  yet  in  him  he  leaped  up  and  took  the  life  of  the  rat. 
This  quickened  his  pulses ;  and  the  next  day  he  was  m  the  granary,  active  and  well 
as  usuaL  With  permission,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  will  now  change  the  subject  to 
ChaU.  We  have  often  been  much  amused  with  the  mannere  of  those  animals  *  after 
this  kind'  whose  education  is  mainly  metropolitan.  Nature,  it  satisfactorily  appears, 
will  vindicate  hexself  in  spite  of  all  obstacles.  The  goat  is  bom  with  a  *  ^d  dii^Msi- 
tion.'  He  loves  to  poise  himself  on  the  precipice,  and  to  overleap  the  chasm.  What 
can  he  do  in  the  great  city,  where  the  cone  of  every  hill  is  shaved  down,  and  macces- 
sible  walls  of  brick  and  mortar  take  the  place  of  the  hill-side  and  the  valley  ?  He  does 
as  well  as  he  can  under  such  circumstances.  He  takes  the  best  substitute,  even  as  the 
swan  wiU  sully  his  white  feathers  in  a  muddy  pool,  for  lack  of  the  brilliant  waters  of 
the  flowing  stream.  Not  long  since,  before  the  ruins  of  the  late  *  great  fire'  were 
cleared  away,  we  noticed,  in  the  midst  of  rubbish  and  piles  of  brick,  a  high  wall  standi' 
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ing  in  a  ticklish  attitude,  narrow  at  the  base  but  widening  at  the  top,  and  projecting  over 
with  its  loose  brick  at  a  sharp  and  threatening  an|^.  At  this  Tery  place  stood  an  old 
goat,  with  long  white  beard,  looking  orer  the  artificial  crags  and  wide-spread  nun  with 
silent  dignity  and  satisfaction.  The  sami^ure-gatherer's  hold  was  not  more  dangsroaiL 
We  hare  yeiy  mnch  enjoyed  latterly  the  belligerent  tricks  of  a  ram,  who  stands  nearly 
the  wh<de  tone  under  a  wagon  where  Bleecker-atreet  emptiss  itself  mto  Abingdoo- 
Square.  A  month  ago,  when  his  forehead,  as  Ho&ace  has  it,  was  just  '  turgid  with 
coming  horns,' some  boys  were  plaguing  him  m  a  shameftU  manner.  He  took  it  pretty 
well,  save  that  he  occasionally  reared  up  with  great  perpendicularity,  and  with  his 
head  threateningly  lowered,  renunded  us,  for  a  mooMnt,  of  that  venw  in  <  Don  Juaa/ 
which  CoLBUDOE  pronounces  the  most  clasBic  in  the  poem : 

'  A  BAND  of  children  round  a  snow-white  run 
There  wreathe  hi*  venerable  head  with  flowerii 
While  peacerul  a<  if  still  an  unweanedlamb, 
The  patriarch  of  the  flock  aUffenlly  cowers 
His  twber  head,  majcfttically  tame, 
And  eats  from  out  the  hand,  or  plavfUl  lowers 
His  head  in  act  to  butt,  or  kindly  then 
Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again.' 

The  boys  were  evidently  taking  advantage  of  the  good-nature  of  the  animal.  *  Wait 
till  he  gets  a  month  older,*  said  a  by-stander ;  *  yon  won't  sarve  him  that  way  tAeit,  I 
guess.'  Yesterday,  just  about  a  month  from  the  time  spoken  of,  we  saw  the  boys  at 
their  old  trick  of  tonnenting  the  ram.  The  prof^ecy  turned  out  to  be  conect  He 
*  would  n't  stand  it'  any  longer.  He  not  only  drove  his  enemies  from  the  ground ;  he 
pursued  them  through  the  halls  of  a  half-finished  building,  up  the  avenue,  and  indeed 
pressed  them  so  sore,  that  interference  became  necessary.  He  then  retreated  beneath 
his  wagon,  where  he  sat  looking  as  sober  and  majestic  as  a  judge.  A  few  nraatfcs 
upon  Pigs,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  will  conclude  the  present  discourse.  City  pigs 
have  a  hard  time  of  it,  as  indeed  they  ought,  having  *  no  business  there.'  Scarce  one 
4if  them  has  a  whole  ear ;  their  tails  have  been  torn  off;  and  what  with  being  bitten, 
scalded,  kicked,  run  over  by  the  omnibii,  and  anticipated  in  the  revenues  of  the  got- 
ten by  scavengers,  they  are  far  from  being  rid  of  the '  ills  which  flesh  is  heir  ta'  *  Yet 
they  are  not  altogether  wanting  even  in  a  higher  instinct  We  noticed  in  coming  up 
this  morning  an  overgrown  *  porker'  pokflig  his  nose  slyly  around  a  o»ner.  He  eni- 
dbntly  had  an  eye  on  a  dog  who  was  coming  down  the  street,  spreading  consternation 
in  his  path.  The  old  fellow  retreated  in  good  time,  and  <iuietly  placed  himself  behind 
a  large  hogshead  which  stood  by  a  grocery,  holding  his  breath,  and  refraining  frem 
wen  so  much  as  a  gentle  grunt,  until  he  saw  his  enemy  had  passed  by,  when  he  canw 
forth  and  breakfasted  on  some  potato-peelings  with  hmnense  satisfacUon.  .  .  .  Wsat 
a  beautiful  illustration  is  that  in  *  Ion'  of  the  assurance  which  human  affection  and 
love  give  us  of  a  reOnion  with  the  departed  in  another  and  a  better  world !  <  When 
thou  art  gone,'  asks  Clbhamths,  '  shall  we  never  see  each  other  7'  To  whieh^N  re- 
plies in  words  pregnant  with  spiritual  meaning  and  undying  aflbctioa: 

'Ym! 

I  've  aaked  that  dreadful  qaeatioB  of  the  hille 
That  look  eternal ;  of  the  flowing  streams 
That  lucid  flow  for  ever ;  of  the  stars, 
Amid  whose  fields  of  azure  my  raised  qpirit 
Hath  trod  in  glory :  all  were  dumb ;  but  now; 
While  thus  I  gaze  upon  thy  living  Ihce, 
I  feel  the  love  that  kindles  through  iu  beauty 
Can  never  wholly  perish ;  we  §kmU  meet 
Again,  Clxkantbb  t* 
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Amd  yfho  ahall  doubt  it?  •  >  •  Hbnky  Immar,  the  gifted  aiiiet,  the  pleMant  com- 
|niiion»  the  wann  friend,  the  fond  hueband  and  father,  has  <  pasMd  on !'  His  bodily 
pteeenee  haa  oeaaed  to  be  with  us.  His  observant  eye,  never  closed  to  the  eharms  of 
God's  beautifol  eAation,  has  opened  upon  hnmortal  seenes  of  perennial  verdure.  A 
ftrnnpanion  ef  the  innumerable  *  shining  ones'  whose  &ces  are  <  like  the  tight,'  walk- 
ing amid  green  pastures  and  by  the  side  of  still  waten  m  a  <  better  country,'  his  soul 
drinks  with  iiie&Ue  delight  effulgent  hues  which  outvie  all  that  his  mind  had  con* 
ceived  or  his  pencil  portrayed  while  on  the  earth.  The  death  of  our  friend  was  not 
unexpected  to  his  family  nor  to  hunsetf :  *  On  giving,'  says  a  contemporary,  *  the  last 
touch  to  his  *  October  Afternoon,'  a  painting  finished  during  the  month  of  October 
last,  and  which  was  almost  his  last  production,  he  remarked  that  he  *  had  painted  his 
last  picture.'  A  mutual  friend,  m  paying  a  feeUe  tribute  to  his  memory,  well  re- 
marks, that  *  Rarely  does  there  pass  away  from  eatth  a  man  whose  life  more  en- 
deared him  to  those  who  knew  him  than  Inman.  He  had  all  the  qualities  which  go  ' 
to  the  making  up  of  a  true  man ;  and  so  genial  was  his  character ;  so  full  of  every 
thing  which  could  qualify  ar  companion,  and  form  a  friend ;  so  abounding  was  his 
eloquent  convenntion  with  the  riches  of  a  cultivated  and  well-stored  mind ;  with  sug- 
gestive philosophy,  sparkling  wit,  genume  humor  and  illustrative  anecdote ;  so  keenly 
did  he  enjoy  life  and  life's  blessings,  and  the  many  friends  that  enjoyed  it  too,  and 
the  more  for  his  companionship ;  and  all  this  too  while  Disease  was  weighing  him 
down  with  her  heavy  crushing  hand ;  that  we  could  hardly  realize  the  frust  of  his 
being  desUned  to  an  eariy  grave.  He  has  gone  m  and  out  among  the  wide  circle  of 
his  friends  and  acquaintances,  for  many  years,  laying  up  stores  of  friture  associ^tkm 
with  his  memory,  and  rearing  all  the  while  a  beautiful  and  enduring  monument  of 
his  excelling  genius^  ^To  few  in  our  country  in  their  own  life-time  has  Fame  sounded 
a  clearer  and  more  sssuring  pnan  than  that  which  she  has  breathed  over  the  easel  of 
Invar.  He  was  one  of  the  elect  of  Genius,  to  whom  was  vouchsafed  the  glorious 
vision  of  his  own  immortality.'  '  •  -  X  clkrotman  in  one  of  the  Southern  states, 
noted  for  the  easy  polish  of  his  manners,  and  especially  for  the  beauty  of  his  pen* 
msjlship,  had  a  favorite  slave,  who  fell  deeply  in  love  with  a  sabte  beauty  on  a  neigh- 
boring plantation.  The  ardor  of  the  flame  that  consumed  him  was  such  that  it  at 
length  overcame  his  bashfulness ;  and  he  begged  his  master  in  most  moving  terms  to 
write  a  *  lub-letter'  for  him.  The  master  at  once  consented ;  and  after  writing  a 
long  and  flowery  epistle,  in  the  most  approved  love-letter  style,  and  in  faultless  chiro- 
graphy,  read  it  over  to  the  expectant  *  darky.'  He  seemed  much  detighted  with  it, 
and  allowed  his  master  to  fold  and  almost  finish  directing  it,  when  a  shade  pasMd 
over  his  shining  countenance ;  and  looking  exceedingly  puzzled,  he  bmst  forth :  <  Oh 
Loan  I  Masn,  dat  nebber  do  I  Nebher  do,  hi  dis  'varsal  worid !'  *  Why,  how  now 
PoMFiT  ?  what  is  the  matter  7  What  is  it  that  displeases  you  hi  the  letter  ?'  <  Why, 
Ma«a !  you  Tamed  gemman,  and  not  know  dat ! — and  even  poor  Pour,  As  know? 
Oh  !  Lotd-gorra !  I  thought  white  folk  know  som'fAtn'/'  (This  last  was  an  aside,) 
00  n't  you  see,  you  nebber  )£ni«A  lub-letter?  You  not  say,  *  Please  excudge  de  bad 
writing !"  •  •  •  Among  the  '  club-laws  of  London,  jn  the  elder  time,  at  least  among 
those  of  one  of  the  clubs  of  London,  were  the  following,  which  seem  to  ue  to  par* 
take  somewhat  of  the  character  of  '  sanitary  regulations :'  *  If  any  member  absents 
himself  he  shall  forfeit  a  penny,  unleos  in  case  of  sickness  or  imprisonment ;  if  he 
tells  stories  m  the  club  Uiat  are  not  true,  he  shall  forfeit  for  every  third  lie  a  half* 
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penny.  If  any  member  brings  his  wife  into  the  club,  he  diall  pay  for  whatever  she 
drinks  or  smokes ;  and  if  his  wife  comes  to  fetch  him  home  from  the  club,  she  shall 
speak  to  him  outside  the  door.  None  shall  be  admitted  into  the  dub  that  is  of  the 
same  trade  with  any  other  member  of  it ;  and  no  one  of  the  club  shall  have  his 
clothes  or  shoes  mended  but  by  a  brother  member.'  This  strikes  us  as  something 
like  '  a  close  corporation/  •  •  •  In  reading  over  <  Lb  S.  N.'s  article,  we  are  nminded 
of  a  passage  in  the  manuscript  collegiate  poem,  to  which  we  made  a  brief  reference 

in  a  late  number : 

*  IxPXiUAL  Fashion  I  thy  impartial  care 
Thinfs  moit  momentonB  and  moat  trivial  share ; 
Now  criuhing  oonaeienoe  as  a  vulgar  Ibe, 

And  now  a  waist,  and  now  perchance  a  toe ; 
At  once  for  pistols  and  the  polka  TOtes, 
And  shapes  alike  our  characters  and  coats ; 
The  gravest  problem  that  the  world  divides, 
And  I  ightest  riddle,  in  a  breath  d  ecides : 
If  wrong  may  not,  by  circumstance,  be  right  t 
If  black  cravats  be  mbre  *  genteel'  than  white  t 
If  by  her  'bishop*  or  her  grace  aloiM 
A  real  lady  or  a  church  is  known  f* 

• 

*  To-day  she  slowly  drags  a  cumbrous  trail, 
And  Ton  rejoices  in  its  length  of  tail ; 
To-morrow,  changing  her  capricious  sport. 
She  trims  her  flounces  Just  as  much  too  short ; 
To-i^ay  right  jauntily  a  hat  she  wears 

That  scarce  affords  a  shelter  to  her  ears ; 
To-morrow,  haply  searching  long  in  vain. 
You  spy  her  face  far  down  a  Leghorn-lane.* 

Thb  leadmg  paper  in  the  present  number  will  arrest  the  attention  and  sustain  the 
interest  of  the  reader.  *'It  proceeds  from  the  pen  of  Major  G.  Tochman,  a  native  of 
Poland,  now  a  naturalized  citizen  of  this  *  asylum  for  the  oppressed,'  and  a  counsellor 
at  law  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States.  He  if  descended  fiiom  an  ancient 
and  noUe  family,  of  the  armorial  *Doleng4t,*  and  is  a  nephew  of  John  Skrztmicki, 
the  celebrated  General-in-Chief  of  the  Pdish  anny,  who  in  1830-'31  caused  the  Rus- 
sian Autocrat's  throne  to  tremble.  Mr.  Tochman  entered  the  *  Revolutionary  Army 
of  Poland  in  1830  as  a  volunteer,  and  in  a  few  months  was  promoted  to  the  rank  of 
major,  and  obtained  the  Gold  Cross  of  Honor,  *Virtuti  Militari,^  On  his  arrival  in 
France,  in  1834,  he  was  elected  by  his  fellow-exiles  Vice-President  of  the  Pdish  Coun- 
cil. In  1837  he  came  to  America,  and  soon  obtained  a  professorship  in  the  College  of 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Anxiety  to  serve  the  cause  of  his  native  land  induced  him  in 
1839  to  resign  his  profeasonhip.  In  the  course  of  the  succeeding  five  years  he  has 
won  golden  opinions  among  us  as  a  public  lecturer.  He  also  made  himself  favorably 
known  by  the  triumphant  controveny  with  a  correspondent  of  the  *  National  Intelli- 
gencer,' who  over  the  signature  of  *  Tacitus*  attempted  to  sketch  the  history  of  the 
Northern  nations  of  Europe,  and  ventured  to  decry  Poland  and  the  Poles.  During  his 
various  touts  in  the  United  States,  Major  Tochman  studied  our  institutions  and  laws, 
and  as  has  been  seen,  has  qualified  himself  to  take  the  highest  degree  of  the  American 
bar.  His  residence  is  in  this  city,  where  he  devotes  himself  with  assiduity  and  suc- 
cess to  the  duties  of  his  profession.  •  •  •  Evert  reader  of  the  Knickebjiocksr  will 
remember  Ollapoo's  account  of  the  bill  that  was  rendered  by  an  Italian  *  buster*  to 
our  estimable  friend  and  fellow-citizen,  Mr.  Philip  Honk,  for  busts  of  Washinoton  and 
Shaksfcaue  :  <  Mr.  Huon,  Squar :  Busto  Yaccbnton  and  Busto  Ginspisa,'  so  much 
monies.  The  *  Courier  and  Enquirer*  gives  even  a  better  specimen  than  this,  of  Eng^ 
lith  acquirements  in  the  vernacular.    It  seems  that  an  American  sailor,  on  a  recent 
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airival  at  Liverpool,  hired  a  horae  to  ride  a  ehort  dietaDce  into  the  oonntry ;  bat  a 
iaflor  on  a  firohc  does  not  always  retnm  with  as  mach  pnnctaality  as  some  other  elassee 
of  eqnestrians,  ancTon  this  occasion  the  hone  and  rider  not  coming  back  exactly  at  the 
time  stipulated,  the  horse  was  sent  for  by  the  owner.  The  next  day  the  bill  was  pre- 
sented ;  80  mneh  for  *Anor9afada,*  and  so  much  for  'Agitinonimome  /*  It  requires  a 
little  study  to  find  out  that  this  means  so  much  for  *  An  'orse  'alf  a  day,'  and  so  much  for 
•*  A-gitin'  on  'im  'ome  !*  •  •  •  We  *  say  nothing*  of  the  series  commenced  in  the  present 
number  under  the  title  of  'Lights  and  Shadows  of  Faahionable  Life  ;*  but  if  our  readers 
do  not  find  in  the  author — to  whose  person  or  whereabout  by-the-by  we  have  not  the 
slightest  cue  —  a  writer  of  rare  endowments ;  a  keen  observer,  who  with  a  faithful  pen- 
cil sketches '  what  he  sees,  and  part  of  which  he  is;*  set  us  down  as  no  soothsayer. 
Apropos  of  the  present  initial  paper :  Mr.  Sohkhil,  being  invisible,  cannot  of  coune 
correct  his  own  proofs ;  and  as  one  of  the  sheets  passed  to  the  press  without  the  revi- 
sion of  the  Editor,  we  must  ask  the  reader  to  correct  the  two  following  errors :  Near 
the  top  of  page  twenty-nine,  for  *  To  have  wasted  your  friends,*  etc.,  read  <  roasted;* 
and  in  the  thirty-second  line  of  the  one  hundred  and  thirtieth  page,  for  <  and  least  of 
all,*  etc.,  read  <  nor  least  of  all.*  •  •  •  An  artist  painted  Love  and  Time,  the  latter 
with  two  wings  outspread,  and  *  Love  without  a  feather.'  The  pictures  were  admired 
by  a  young  lady  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage : 


CopxBs  of  each  the  damebepok* ; 
The  artiflt,  ere  he  drew  a  stroke, 

Reverseid  hit  old  opintoDS, 
And  straishtway  to  the  fair  one  brings 
Tims  in  his  turn  devoid  of  wings, 

And  CuFio  with  two  pinions. 


'  What  blunder  *s  this."  the  lady  eries: 
*  No  blunder,  Mad»m,*  he  replies, 
I  hope  I'm  not  so  stupid^ 
Each  has  his  pinions  in  his  day, 
Tims,  before  marriage,  flies  away, 
And  alter  marriage,  Cufio.' 


Do  n't  let  us  say  any  thing  however  to  discourage  the  already  half-yielding  bache- 
lor. Let  him  still  bear  in  mind  that  *  Men  are  like  masonry,  never  to  be  depended 
upon  until  they  «e<<Ze.*  .  .  .  Nothino  is  more  characteristic  of  your  true  Frenchman 
than  his  irrepressible  curiosity,  which  he  will  often  gratify  at  the  expense  of  danger, 
and  sometimes  at  the  risk  of  his  life.  In  matters  of  science,  by  the  way,  this  peculiarity 
of  the  *  grand  nation*  has  been  of  great  service  to  mankind  A  friend  relates  a  story 
pleasantly  illustrative  of  this  insatiable  national  impulse.  A  young  Parisian  lawyer, 
accustomed  only  to  French  breakfasts,  arrived  in  the  morning  at  Dover  on  his  way 
to  London,  was  surprised  to  find  a  robust  John  Bull  seated  at  a  small  side-table, 
loaded  with  meats  and  their  accompaniments.  He  surveyed  him  attentively  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two,  and  then  began  to  soliloquize  in  an  '  undress  rehearsal'  of  the  sparse 
EngUsh  at  his  command  :  *  Mon  Dieu  !'  said  he,  *  can  it  be  posseeble  zat  cet  gentU- 
homme  is  ete  hees  hrekfaste  ?  Nevaie  minds ;  I  shall,  I  sink  I  shall  ask  heem. 
*  Monsieur !  I  am  stranger.  Vill  you  'av  ze  politesse  to  tell  me  wezzer  zat  is  your 
hrekfaste  or  your  denay  wat  you  eat  7'  John  rises  with  indignation,  his  cheeks  dis- 
tended with  a  large  portion  of  his  substantial  meal,  and  is  about  to  resent  what  he 
deems  an  affiont ;  but  discretion  gets  the  better  of  valor,  and  he  sits  down  again  to 
resume  his  meal.  The  Frenchman  paces  the  floor  dubiously  for  some  minutes, 
until  his  enhanced  curiosity  overcomes  his  temporary  timidity,  when  he  again  accosts 
the  sharp-set  son  of  '  perfidious  Albion :'  *  Sare,  if  yon  knew  de  reezon  wherefor*  I 
rek-quire  for  know  wezzer  zat  is  your  hrekfaste  or  your  denay  wat  yon  ete,  you 
would  'av  ze  politesse  to  tell  me  immediate,  and  sans  offence.*  John  was  silent,  as 
before,  but  his  face  actually  glowed  with  excitement  and  suppressed  passion.  All 
these  evidences  of  displeasure  however  were  lost  upon  the  curious  traveller,  who 
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onee  man  addreaed  hit  '  imwilliDgr  witoMi,'  and  this  time  fairly  bronglit  him  to  the 
nae  of  hii  qweeh ;  for  he  roee  in  great  anger,  accuaed  the  Freaehmaa  of  having  in- 
aolted  him ;  a  blow  followed,  and  a  doel  was  the  *  net  purport  and  iqpaliot'  of  the 
affiur.  Had  the  Frenchman'^  curionty  been  aatiafied,  he  would  doubtleae  have  been 
more  ateady-handed ;  <bQt  Pefltiny  had  wiUed  it  otherwiie.'  BoXiL'a  bullet  pierced 
him,  and  the  wound  was  deoided  to  be  mortaL  Engiiahmen  are  aaldom  ill4emperad 
npon  a  full  atomaoh :  our  hero  relented ;  he  waa  filled  with  remone  at  having  ahoi. 
the  poor  follow  on  ao  dight  a  provocation^  and  waa  moat  aojooua  to  make  amenda  for 
hia  fiinlt  *  My  friend,'  aaid  he  to  the  dying  man,  <  it  grievea  me  much  that  I  should 
have  been  ao  raah  aa  to  loae  my  temper  in  ao  trifling  a  matter ;  and  if  there  ia  any 
way  in  which  I  can  aerve  you,  reat  aaauied  you  have  only  to  name  it,  and  I  will  faith- 
Adly  perfonn  your  laat  request.*  *  ViU  you,  my  fren'  ?  —  sen,*  aaid  hia  victim,  writhing 
m  the  agoniea  of  death,  *  if  you  will  h$  »  kind  oa  UU  me  wexxer  xat  waa  four 
hrekfa&U  or  your  denay  wat  you  efe,  lahall  die  ver*  moeh  content  /'  •  •  •  Can  yon 
infionn  na,  reader,  who  ia  the  author  of  the  following  noble  linea  ?  We  have  re- 
peated them  to  not  a  few  peraona,  but  have  never  been  able  aatia£gu:torily  to  eatabliah 
thenr  paiemity.    They  purport  to  have  been  found  in  a  caae  containing  a  human  akele- 

ton: 

BKBOX.D  thin  ruin!  *t  wu  a  tkuU 
Once  of  ethereal  spirit  fbll! 
Tliia  narrow  cell  waa  life  'a  retreat, 
This  apace  was  Thought's  mysterious  seat : 
What  beauteous  pictures  filled  this  spot  1 
What  dreams  of  pleasure,  k>nf  forgot: 
Nor  lore,  nor  joy,  nor  hope,  nor  fhv. 
Has  left  one  trace  or  record  here ! 

Beneath  this  mouldering  canopy 

Once  shone  the  bright  and  buay  eye  j 

But  atart  not  at  the  dismal  void ! 

If  social  love  that  eve  eraploy'd, 

If  with  no  lawless  fire  it  gleam'd. 

But  through  the  dew  of  kindness  beam'd, 

That  eye  shall  be  forever  bright 

When  stars  and  auns  have  lost  their  light. 

Here,  in  this  silent  cavern,  hung 
The  ready,  swift,  and  tuneAil  tongue ; 
If  Falsehood's  honey  it  diadain'd. 
And  when  it  could  not  praise,  waa  ehain'd ; 
If  bold  in  Virtue*a  cause  it  spoke, 
*  Yet  gentle  concord  never  broke ; 

That  tuneful  tongue  shall  plead  for  thee 
When  death  unveils  eternity  I 


Bay,  did  these  fingers  delve  the  mine. 

Or  with  its  envied  rubies  shine  f 

To  hew  the  rock,  or  wear  the  gem. 

Can  nothing 

But,  I 

Ort __,_ 

These  hands  a  richer  meed  shall  claim 
Than  all  that  waits  on  Wealth  or  Fame! 


J  u«w  ue  rocK,  or  wear  tne  gem, 
in  nothing  now  avail  to  them; 
It,  if  the  Page  of  Truth  they  sought, 
•  comfort  to  the  mourner  brought. 


Avails  it  whether  bare  or  shod, 
These  feet  the  path  of  duty  trod. 
If  iVom  the  bowers  of  joy  they  fled 
To  soothe  Affliction's  humble  bed ; 
If  Grandeur's  guilty  bribe  they  spnm'd, 
And  home  to  Virtue's  lep  return'd ; 
These  feet  with  angel's  wings  shall  vie. 
And  tread  the  palace  of  the  sky! 

It  waa  our  privilege  and  great  pleaaure  to  be  preaent  aa  a  guest  the  other  even- 
igata  'feast  of  reason  and  flow  of  aoul,*  to  which,  althou|^  not  a  public  one,  we 
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may  be  pardoDed  for  adrertiiig.  SeToral  Scottiah  gentlemen  nmnmMrd,  with  a  few 
friends,  to  do  honor  to  the  memory  of  Burns,  their  custom  every  twelyemonth. 
The  best  of  cordial  feeling  and  good  fellowdiip  prevailed  ;  wit  and  mirth,. the  song, 
the  repartee,  the  anecdote,  enlivened  the  time ;  and  each  one  retired,  somewhere  in 
the  <  wee  short  hours  ayont  the  twal,'  satisfied  that  whether  or  no  there  was  ftietal 
enoogh  in  a  sword  to  be  beaten  into  a  ploughshare,  there  would  at  least  be  no  use  for 
the  weapon  between  two  nations  speaking  a  common  language,  that  was  not  quite  as 
hannleflB  for  evil  as  that  honored  agricultural  implement  The  remarks  of  the  chair- 
man, on  rising  to  propose  the  initial  toast  of  the  evening,  were  exceedingly  appit^riate, 
and  occasionally  eloquent  Among  other  characteristica  of  Burnb^b  writings,  he  al- 
luded to  their  nationality.  <  Like  ciream,  it  floats  on  the  iTkiriace  of  att  his  woite ;  it 
mingleo  in  his  humor  as  well  as  in  his  tendemees :  it  is  never  oflbnsive  to  an  En^ish 
ear ;  there  is  nothing  narrow-souled  m  it  He  rejoiced  in  Scotland's  ancient  glory  and 
strength ;  he  bestowed  his  auction  on  her  heathery  mouiftains,  as  well  as  on  her  ro- 
mantic vales ;  he  gloried  in  the  worth  of  hef  husbandmen  and  in  the  lovelinees  of  her 
maidemk  The  brackeny  ^ens  and  brae<sides  of  the  North  were  more  welcome 
to  his  sight  than  would  have  been  the  sunny  dales  of  Italy,  fragrant  with  ungathered 
grapes.'  Hie  speaker  gave  the  following  capital  anecdote,  which  he  had  from  the 
]q»  of  one  of  the  '  tWa  friens*  referred  to :  <  In  the  grenadier  company  of  a  Scottish 
regiment,  forming  part  of  the  British  anny  in  Spain,  were  two  privates,  known -among 
their  companions  a^  the  <  twa  friens,'  from  the  steadiness  of  their  mutual  attachment, 
and  otherwise  much  req^iected  for  propriety  of  conduct  In  one  of  the  last  skiimishes 
that  took  place  among  the  Lower  Pyrenees,  when  the  brave  British  soldieis  drove 
tiieir  opponents  from  one  entrenched  height  to  another  to  the  very  confines  of  the  '  sa- 
cred territory,'  one  df  the  '  friens'  received  a  severe  wound  in  the  thi^  During  the 
fow  weeks  the  troops  were  in  cantonment,  previous  to  entering  France,  the  wounded 
of  the  regiment  lay  in  a  church,  and  among  them  the  individual  new  mentioned.  His 
friend,  in  the  intervals  of  duty,  affectionately  watched  over  him.  On  one  occasion, 
while  visiting  and  cheering  the  siek  of  his  own  company,  finding  himself  placed  within 
a  few  feet  of  their  bed,  but  m  a  position  Where  he  remained  unseen,  he  could  not  forbear 
stoppmg  to  admire  the  behaviour  of  the  '  twa  friens ;'  and  as  he  confessed,  his  heart 
melted  even  to  tears  on  hearing  their  conversation.  '  Jamix,'  said  the  wounded  man, 
<  I  foel  sae  Strang  the  day,  that  I  lam  would  hear  you  read  to  me.'  *  I  am  most  will- 
mg,'  replied  his  companion,  *  but  I  fear  we  can  get  nae  books  here,  and  it 's  far  to  my 
quarters ;  an  ye  ken,  I  dinna  like  to  leave  you/  <  Look,'  was  the  answer,  <  m  my 
knapsack ;  there 's  twa  books  there — the  Bulb  and  Buriib's  poems.  If  ye  read,' 
eontinned  he,  looking  up  to  his  friend  with  a  grateful  smile, '  I  dinna  mnckle  care 
which  ye  get'  But  seemg  his  companion  look  grave,  and  rather  displeased,  the  pa- 
tient immediately  added :  '  Oh,  dmna  think,  Jamib,  I  undervalue  the  Word  o'  Truths 
or  wad  compare  the  divine  wi'  Ony  human  production ;  but  what  I  mean  is,  that  in 
iny  present  condition,  my  mind,  when  ye  read  Bctrns,  wad  be  sure  to  turn  on  some- 
thing gude ;  for  his  descriptions  are  sae  clear  and  sae  sweet,  that  they  bring  ither  days 
and  ither  places  to  mind ;  my  pains  are  forgot ;  my  thoughts  wander  far  away ;  our 
ain  heme  rises  before  me,  wi'its  green  knowes,  gowans,  and  glinting  bum ;  and  oh  S 
Jamix  !  I  think  upon  my  mither,-  and  upon  Jxanib  ;  and  my  heart,  a'  the  same  as  wi'  the 
I  Bible,  rises  to  God,  through  whose  khid  providence  I  hope  to  return,  never  to  leave  them 

I  nor  Scotland  mair.**    No  wondto  *  the  soldiers  mingled  their  sobs  and  teaxiU^gether' at 
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this  touching  picture.  •  •  •  Thb  Boston  Morning  Pott,  in  commending  the  raview 
of  Mr.  Foe's  poems  in  our  last  number,  takes  exception  to  the  inference  which  might 
be  drawn  from  our  remarks,  that  BIr.  Fob  really  *  humbugged^  the  courteous  people 
of  Boston  m  his  poem  of  *Al  Aaraaf,'  In  justice  to  the  Bostoaians,  we  make  the 
annexed  extract  from  the  '  Fost's  notice : 

*Now  in  relareoce  to  this  *  humbuff ing.'  th«  plain  troth  is  m  foDowa.  Mr.  Pes  deliTored  m  poam 
which  h«  Bud  wm  not  *  didactic,'  bafore  a  large  audieooa  in  thia  ciljr.  Ha  apoka  in  a  htbf  Toieab  and 
bat  aTmrr  amall  proportion  of  dioaa  praaeot  ponld  have  heard  BM>re  than  one  word  in  ten,  while  Tory 
few  coutd  have  told  whether  the  piece  was  prose  or  Terse,  had  it  not  been  for\he  sing'eonf  madinf 
of  the  aothor.  Amooff  thoae  who  did  hear  it,  there  was  bnt  one  opinion  of  iu  deaeriia,  iarng  Ua  d^ 
Umtry,  as  expressed  hy  nods,  winks,  smiles  and  yawns.  Nearly  if  not  quite  half  the  audience  actn- 
ally  left  the  halj  before  the  conclusion  of  the  reading,  and  those  who  raaMlned  ware  netuntcd  bj 
Ihelings  of  politeness  toward  a  tirmmgtr^  who,  thongh  sadly  disappointinff  them,  had  done  perhapa 
M  WM  M  he  was  able.  If  Mr.  Pes  has  erer  humbugged  anybody  in  this  city  into  the  belief  that 
what  he  delivered  was  ^oafry,  because  It  came  from  him,  we  should  like  to  sea  the  peiaan.  It  is  true 
that  the  audience  did  not  know  that  the  poem  was  written  in  the  *  tenth  year*  of  the  author ;  they 
only  knew  that  it  was  sad  stuff.  Moreover,  we  defy  Mr.  Pos  to  And  twenty  paO|4a  in  the  land,  out  af 
his  immediate  circle, (if  he  has  one.)  a  m^ority  of  whom  have  ever  seen  or  heard  of  half  the  Tersea 
he  has  manufactured.  Let  us  hear  no  more  of  this '  humbugging* the  Boetoniana,  whoYhom  kindly 
ftelings  to  a  stranger  heard  in  silance  that  which  they  knew  waa  baldardash,  or  who  silently  left  a 

Blace  from  which  they  felt  the  *  poet'  ought  to  have  been  expelled.  And  yet  he  boasts  of  Ua  oondnct ! 
lot  to  pass  to  a'more  plaaaaut  topic,'  etc 

GiTiirowDERi  and  whatever  fiery  thing  relates  theretOi  being  apparently  uppermost 
in  the  minds  of  our  patriotic  countrymen  just  now,  any  thii^  about  aitfllery  as  sure 
to  command  a  hearing.  <  Young  America'  (will  she  never  get  over  her  youth?)  like 
the  Fhiladelphia  firemen,  seems  bent  upon  having  a  row  —  for  the  good  of  the  ex- 
citement merely.  What  patriot  can  think  of  the  Pacific,  <  ay,  and  every  sand  that 
glitters  on  its  shore,'  {* glUtert?  is  good!)  and  long  retain  pacific  thou|^taT  <No 
peace !'  is  the  popular  cry, '  but  plenty  of  field-pieces ;'  and  the  monosyllable  gun  af- 
fords the  political  punster  so  ready  an  association  with  the  name  of  Oregon^  that  it 
can  hardly  fail  to  catch  the  eye  at  the  present  moment,  when  our  national  wags  at 
Washington  are  making  themselves  so  merry  about  bloodshed,  and  have  such  funny 

things  to  iay  of  annexation  and 

*  cutting  foreign  throats, 

Of  breaches,  ambuscades,  Spanish  bladee, 
Staam-ftigmtes,  stockade-fbrts  and  seventy-fonra.' 

Let  US  not  however  fall  into  the  lamentable  vein  of  beticose  buflboiiery  so  observable 
in  Congress,  touching  this  matter  of  gunnery.  Note  especially  the  buriesqae  resolu- 
tions (it  is  to  be  hoped  they  were  a  joke)  of  that  mad  Alabamian,  Fbuz  M'Conkbix, 
for  the  annexation  of  Ireland !  Mr.  M'Conkbij<,  by-the-by,  never  fidla  short  of  him- 
self;  and  from  the  umversal  felicity  of  every  thing  he  does,  may  well  exclaim : 

'  Bum  FxLDC,  qnis  enlm  neget  hoc  1  Felixque  manebo.' 

But  <  speaking  of  guns,'  we  hope  the  reader  will  not  lose  sight  of  the  notice  in  our 
review  department  of  Mr.  TasAOWiLL's  pamphlet,  which  has  seemed  to  us  of  sufficient 
impoitance*  to  arrest  not  the  eye  only,  but  the  grave  attention  of  all  those  who  hold  it 
prudent,  no  lees  in  peace  than  in  war,  to  watch  over  the  national  defence.  ...  As 
to  quoting  in  our  own  pages  the  encomiastic  remarks  of  others  upon  this  Maga- 
ane,  we  must  say  we  *  like  not  that.*  We  depart,  however,  for  once  from  our  uni- 
Ibim  observanee  in  this  regard ;  and  with  the  less  compunction,  that  we  have  seldom 
hesitated  to  quoto  whatever  has  been  said  against  the  Knickbebockee,  and  napeci- 
ally  any  animadvenions  upon  our  own  departments.  The  following,  from  the  pea 
of  a  distingnished  scholar  at  the  national  capital,  embracing  as  it  does  a  capital  il- 
lustration of  certain  legal  absurdities  to  which  we  have  not  unfrequontly  adverted, 
we  cannot  resist  the  inclination  to  lay  before  the  reader:  '  I  must  take  this  opportu- 
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nity  of  thanking  yon  for  the  continued  tranamianon  of  yonr  Magazine,  and  of  ex* 
premng  my  high  appreciation  of  its  well-sustained  interest  You  still  contrive,  I 
observe,  notwithstanding  the  great  merit  of  many  of  your  original  contributon,  to 
keep  the  best  of  it  for  your  own  share,  and  force  us  to  begin,  as  in  a  witch's  prayer, 
at  the  end  and  read  backward.  None  I  suppose  will  deny  that  yon  have  deserved 
well  in  the  cause  of  common  sense  and  right  feeling,  by  some  of  the  blows  which 
you  have  occasionally  dealt  to  the  hypocritical  pretences  and  quackeries  of  the  day. 
Amopg  others,  <  old  father  antic,  the  Law,*  seems  to  have  most  rightfully  oome  in 
for  his  diare  of  the  castigation.  I  could  not  help  thinking  of  you,  therefore,  when  I 
read  the  following  precious  admisaon  in  one  of  our  gravest  authorities.  Alter  dis- 
cnsring  9i  length  the  peiidezities  in  which  legal  subtlety  has  as  usual  involved  itself, 
in  deciding  upon  the  distribution  of  property  where  the  intestate's  domioil  is  in  one 
country  and  the  estate  in  another,  and  the  laws  of  mamage  different  in  both,  the 
aatiaiactoiy  result  anived  at  is,  that  <The  same  peison  would,  by  the  same  court, 
and  by  this  paradox  in  the  law,  be  deemed  legitimate  as  to  Ihe  real  estate  and  ille- 
gitimate as  to  the  peisonal ;  legitimate  as'to  the  mill,  illegitimate  as  to  the  machinery; 
bom  in  lawftd  wedlock  as  to  the  bam,  but  a  bastard  as  to  the  grain  within  it !' 
Does  not  this  read  like  one  of  the  irreverent  impertmenees  of  Pumoh  7-- and  might 
not  the  epigrammatist  well  say, '  No9tr&  ttuUiti&f  Justtmofw,  MpM  T* 

•  Whbn  wintry  tbawa  imp«l  the  waT« 
Beyond  the  ehannel*t  peiibled  bounds, 
And  hoarse  the  red-gorged  rivers  nf% 
•  To  mine  their  arching  iey  mounds ; 

Though  they  rush  against  the  shore, 
WaTes  successive  tumbling  o'er; 
While  clouds  like  low-brow'd  rvMinttlM  lower, 
And  pour  the  <;htUiog sleety  shower; 
Then  let  me  by  the  torrent  roam 
At  nif  bt,  to  watch  the  chnrniag  ibem  V 

So  ongii  Jomi  Litdxn,  *  and  so  say  all  of  ««,'  fiiend  <  P.'  To  explain :  we  have 
much  in  common  with  our  town-correspondent,  in  his  *  love  of  Nature  m  her  stomy 
moods,'  as  many  a  solitary  promenade  in  tempestuous  weather  along  the  battery- walks 
wet  with  sea-spray  can  bear  us  witness.  '  The  spirit's  stride  that  treads  the  northern 
stonn ;'  knotted  rushes  bending  and  twisting  in  their  matted  ranks  by  the  roused 
lake's  sounding  shore ;  frmged  snow-flakes,  (<  Dutch  blankets'  we  used  to  call  them,) 
sailing  idly  in  the  soft,  yielding  atmosphere,  and  weaving  as  they  fall  their  <  frolic  ar- 
chitecture ;'  eaves  with  pendant  icicles,  ribbed  like  the  rattle-snake's  beads ;  windows 
tinkling  with  dancing  hail  and  sleet ;  all  these  came  back  upon  us  from  the  morning  of 
life,  as  we  read  our  correspondent's  rhapsody.  But  the  sketch  is  too  long,  and  it  came 
too  late ;  moreover,  the  cacography  is  sad  enough,  and  the  paper  bndcen  out  all  over 
with  something  like  a  cutaneous  eruption.  17  Will  our  correspondents  ahoayt  send 
OS  their  communications  upon  easily-written-on  paper?  <  A  special  request  Re- 
spect this.'  -  *  •  Thx  statement  made  below  should  be  taken  we  think  cum  grano 
Mlis.  If  it  were  not  upon  undoubted  New-England  authority,  we  should  be  incUned 
to  doubt  it  altogether :  '  A  farmer  near  Lowell,  to  save  expense,  undertook  to  make  a 
plough  with  his  own  hands.  It  looked  so  ugly  when  finished,  that  he  deemed  it  pradent 
to  chain  it  to  an  apple-tree ;  but  it  got  loose  during  the  night,  and  killed  two  of  his 
calves !'  •  •  •  Ws  do  no  not  afiect  the  pinings  of  rejected  suitors,  in  verse  or  prose. 
Ink  is  shed  copiously  for  <  mittens'  by  many  of  our  correspondents.  The  '  Lines  to 
Kate'  are  lugubrious  enough,  being  something  below  the  pitch  of  Stebnbold  and 
HoniHik    C.'s  'Stanzas  for  Her  vbo  aoiU  Understand  thsm*  are  better ;  bat  thsy  are 
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very  poor.  *  ■  *  Potatobs  are  <  the  public  thing'  on  the  other  side  of  the  water  jut 
at  this  moment  Disease  sits  at  the  Tory  hearts  of  '  the  murphies'  and  *  gnaws  at  his 
cruel  leisure.'  Punch  hes  a  letter  from.  <  A.  Tatuk,'  describing  a  malady  which  is  af- 
fecting the  'eyes'  of  himself  and  nearly  all  his  acquaintances.  Hiese  evils  are  set 
forth  by  the  journals  in  prose  and  rhyme.  'The  Lay  of  the  Blighted  Potatt^  mdi- 
cates  the  general  sympathy  which  is  felt  in  this  matter.    We  give  a  single  affecting 

stanza: 

*.  pm  d«j  I  took  a  murpky  ont  to  peel  it, 

CaatiDf  t^e  peelinf  parelauly  awaj  ;     • 
When  (horrid  (act!  I  tbudder  to  rereal  it.*) 

1  flniBd  it  bUfbted-r  hMteaiBf  to  doc^. 
Yainly  I  strove  the  wholaeome  parti  to  cherial^ 

Bnt  Douf  ht  remained  of  what  li  new  so  dear; 
Only  with  life  shall  the  reqiemhraiiee  perish. 

How  bad  potatoes  hare  tiiroed  out  this  year!* 

Owmo  to  one  of  tbose  confoundedly  unlucky  aooideats,  known  only,  we  must  oer- 
tamly  belioTe,  to  printing-offices,  soTeral  pages  of  *  Oouip,*  incJnding  four  or  five  sub- 
sections which  it  irks  us  beyond  expression  to  omit ;  such  as  notices  of  the  fine  arts 
and  American  artists;  four  or  five  late  publications ;  new  journals  in  prospect;  'confi- 
dences' with  new  correspondents,  etc ;  are  as  unavoidably  as  vezationsly  '  laid  over* 
until  our  next  Excellent  papen  in  prose  and  venw,  fipom  &vorite  old  and  weloome 
new  contributors,  await  insertion  in  our  next 


Tbb  Dsaxa.— Pasx-Thbatbs;  Ricbabs  *Rbpitxvus.'— The  past  OMmth  may  be  rofarded, 
•ad  will  m>  doobt  be  looked  baek  to  in  years  tooome,  as  aa  era  is  theatrical  matters  on  this  side  of 
the  wator.  Splendid  spectacles  of  the  melo-dramatle  grade  |  flrom  the  almost  forgottoa  *  Ch«rry  and 
Fair  Star,'  when  the  dasUnf  Miss  Kau.T  and  the  lovely  and  erer  Iff  be- lef  retted  Miss  JoBMSoir 
were  the  'bright  particnlar  stars,'  down  to  the  sMire  recent  American  Sea  serpent,  with  Placiob 
Ibr  the  beio ;  hare  amaaed,  dazzled  and  deUghted  the  gaping  groundlings,  and  the  iligaates  of  the 
boxes,  many  a  time  and  oft  at  our  own  Old  Dnuy;  spangled  and  bedecked  with  all  the  glara  and 
flittor  of  patoat-leather  and  gold  Ibll }  while  the  dassie  drama,  the  pure  Castaliaa,  has  been  snibnd 
to  amy  ijtself  as  it  might,  in  the  old  stock  hope  and  bnskin  of  ihp  property-room.  *ilbw  eeeiis 
ekmgt  tmu  €4U ;  ^d  now  our  pld  friend  '  RioiAmD,'  shaking  the  dnst  of  his  ancient  mantle  from 
his  hump,  has  con^e  ont  in  a  new  suit ;  not  of  gilt  and  spangles,  like  a  melodramatic  hero,  bnt  in  clotb 
of  (old,  glittoring  with  real  gemi,  pure  diamonds,  without  spot  or  flaw  to  blur  their  brilliancy  or  mar 
their  imnucolato  purity.  Thanks  to  Mr.  Cbaujis  Kjuk  I  thanks  to  Mrs^  CHAai.Bi  Keajh  I  thanks 
to  Mr.  Bdkund  ^lMnofl  I  thanks  to  Mr.  TqpMAs  Babbt  !— great  things  have  been  done !  SbjUcs- 
rKUta'i  Atee  bes  been  washed,  and  the  most  unmitigated  of  his  Tillaiqs  stands  before  us  in  a  dean 
shirt  There  is  no  jest,  but  a  pleasant  truth  in  this  matter,  as  the  traasnry  of  the  Park  can  snfl- 
ciently  testify.  The  most  critical  are  satisfled  (or  rather  4is*eatisfled  because  they  cannot  find  fltult) 
with  the  perfection  of  every  thing  connected  with  the  new  scenery,  new  dresses^  and  all  the  novel 
splendid  and  charactoristic  aoeon^paniments  which  oompooe  the  'anss  pm  sesas'  of  the  plaj  of 
RiOBAaD  the  Third,  as  produced  during  this  last  engagement  of  the  ^j^ams.  Already  the  New« 
York  public  are  fhmiliar  with  this  gorgeous  yet  chaste  and  faithftilly  historical  exhibition ;  and  there- 
fore we  shall  not  make  an  inyentor^  of  its  details  of  magnificent  scenery,  its  rich  dresses  its  grand 
processions,  the  bustle  of  Its  action,  and  the  oompleteyUiBSss,  if  such  a  word  may  be  used,  of  the 
entire  spectacle,  flt>m  first  to  last  To  all  connected  with  the  *  getting  np,'  great  praise  is  due ;  Che 
/sacs  they  have  got  already ;  and  whether  the  audiences  which  for  sixteen  successive  nights,  G•^)a• 
gating  the  verb  'to  cram'  through  all  ite  moods  and  tenses,  congregated  there  to  soothe  pageant,  or 
the  play,  or  both,  it  nutters  not  to  the  treasury  albresaid. 

Mr.KsAN'i  ectiv  of  the  Duke  of  CHoster  is  only  respectable ;  it  is  not  equal  to  his  Hamubt  nor 
his  Roxso.  He  is  great  only  in '  points.'  He  does  not  sustain  the  cbaraeter  evenly  throughoot;  It 
rises  and  falls.  At  times  he  is  brilliant,  vivid,  and  so  true  that  one  is  stvtled  with  his  power  {  agaia 
he  is  etoudy,  dull  and  tame,  and  seems  hurrying  out  words  as  if  there  was  ap  meaning  attached  to  theB^ 
and  as  if  his  great  object  were  to  discharge  them  as  a  patent  detonator  does  bullet^  in  a  glvea  spaee 
of  time.    There  is  no  play  of  Sbaxspbasb's  more  tusesptible  of  trickery  than  thm;  aadMr.KBsii 
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coodMCMidi  to  avail  himaelf  rathor  too  often  perhaps  of  this  doubtlbl  adranta^e.  We  did  not  per- 
eeiva  anj  elTort  at  orifiaallty  in  Mr.  Kxan's  readiuf ;  and  he  certainly  evincad  bla  good  taiite  in 
giriar  tha  raceired  conception  of  this  well-known  character.  The  little  that  Mrs.  Ksjur  bad  to  do 
aa  *  Queen  Elszabxtb'  made  that  part  to  onr  thlnkinf  the  gem  of  tha  piace.  There  baa  never  any 
thing  been  made  of  this  character  before,  to  come  fMor  her  baautiflil  execation  of  it.  Tlie  partiof 
with  the  ehildron  in  the  tower  was  moet  truth  AUly  affactinff.  It  was  tha  reflection  of  Nature  heraalf; 
aad  mot  with  anch  ftdl  ratpooM  aa  might  have  flattered  even  the  fiur  artiate  hemeU;  accuatomed  aa 
aha  ia  to  the  general  laudation  of  tha  moit  critical  audlancea.  Mrs.  Abbot  aa  tha  *Lady  Ama*  waa 
quite  ellbctive  in  tha  courting  aeene.  She  looked  the  character  extremely  wall,  aad  her  acting  of  it 
waa  better  iu  every  aenae  than  any  one  of  her  pradeceaaora  now  remembered.  If  she  would  throw 
aaide  a  little  of  that  *  maavaiae  honte'  which  stands  in  her  way,  and  take  to*  herself  the  aama  quan- 
tity of  fire  and  spirit  in  her  performances,  she  would  do  herself  justice,  and  place  herself  in  that  posi- 
tion  aa  an  actress  which  nothing  but  a  sense  of  diffidence  prevents  her  now  fh>m  attaining.  •  •  •  TBB 
admirers  of  the  BtXUi  will  in  the  new  piece, '  La  QtBeiUt*  about  to  be  produced  at  tha  Park,  have  aa 
opportunity  of  testifying  their  approbation  of  all  that  is  gracaftil  in  the  dance,  or  expressive  in,  pan* 
tomime.as  displayed  by  the  aylph-like  Avousta.  Tbia  ballet  created  a  parftct>lirors  In  Europe,  and 
will  no  doubt  out-rival  here  the  Ihr-ikmed  Bayadere,  for  tha  prodnetioii  of  which  in  thia  country,  let 
it  be  ramamharad,  wa  are  ladabtad  atone  to  the  peerleaa  AvousTiU  The  ballot  of  *  Giaalla'  has  among 
lis  other  attractions  that  ghoatly  interest,  that  unearthly  and  sepulchral  tone,  which  gives  a  peculiar 
charaetar  to  tha  *  alley  scene*  ia  *  Robert  the  DevlL'  Tha  music  is  particularly  adapted  to  tha  sen- 
tlBMBt,  auHhe  dresses,  scenery,  etc,  so  far  as  can  b«  learned  at  the  early  hour  at  which  wa  write,  are 
brought  forward  with  that  disregard  of  expense  whkh  eharaeterSsed  the  lata  magnificent  rapresaa- 
tatlon  of  RiCHABD  the  Third.  a 


LrrBBABT  RscoBO.— The  *  It^rtk'Autricmn  JZsaJcm'  for  the  January  quarter  is  an  excellant 
Bumbor  of  that  time-honored  and  well-sustainad  joumaL  Tha  articles  are '  Fxin^T*a  Greece  under 
the  Roomos;'  *8t.  Cbetcostok  and  his  Style  of  Pulpit  Eloquence}'  *The  Punishment  of  Deatki' 
*The  Pioneers  of  Kentucky;'  'Maboabxt,  a  Tale  of  the  Real  and  the  Ideal;'  'John  Fosm'a 
Kaaayai'  *Dr.  AuNorD'a  Miacellaneoua  Writinga;'  'Wabb's  Lift  of  Hbnbt  Wab^,  Jr.;'  'The 
Oregon  Queation  ;*  aad  aeven  brief  '  Critical  Noticaa.'  Of  theae  articles  we  have  found  leisure  for 
tha  carafU  perusal  of  only  four ;  that  on  the  death  punishment,  a  masteriy  paper,  markad  by  equal 
eourtesy  aad  power;  the  admirable  aketch  of  Danibl  Boon  and  his  pioneer  companiona ;  the  re- 
view of  'Margaret,*  heretofore  noticed  with  favor  in  thia  Magasine,  and  the  by-no*mean»>flatteriag 
pieCwe  of  Oregon,  and  ita  worth  aa  a  bone  of  national  contention.  These  are  articles  which  do 
honor  to  the  Review.  A  hasty  glance  through  one  or  two  of  the  other  papers  in  the  number,  enablaa 
UB  to  pnnottBca  tha  whole  an  excellent  specimen  of  what  an  American  Quarterly  Review  should  be. 
Its  naat  and  lasteAil  appearance  reflects  the  highest  credit  upon  the  pi^blishers,  Messrs.  Ona  Bbojl]>- 
■BS  AMD  CoMPAMT.  Mcasrs.  C.  S.  Fban CIS  AND  CoMPAinr  are  the  New-York  agents.  .  .  .  Gbbs- 
LST  AJTD  M'Elbath'S  *  Formert*  Likrmry  and  MoiUkhf  JaumaX  o/JgrieuUmrt'  for  January  is  filled 
with  valuable  mattbr.  Knowing  it  to  be  a  record,  among  other  things,  of  all  late  improvements  in 
brteds  of  domestic  animals,  wa  ware  somewhat  startled  to  find  at  tha  bead  of  one  of  its  pages,  ia 
staring  capitals,  *  Tka  IfydrmUie  Htm  /*  Our  first  impression  was,  that  science  had  bean  making  a 
wondarflil  discovery ;  but  a  glance  at  tha  text,  and  at  the  engravings  of  '  nuta,' '  acrews*  and  '  ooeka* 
with  pipaa  aix  hundred  feet  in  length  and  one  and  a  half  iachea  bore,  re&ssnred  us,  and  revealed  an 
iaatmmant  for  rabtng  water  to  any  desired  height  An  important  discovery,  to  all  owners  of  cows, 
is  dascribad  in  the  opening  of  the  *  Journal'  department.  It  is  no  less  than  the  ability,  by  external 
obaarvation  of  tha  animal  alone,  to  detarmina  the  milking  properties  of  naat  catt/e.  and  to  name 
tha  exact  number  of  pints  of  milk  that  will  be  given  by  any  one  cow.  The  discoverer,  a  French* 
man  naawd  Gobnom,  in  forty-six  cows, '  entire  strangors'  to  him,  named  the  exact  number  of  pinu 
given  by  each  animal.  •  Curious,  is  n't  it  t'  .  .  .  Numbbbs  Six  and  Seven  of  *Hmrpirt*  New  Mii- 
ctn^tf  conuin  the  *  Life  of  Paitx.  Jo^s,  by  Ai.bzandbb  Slxoxxx  Mackxmxib,  U.  S.  N.*  It  is  aa 
aaihantic  and  very  interesting  volume,  compiled  from  works  chiefiy  compofed  of  original  letters  of 
JaifBa,  which  convey  adistinct  idea  of  his  life  aad  character.  It  is  embellished  by  a  portrait  of  ita 
sabjact,  exeellanUy  engraved  by  Paunaoncx.  .  .  .  Mxaana.  Painb  and  BuaaiBsa,  John-street, 
havo  pnbliahed,  in  two  handsome  volumes, «  TJU  Qruf  of  Hu  Qre«k$,'  by  G.  A.  Pbbpicaku,  A-  M., 
lata  Cooanl  of  tha  United  States  at  Athens.  We  receive  these  volumes  at  too  late  an  hour  ade- 
quately to  conaidar  their  mariu  and  attraetiona;  but  that  they  Anas  merita  and  attractiona,  of  a 
Ugh  order,  oar  knowladgo  of  the  anthor,  an  accompiiahad  aeholar,  a  keen  obaerver,  aad  a  falicitoas 
writer,  wa  can  wish  eonfidanea  pradid  lu   We  ahall  take  aaothar  occaaion  t9  do  jnsfka  to  tha 
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work.  .  .  .  llBa8ftS.Wu.KT  akd  Putnak  haT«  Jiut  iMuod  a  volums  entitled  *A  5efiMl  t»  U« 
Vt$tif$a  ^f  OrtaXiam!  a  work  of  ezplonatioiu  of  tk«  author's  tbrmor  treatiie,  which  created  loeon- 
■iderable  a  Miuation  in  the  acientifle  world.  The  '  Veetigee'  had  baea  pretty  eerarely  handled  by 
the  Edinburfh  and  tome  other  reviewer*,  and  was  ref arded  by  them  aa  tendiof  to  atheiem.  The  uihor 
doei  not  regard  the  origin  of  lift  aa  the  reanlt  of  a  direct  flat  of  the  Auoohtt,  but  of  regular  laws 
eatabliahed  from  eternity.  Under  the  operation  of  theae  lawa,  he  eonaiders  that  there  haa  been  a 
progreaaive  development  of  organic  exiatencea,  from  the  loweat  ordera  up  to  the  higheft  now  ob- 
aervaUe  on  the  earth.  The  aatronomieal  and  geological  facta  which  he  addncea  to  anatain  thia  theory 
are  truly  aatoniahing,  and  muat  be  admitted  to  go  Ar  toward  proving  it.  Aa  to  ita  atheiatie  tendency, 
the  aathor  contenda  that  there  la  nothing  irreligiona  in  the  attempt  to  conceive  creation,  aa  well  aa 
reproduction,  carried  on  by  univeraal  lawa.  The  aubjeet  la  certainty  one  of  great  intereat,  and  we 
ahoald  be  alow  in  condemning  any  philoaophical  apeculationa  aa  acheiatical  becauae  they  contravene 
long-eettled  opiniona,  when  we  recollect  that  it  waa  but  a  few  yeara  ago  that  geological  theoriea,  now 
proved  to  be  correct,  and  admitted  not  to  contradict  the  acriptural  account  of  the  earth,  were  univer- 
aally  regarded  aa  atheiatical,  or  at  least  deiatical,  in  their  tendency.  Moasrs.  Wilxt  anp  Putkah's 
'  Library  of  Choice  Reading*  haa  been  enriched  by  the  addition  to  ita  volumea  of  Faufax's  traua* 
lation  of  Tabso's  *  Jaruaaiam  JDaltvtrc^'  with  an  introductory  eaaay  by  Lkxob  Humt,  and  the  }xfv^ 
of  the  author  and  tranalator,  by  Ckajllu  Kniobt.  The  preaent  ia  the  first  American  from  the 
seventh  London  edition,  and  ia  rdtirinted  from  the  original  folio  of  IGOO.  .  .  .  SpKAxnfO  of  'Li- 
trariea,'  we  are  reminded  of  the  sixth  volume  of  Fbahcis  akd  CoKPAKT'a  excellent  'Cabinet  Li- 
brary of  Choice  Proee  and  Poetry,'  which  containa  the  *  TfgUiUa^  ScmmeU,  amd  ytr$t»  ^f  Ta^burd,* 
a  moat  acceptable  addttioa  to  the  tndf '  choice  reading'  of  the  day.    If  the  volume  contained  only 

*  Ion'  alone,  it  would  be  worth  twice  the  price  at  which  it  b  aold,  to  any  reader  of  pure  and  claaaic 
taste.  ...  A  VKftT  useAU  little  work  ia  Mr.  Moairs  EnTHXiUEn's  ^Phrmat-Book  te  EngUtk  mmd 
Oeraum,'  with  a  literal  tranalation  of  the  German  into  Engliah,  and  a  complete  ezplanatioa  of  the 
aounda  and  the  accentuation  of  the  Gemma.  Mr.  EBTHKix.Ba  *ia  a  popular  teacher  of  the  Gennan 
laaguaffe  in  thia  city,  and  hia  work  ia  the  reanlt  of  hia  obeervation  of  the  wanta  of  learnera.  We 
commend  it  to  a  generoua  accepuuce  at  the  hands  of  nil  who  would  even  know  a  UuU  Gamai^ 
buteapecially  to  atudenta  of  that  now  popular  language.  ...  Dr.  Hsv&t  J.  Bion«w*s  *JM4r§M 
h^fkn  Uka  BiflMUm  MtdiUl  SocUtf  if  Smrvmrd  Ommtnitf  doea  thai  gendeman  much  honor.  If 
there  ia  another  young  physician  in  Boaion  who  could  have  written  so  clever  a  pamphlet,  it  ia  a  moat 
favorable  angucy  ftir  the  ooatianed  repuUUon  and  anooeaa  of  the  Beaton  Sehool  of  Medicine.  It  ia 
not  OMrely  clever ;  it  ia  a  learned  and  elaborate  aurvey  of  the  preaent  atate  of  medical  prograaa. 
It  diaplaya  great  care,  much  reading,  and  an  unusual  degree  of  aound  philoeopMcal  thought  The 
chief  objection  that  can  be  urged  to  it,  ia  the  want  of  that  decided  authority  thatgray  hairs  dona  can 
give.  Few  old  physicians  could  have  manifested  a  more  profound  acquaintance  with  the  condition 
and  reqniremenU  of  their  profession ;  we  doubt  if  any  could  have  shown  so  great  a  feauliarHy  with 
its  phikMopby,  as  modified  by  recent  discoTeries.  No  <Hie,  either  young  or  old,  could  with  more  ardor 
have  examined  modem  systems;  with  more  candor  accepted  new  light;  or  with  more  confidence 
repudiated  the  fallacies  and  empericism  of  the  day,  than  I>octor  Bioblow  has  done.  Had  the  same 
words,  or  even  le«  wise  ones,  fellen  IVom  bis  father,  they  would  have  been  oraciAar.  Not  that  one 
would  so  easily  gather  from  the  style  or  sentiments  of  the  address  that  the  author  waa  a  gray-beard ; 
but  knowing  the  feet,  perhaps  we  are  more  inclined  to  be  critical  in  reading  it  In  this  humor  wo 
may  object  to  a  somewhat  too  abundant  illustration  of  his  theme  by  analogy.  Ia  the  main  he  is  car* 
tainly  right ;  bat  now  and  then  it  strikes  us  a  logician  might  discover  a  flaw.    Doctor  BiosLOir  saya : 

•  The  great  phUoeopher  of  the  seventeenth  century  informs  us  that  'They  hare  in  Turkey  a  Drink 
calledCoffa,madeof  a  Berry  of  the  same  nnsM,  as  black  es  Boot  and  of  a  strong  Sent;  which  they 
take,  beaten  into  powder,  in  Water  as  hot  as  they  can  Drink  it  This  Drink  oomforteth  the  Brain  and 
Heart,  and  helpeth  Digestion.'  Two  centuries  Uter,  the  civilised  world  breakfastt  upon  eoifea,  and 
drinks  tea;  becauae,^ys  the  great  chemist  of  the  nineteenth  century,  *  TAsmm  and  e^fs^aa,  their 
peculiar  principles,  are  in  aU  respects  identical,  and  supply  the  human  system  with  exactlj  as  many 
ntoms  of  nitrogen  and  carbon  as  it  requires  to  manufectnre  l^  ini,  the  emential  constituent  of  bikb* 
It  is  an  obvious  answer  to  this,  (and  though  a  superficial  one,  yet  anfliciettt,)  that  nobody,  not  even 
LxKBio  himaelf,  makea  hia  break  feat  upou  coffee  becmue  chemistry  haa  discovered  iu  constitaeat 
proportiona  of  nitrogen  and  carbon.  But  our  '  plentiAiI  lack'  of  room  warns  ua  to  aay  •  BemedieU^ 
to  the  pamphlet  of  our  Uiented  author. .  .  .  Wx  have  from  Hoblanb  AMD  Ellis.  Broadway,  two 
uaeful  little  Totumea ;  one.  '  il  Pieimn  of  ^iw^-r•^*  ts  184(1,'  illuatrated  by  numerous  engnTinga, 
and  an  exceUeut  guide  to  citisena  and  strangers ;  the  other,  *  flFittioaw's  SUtitHeml  Oeaymuen,  mmd 
PictarW^lBiawic /er  1846,' with  sixteen  portrait^  which  by.the*y  are  a  disgrace  to  the  work,  a*l 
to  the  engraver  who  execnted  them.    InaUotharTeapecta,th«volnaMiaaBnne^ptablaeseu 
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THE      leXECUTIONER. 

A     KARUATIVK     op     the     SEVENTEtNTH     CENTURY     IN     ENOLAND, 


B*    0.    A.    AX^KXAMOBR. 


Lord  Stair  bad  commanded  the  British  army  in  thcf  sticcessful 
battle  of  Dettingen ;  but  certain  dispositions  which  he  considered 
necessary  to  secure  the  fruits  of  victory  having  l>een  overruled  by 
his  sovereign,  George  II.,  who  was  also  present  in  the  action,  the 
irritated  nobleman  had  thought  proper  to  throw  up  his  conotmand 
and  withdraw  from  the  theatre  of  war.  It  was  his  intention  to  re- 
tire from  public  life  to  his  estates  in  the  country ;  but,  on  his  route 
thither,  private  business  of  an  embarrassing  nature  had  occurred  to 
detain  him  for  some  time  in  London. 

While  here,  he  was  surprised  by  a  summons  from  some  unknown 
person  to  a  remote  and  obscure  part  of  the  city.  In  another  tem- 
per of  mind,  this  call  might  have  been  treated  by  him  as  an  imper- 
tinence, but  the  vexations  which  he  had  lately  undergone  had  reU"^ 
dered  him  indifferent  to  merely  ceremonious  considerations.  He 
proceeded  therefore  according  to  the  instructions  given,  and  having, 
with  much  fatigue  and  some  difficulty,  reached  the  place  of  ap- 
pointment, found  himself  in  a  miserable  chamber,  attainable  only 
by  a  flight  of  ruinous  steps,  and  furnished  in  a  manner  perfectly  an- 
swerable to  the  squalor  and  dreariness  of  the  quarter  in  which  it 
was  situated.  On  a  wretched  couch  reclined  the  only  occupant  of 
the  room,  a  man  apparently  bowed  beneath  the  weight  of  extreme 
age  and  destitution.  This  individual,  having  satisfied  himself  of 
the  identity  of  his  visitor,  pointed  him  to  the  only  seat,  and  addressed 
him  in  words  to  the  following  effect :  ^ 

*  You  see  before  you,  my  lord,  not  an  applicant  for  your  bounty 
or  commiseration,  bu^^me  who,  wishing  for  no  other  accommodation 
but  that  which  you  see,  was  yet  o^ce  possessed  of  domains  as  large, 
a  name  as  high,  a  race  as  untainted  as  your  own*    Nay^  why  should 
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I  hesitate  to  declare,  that  the  blood  which  flows  in  your  veins  and 
ebbs  so  languidly  in  mine,  has  been  derived  from  the  same  ances- 
tral source  1  Long,  very  long  is  it,  since  I  have  looked  upon  any 
kindred  features  ;  but  in  distant  lands  I  have  not  lost  sight  of  your 
fortunes  nor  failed  to  sympathize  in  the  embarrassments  which  have 
overtaken  them.  It  is  these  which  have  led  me  to  seek  this  inter- 
view ;  and  the  papers  which  lie  on  the  table  before  you,  while  they 
attest  the  truth  of  my  assertions,  will  suffice  to  extricate  your  af- 
fairs (so  far  as  these  are  5f  a  private  nature)  from  the  difficulties  in 
which  they  are  at  present  involved. 

*  But  you  will  find,  too,  a  narrative  never  before  communicated 
to  human  ear,  which  will  show  that  yours  is  not  the  first  instance 
in  which  the  resentment  of  One  of  our  house  has  had  for  its  object 
the  highest  personage  of  the  realm.  If  what  you  will  there  read 
of  the  violence  and  blindness  of  misguided  passion  shall  lead  you, 
under  the  present  or  any  future  circumstances,  to  set  a  higher  value 
on  the  practice  of  moderation,  circumspection  and  forbearance,  the 
only  end  which  such  a  communication  can  answer  will  have  been 
attained.  Without  seeking  to  awaken  an  unavailing  sympathy,  I 
may  yet  commend  myself  to  your  remembrance  as  an  example  of 
errors  to  be  shunned  and  mischie&  to  be  dreaded ;  but  with  this 
my  mission  terminates,  and  this  our  first  interview  will  also  be  our 
last.' 

Finding  all  offers  of  service  peremptorily  rejected,  Lord  Stair 
received  the  papers  and  withdrew.  On  returning  home,  among 
others  of  great  importance  to  his  personal  interest,  he  found,  as  he 
had  been  taught  to  expect,  the  following  nairative. 


Some  influence,  before  unfelt,  recalling  images  of  peace  and  inno- 
cence long  forfeited  and  departed,  urges  me  to  the  recital  of  events 
whose  record  has  heretofore  existed  only  in  the  depths  of  a  heart 
abandoned  to  sorrow  and  remorse. 

I  have  lived  —  no  matter  how  long :  the  sequel  will  sufficiently 
show.*  Neither  imports  it  to  say  where  the  light  first  visited  eyes 
which  watch  only  for  the  shadows  that  shall  close  them  in  the  calm 
unconsciousness  of  the  grave.  In  England  there  are  many  scenes 
where  nature  gives  back  with  serene  and  touching  beauty  the  smiles 
of  her  happy  children ;  homes  around  which  the  eglantine  and 
honey-suckle  breathe  not  fragrance  more  sweet  than  that  of  the 
pure  and  holy  affections  enshrined  within.  Over  many  such  I  might 
have  once  looked  with  pride  —  not  blameless  perhaps  —  yet  not  un- 
accompanied by  a  full  sense  of  the  responsibility  which  I  owed  to 
the  inmates,  devolved  upon  me  by  a  long  course  of  reciprocal  ser- 
vice and  protection  between  their  ancestors  and  mine.  Nor  was  my 
own  hearth  without  its  especial  endearments.  What  though  the 
young  and  lovely  partner  of  my  bosom  had  been  snatched  from  me 
almost  in  the  dawn  of  our  happiness  1  She  had  bequeathed  to  me, 
in  dyinir,  a  daughter,  an  only  child ;  one  who  was  watched  over 
from  inrancy  to  maidenhood  by  a  father's  fondest  care,  and  who 
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filled  in  return  his  halls  with  never-failing,  unalloyed,  unutterable 
happiness.  But  I  must  not  dwell  on  this  part  of  my  story.  Peace 
be  with  thee,  my  child  I  Heaven  has  long  been  diy  portion,  my 
sweet  lanthel 

Hotne,  however,  even  an  English  home,  at  the  period  to  which 
my  narrative  reverts,  was  no  longer  the  scene  of  heartfelt  peace  and 
conscious  security  which  the  word  conjures  up  before  the  imagina- 
tion of  all  who  speak  or  hear  it.  Spared  for  ages  the  outrage  and 
dishonor  of  foreign  invasion,  the  English  castle  and  the  English  cot- 
tage alike  had  become  the  scene  of  daily  and  more  grievous  con- 
tests. Intestine  war  had  trampled  out  in  both  the  fires  of  ancient 
reverence  and  mutual  good- will.  Whatever  judgment  may  be 
passed  upon  the  respective  merits  or  faults  of  those  whose  disputes 
rendered  the  reign  of  the  first  Charles  a  season  of  almost  unmter- 
mpted  dissension  and  calamity,  it  was  a  period  which  lefl  to  none 
the  refuge  of  indifference  or  neutrality.  For  myself,  I  was  both 
by  predilection  and  conviction  a  Cavalier ;  not  such  as  in  afler  times 
needed  but  to  be  a  ruffler  in  halls,  a  braggart  in  the  bowers  of  vo- 
luptuous beauty,  to  appropriate  the  title ;  but  one  willing  and  pre- 
pared to  bide  the  fiery  tes^  and  iron  discipline  of  such  fields  as 
Edge-Hill,  Marston  and  Naseby.  My  early  manhood  plunged  me 
into  the  midst  of  scenes  like  these,  and  my  hand  did  not  decline  the 
task  which  loyalty  and  patriotism,  (for  with  me  they  were  one,)  ap- 
peared to  exact  of  it. 

But  the  contest  was  unequal  from  the  first.  On  the  one  side  a 
hesitating  monarch ;  a  prerogative  insulted  and  therefore  broken ; 
selfishness,  springing  from  the  long  possession  of  power,  and  short- 
sighted as  selfishness  always  is  :  on  the  other,  leaders  so  identified 
with  the  people  in  origin  and  character  as  to  command  their  whole 
confidence  and  wield  their  entire  strength ;  hopes,  but  lately  awa- 
kened and  bounded  by  no  restraints  of  experience  or  reason ;  fanati- 
cism, kindling  itself  anew,  and  equally  fi-om  the  circumstances  of 
success  or  disaster.  The  battle  of  Naseby  threw  the  decisive  weight 
into  the  scale  of  the  latter.  A  few  scfLttered  fortresses  only  held  out 
on  behalf  of  the  king ;  Oxford  alone,  of  all  his  cities,  still  offered 
him  the  tribute  of  a  firm  and  unshaken  allegiance.  To  this  last 
stronghold  of  loyalty  the  king  now  withdrew,  drawing  around  him 
the  remains  of  his  little  court,  and  followed  by  many  whom  no 
fidelity  to  him,  but  a  strong  repugnance  to  the  austere  habits  and 
unprepossessing  manners  of  the  !r  uritans,  still  numbered  among  his 
adherents. 

Thither  I  also  had  followed  with  one  whose  safety  and  peace 
were  dearer  to  me  than  life.  Not  but  that  I  was  fully  aware  of  the 
dangers  of  such  a  residence.  I  knew  well  that  the  hatred  inspired 
by  the  sanctimonious  pretences  of  the  opposite  party  had  produced 
a  relaxation  of  manners  on  the  part  of  uie  Cavaliers,  of  wnich  pro- 
fligacy would  gladly  avail  itself,  and  which  could  not  in  the  end  but 
work  the  most  disastrous  effects  on  the  character  of  even  the  virtuous 
and  well-disposed.  Man  is  so  much  the  slave  of  circumstances  that 
even  his  affectations  gradually  penetrate  and  become  part  of  his  mo- 
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ral  being.  The  garb  of  dissipation  and  vice,  assumed  in  a  spirit  of 
contrast,  could  not  fail  sooner  or  later  to  shed  its  venom  on  the  heart. 
This  truth,  the  subsequent  history  of  the  party  in  question  amply 
illustrated ;  but  the  progress  of  the  evil  was  already  clear  to  me, 
when  I  entrusted  my  guileless  lanth^  to  the  treacherous  safe-guard 
of  the  royal  city.  Yet  what  alternative  was  left  me  1  If  I  had  in- 
curred the  confiscation  of  my  property  and  the  deepest  vengeance 
of  the  victorious  rebels,  in  the  service  of  my  hapless  master,  this 
Burely  was  not  the  hour  in  which  I  could  withdraw  my  assistance  or 
refuse  the  attendance  which  he  earnestly  enjoined. 

Beside,  were  there  not  deep  and  quiet  retreats  in  that  ancient  city, 
which  prayer  had  consecrated  to  learning  1  retreats  which  the  pub- 
lic confusion,  while  it  had  in  a  great  measure  suspended  the  ordi- 
nary pursuits  of  the  university,  seemed  to  have  devoted  to  still 
calmer,  more  unbroken  seclusion.  Who  that  has  stood  within  the 
enclosures  of  •  «  •  •  •  »  College,  when  its  usual  inmates  are  with- 
drawn, could  believe  that  sorrow  or  guilt  had  ever  stained  with 
their  presence  so  sweet  and  tranquil  a  place  ?  I  myself  have  stood 
there  once  —  once  since  the  events  which  I  relate  —  in  such  a  sea- 
son, at  nightfall.  And  as  the  garden-shadows  around  me  deepened 
into  still  more  hushed  and  solemn  repose,  how  did  my  spirit  drink 
in  the  sweet  influences  of  the  hour  and  the  spot,  until  for  a  moment  I 
doubted  whether  the  events  of  my  troubled  existence  wei'e  not  a 
dream  from  which  I  might  yet  awake.  But  as  I  gazed  on  one  re- 
mote and  lonely  window,  cloistered  high  up  amidst  the  branching 
ivy,  a  strange  light  gleamed  fitfully  from  within ;  by  degrees  it  red- 
dened, it  glowed  upon  the  narrow  panes,  and  threw  a  line  of  well- 
defined  but  blood-like  rays  across  the  lawn  toward  the  thicket  which 
'  skirted  the  garden.  Then  I  knew,  although  I  saw  it  not,  that  a  form 
was  standing  there  behind  me,  pale,  death-like,  shrouded ;  but  still 
lovely.  As  I  turned  it  was  already  gliding  away  and  was  soon  lost 
amidst  the  deepening  shadows.  That  night  I  spent  prostrate  on 
the  gp'ound,  moistening  with  my  teai*3  one  lonely  spot  which  no  eye 
will  ever  distinguish  but  my  own.  I  had  embraced  for  the  last  time 
the  unconscious  dust  which  hid  lanth^  from  my  eyes  for  ever. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  the  disastrous  winter  of  1645,  that,  having 
been  engaged  during  the  day  at  one  of  the  outposts,  1  returned  at 
night,  and  as  I  climbed  the  narrow  staircase  which  led  to  our  apart- 
ments, found  that,  for  the  first  time,  lanthe  did  not  meet  me.  The 
circumstance  struck  me  with  surprise  at  the  moment,  but  believing 
that  shq  would  soon  make  her  appearance,  I  sat  down  and  became 
absorbed  in  the  consideration  of  important  public  interests.  Sud- 
denly the  sound  of  the  great  bell  of  the  university,  tolling  the  hour 
of  midnight,  not  now  from  a  distance,  but  as  if  struck  in  the  very 
room  where  I  sat,  startled  me  from  my  reverie.  I  looked  round  and 
called  lanth^.  No  answer  broke  the  profound  silence.  I  hastened 
to  her  chamber.     It  was  empty. 

For  a  few  moments  I  stood  struck  with  surprise  and  trying  to  col- 
lect my  thoughts.  I  tried  to  remember  whether  there  were  any  cir- 
oumstance  or  appointment  which  could  account  for  lanthe's  absence. 
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In  the  morning  I  had  left  her  tranquil  and  happy,  intent  only  on  the 
little  round  o^  duties  which  occupied  her  quiet  day :  not  even  a  wish 
of  her's  had  ever  seemed  to  wander  beyond  the  suite  of  rooms 
wliich  we  inhabited,  or  at  most  the  secluded  garden  where  she  some- 
times sat  beside  me  of  an  evening,  talking  of  our  old  home,  and 
striving  to  cheer  me  with  images  of  a  better  and  happier.  With  the 
exception  of  an  aged  female  sor%'ant,  I  had  been  her  only  companion, 
her  only  acquaintance  in  the  dissolute  city.  These  considerations 
filled  my  mind  with  the  most  painful  forebodings.  Having  searched 
the  different  apartments,  and  even  the  adjacent  grounds,  without 
discovering  a  trace  of  lanthe  or  her  attendant,  I  hurried  into  the 
open  streets,  unable  longer  to  bear  the  oppression  of  solitude  and 
inaction,  but  wholly  undetermined  to  what  point  I  should  next  direct 
my  inquiries. 

The  night  was  cold  and  dark.  A  freezing  rain  had  driven  to  shel- 
ter even  the  most  abject  of  the  usual  wanderers  of  the  streets,  and 
except  occasional  shouts  of  laughter  from  some  haunt  of  midnight 
revelry,  no  sound  broke  the  monotony  of  the  howling  wind.  At  the 
houses  of  those  friends  on  whom  1  called,  I  succeeded  only  in  com- 
municating some  share  of  my  own  alarm.  Active  inquiries  were 
instituted  on  all  sides,  but  only  to  result  in  disappointment  and  in- 
creased anxiety. 

Often  in  the  course  of  that  long  and  dreary  night  did  I  return  to 
my  apartment  in  the  vain  hope  that  lanlhe  might  at  length  be  there. 
But  no ;  every  thing  remained  as  I  had  left  it ;  the  lamp  wasting  un- 
trimmed  upon  the  desk,  the  brands  sinking  to  ashes  on  the  hearth, 
the  shadows  of  a  desolation  that  might  never  be  removed,  seemed 
already  settling  on  that  lonely  chamber.  At  length,  as  I  was  hur- 
rying through  an  obscure  way  near  Christ-Church,  which  I  had  often 
traversed  before  during  the  night,  a  female  figure  attracted  my  no- 
tice,- crouching  with  low  moans  in  the  recess  of  a  gateway.  In- 
stantly my  heart  told  me  that  this  was  lanth^.  As  I  sprang  forward, 
calling  her  by  name,  she  uttered  a  faint  shriek  and  struggled  to  dis- 
engage herself  from  my  arms.  But  mastering  her  feeble  resistance, 
I  bore  her  away,  and  with  my  precious  burthen  reached,  hardly  con- 
scious how,  our  distant  asylum. 

When  at  length  I  had  placed  her  on  a  couch,  what  was  my  horror 
at  seeing  her  start  up,  cast  on  roe  the  wild  terrified  glance  of  a  ma* 
niac,  and  fling  herself  into  a  distant  comer  of  the  room,  resuming  the 
same  posture  and  uttering  the  same  cries  as  when  first  discovered. 
The  cup  of  my  anguish  was  thus  filled  to  overflowing.  Happily  the 
attendant  had  by  this  time  returned,  and  together  we  succeeded  in 
replacing  her  on  the  couch,  and  in  somewhat  calming  the  transports 
of  insanity.  But  these  were  to  be  succeeded  only  by  violent  con- 
vulsions, which  forbade  our  leaving  her  even  for  an  instant.  It  was 
not  until  the  cold  cheerless  day  began  to  break,  that  she  subsided 
into  something  like  repose,  and  for  a  moment  I  had  hope.  But 
death  was  now  fast  and  visibly  settling  on  her  features.  Only  at 
the  point  of  her  departure  did  consciousness  resume  for  an  instant 
its  office.     It  was  then  that  uttering  the  name  of  *  Father,'  she  cast 
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on  me  one  last  look  of  un8peakal)le  love,  and  stretched  forth  hdr 
feeble  arms  for  a  last  embrace.  Even  in  that  act,  the  heart  which 
throbbed  with  so  much  tenderness  was  stilled ;  the  eye-lids  closed 
slowly  and  heavily  on  the  light  of  this  world  ;  die  features  subsided 
into  that  deep  and  holy  calm  which  they  will  wear  for  ever  in  hea- 
ven.    She  was  dead. 

I  know  not  for  how  many  days  and  nights  I  lay  in  a  condition 
nearly  bordering  on  distraction.  I  clung  closely  to  the  side  of  my 
child,  pressing  her  cold  hand  to  my  heart,  and  moistening  her  sdU 
dishevelled  hair  with  tears  of  speechless  agony.  At  last  however 
with  a  mighty  effort  I  arose  and  gave  directions  for  her  burial.  It 
was  midnight  when,  with  the  aid  of  one  or  two  attendants  only,  she 
was  borne  forth  to  the  lonely  and  sequestered  spot  which  I  had  cho- 
sen for  the  place  of  her  last  repose.  With  my  own  hands  I  laid  my 
lost  treasure  in  the  earth,  and  when  the  task  was  completed,  care- 
fully obliterated  every  trace  of  our  labors.  It  was  my  wish  that  no 
human  eye  should  ever  look  upon  her  grave. 

Was  this  then  the  whole  extent  of  my  calamity,  or  did  some  &tal 
secret  remain  behind — some  tale  of  nameless  injuries  —  which 
must  for  ever  slumber  with  the  dead,  or  if  revealed,  plant  in  my 
bosom  the  pangs  of  unappeasable  revenge  1  Until  now  I  had  asked 
no  questions  ;  I  durst  not  allow  my  very  thoughts  to  wander  in  that 
direction.  Now,  however,  I  approached  the  aged  nurse,  who  still 
lingered  with  me  beside  the  grave,  and  bidding  her  follow  me,  led 
the  way  to  my  desolate  apartment.  There,  shutting  myself  in  with 
her,  I  proceeded  to  question  her  respecting  the  events  of  that  day 
which  had  closed  so  fatally  on  all  my  hopes  of  earthly  happiness. 

The  facts  which  I  learned  from  the  faithful  creature,  whose  grief 
was  scarcely  less  poignant  than  my  own,  were  briefly  these  :  On  the 
evening  in  question,  two  Cavaliers  belonging  to  the  court  had  pre- 
sented themselves  at  my  lodgings  and  demanded  to  speak  with  my 
daughter.  They  bore  a  message  in  the  name  of  the  king,  importing 
that  lanth^  with  her  attendant  should  repair  immediately  to  the 
palace,  to  join  her  father  who  had  been  wounded  in  a  skirmish,  and 
whom  His  Majesty,. through  regard  for  so  valued  a  servant,  had 
caused  to  be  conveyed  to  his  own  apartments.  A  note  was  exhibited, 
signed  apparently  by  myself,  bidding  her  haste ;  yet  with  such  ex- 
pressions as  might  break  somewhat  the  effect  of  so  sudden  and 
alarming  a  communication. 

No  time  was  lost  by  lanth^  and  the  nurse  in  obeying  the  summons. 
They  were  conducted  by  their  guides  with  every  mark  of  respect 
to  the  gates  of  Christ-Church  college,  where  the  king  was  then 
lodged.  Through  several  passages  they  proceeded  to  an  ante- 
chamber, where  several  of  the  royal  servants  appeared  in  waiting. 
After  an  interval  a  door  was  opened  softly  and  an  aged  man  of 
grave  demeanor,  apparently  a  physician,  came  out.  He  told  them 
m  whispers  that  the  patient  slumbered,  and  that  at  present  none  but 
lanth^  could  "be  permitted  to  enter.  The  attendant  cavaliers  with- 
drew by  another  door.  It  is  unnecessary  to  state  the  subsequent 
ndventures  of  the  nurse,  who  after  being  decoyed  from  her  post, 
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was  eventaally  thrust  into  the  street  without  being  able  to  learn  any 
^ing  of  the  fate  of  her  mistress. 

On  receiving  these  disclosures,  I  could  not  hesitate  about  the  duty 
of  a  direct  application  to  the  king,  whose  name,  in  this  nefarious 
plot,  whatever  its  nature  or  design,  had  been  abused  like  my  own, 
and  whose  palace,  without  his  knowledge,  (as  I  could  not  doubt,) 
had  been  made  the  scene  of  a  transaction  which  demanded  and 
would  receive  the  severest  retribution.  I  repaired  accordingly  to 
the  palace,  and  was  entering,  as  my  office  authorized  me  to  do,  when 
I  was  intercepted  by  one  ol  the  minions  of  the  court,  and  informed 
that  the  king  could  not  be  seen.  In  vain  did  I  insist;  excuses,  which 
were  evidently  mere  evasions,  were  continually  objected  to  my  ad- 
mission ;  the  kin?  was  indisposed,  was  occupied,  would  not  be  in- 
truded on.  Still  I  would  have  pressed  forward,  but  the  official,  with 
an  arrogance  which  contrasted  strangely  with  his  usual  servility, 
placed  his  staff  of  office  against  my  breast,  and  ordered  me  peremp- 
torily to  withdraw.  In  an  instant  I  had  felled  him  to  the  floor,  and 
the  next  was  myself  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  a  dozen  pursuivants. 
What  passed  until  I  found  myself  alone  in  irons,  I  am  unable  with 
any  distinctness  to  remember. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  portray  the  tumult  of  feelings  which  at 
first  ravaged  my  bosom.  But  despair  itself  at  length  brought  the 
calm  which  enabled  my  mind  to  rearrange  and  combine  the  events 
of  the  last  fatal  days.  In  dreary  sequence  they  re^mbodied  them- 
selves before  me  in  the  darkness  of  the  solitary  prison,  both  what 
I  had  already  witnessed  and  what  I  could  only  conjecture,  with 
equal  reality  and  distinctness.  It  was  a  process  in  which  the  mind 
was  passive  as  beneath  a  spell ;  in  which  even  the  feelings,  stunned 
and  exhausted  by  the  extent  of  the  calamity,  refused  their  concur- 
rence ;  but  in  which  the  images,  as  they  passed  one  by  one  in  review, 
without  an  effort  of  the  will,  bore  with  them  all  the  undoubting 
truthfulness  which,  unless  real,  can  belong  only  to  madness  or  to 
dreams.  Yet  was  I  not  dreaming,  and  reason  I  felt  had  not  aban- 
doned its  seat.  How  then  could  I  resist  the  conviction  which  flashed 
upon  me  at  the  end  of  this  involuntary  mental  deductioii,  although 
it  changed  in  a  moment  the  whole  current  of  my  feelings,  and  ef^ 
faced  eVery  principle  and  purpose  of  my  previous  life  ]  Yes,  I 
knew  now,  that  he  whom  I  nad  honored  and  for  whom  I  had  toiled 
through  every  gradation  of  fortune,  the  king  himself  was,  if  not  the 
author,  at  least  the  abettor  of  my  ruin.  For  him  I  had  perilled 
every  thing ;  I  had  lost  all ;  and  thus  was  I  requited  ! 

This  conviction  was  fully  confirmed,  when  the  next  morning  I 
was  led  forth,  conducted  without  the  city,  and  forbidden  to  return. 
No  sueh  injunction  was  necessary.  A  few  hours  found  me  in  Lon- 
don, and  in  council  with  the  most  determined  enemies  of  the  royal 
person. 

It  may  well  be  imagined  that  I  did  not  fail  to  testify  to  my  new 
confederates,  by  every  means  in  my  power,  the  sincerity  of  my  con- 
version.   With  the  motives  of  those  with  whom  I  was  now  associ- 
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ated,  mine  had  nothing  in  common ;  yet  though  I  cared  neither  for 
church  or  conventicle,  for  personal  or  party  aggrandizement,  I  gave 
myself  to  this  new  cause,  both  in  counsel  and  action,  with  a  devo- 
tion which  left  me  no  rival,  even  among  the  most  eager  of  the  zea- 
lots who  daily  inflamed  their  political  malignancy  by  draughts  from 
the  poisoned  chalice  of  religious  fanaticism.  I  stood  singled  out 
and  separated  from  mankind,  as  I  believed,  by  the  extent  of  my 
injuries,  and  cared  only  to  counterpoise  them  by  the  extremity  of 
retaliation.  Had  I  continued  in  this  course  of  open  and  undis- 
guised hostility  toward  him  from  whom  I  supposed  my  injuries  to 
proceed,  I  should  at  least  have  been  acting  in  conformity  with  the 
sentiments  of  candor  and  directness  which  had  heretofore  governed 
my  conduct.  But  circumstances  soon  made  it  necessary  to  adopt  a 
different  policy,  and  accident  opened  to  me  an  unexpected  path  to 
the  accomplishment  of  my  wishes. 

It  is  well  known  that  at  the  crisis  when  the  affairs  of  the  king 
appeared  most  desperate,  circumstances  generated  by  that  crisis 
itself  suddenly  diffused  a  gleam  of  safety  over  the  wreck  of  hi» 
fallen  fortunes.  From  the  vastness  and  entireness  of  his  ruin 
sprang  up  the  phantom  of  a  better  hope.  Success  upon  the  part 
of  his  enemies  had  wrought  its  usual  effect  in  producing  a  diversity 
of  counsels,  an  antagonism  of  interests.  From  the  moment  that 
resistance  was  at  an  end,  every  selfish  passion  of  the  heart  and  ab- 
surd chimera  of  the  brain  which  had  been  thus  far  repressed  by  the 
common  danger,  sprouted  at  once  into  unrestrained  luxuriance. 
Sects  and  parties,  which  had  stood  by  one  another  in  the  hour  of 
adversity,  now  obeyed  the  laws  of  their  nature,  and  went  off  into 
irreconcilable  disunion.*  At  this  juncture,  therefore,  when  the 
balance  of  the  state  was  lost  amidst  opposing  views  and  interests, 
was  it  not  probable  that  the  returning  loyalty  of  Englishmen,  roused 
to  a  sense  of  the  public  danger,  might  once  more  recur  to  the  old 
constitutional  check  upon  the  ebullient  passions  of  the  demagogues 
and  mystagogues  of  the  day  ]  Did  not  the  master-»pirit  of  Crom- 
well itself  manifestly  hesitate  and  waver  as  the  hour  drew  near 
which  must  force  upon  him  the  ultimate  fate  of  the  king,  and  place 
him  once  more  face  to  face  with  the  spectre  which  in  early  life  had 
entered  his  humble  chamber,  and  summoned  him,  with  prophetic 
warning,  to  the  task  of  sovereignty  1  As  the  gulf  opened  at  his 
feet,  was  there  not  an  evident  recoil  in  his  feelings  and  purposes  ? 
Such  certainly  appeared  to  be  the  case.  And  even  if  the  mighty 
hunter  himself  should  not  eventually  tear  away  the  meshes  from  his 
royal  prey,  and  restore  him  to  liberty,  yet  the  same  result  might  be 
effected  by  some  of  the  subordinate  agents  of  public  confusion, 
whom  restlessness  had  raised  into  temporary  consequence,  and  who 
stood  ever  ready  to  take  advantage  of  any  circumstance  which 
might  depress  their  rivals  or  aggrandize  themselves. 

Such  then,  after  all,  might  be  the  termination  of  the  great  strug- 
gle ;  such  the  ultimate  discomfiture  of  the  hopes  which  I  now  en- 
tertained, and  which  could  only  be  realized  in  the  ignominious  death 
of  the  royal  criminal.     Charles  himself  was  evidently  aware  of  the 
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perplexity  of  his  adyenaiies,  and  never  did  the  inherent  presump 
tion  of  hifl  character  more  strikingly  evince  itself  than  now,  when 
entirely  disarmed  and  defenceless,  he  stood  the  centre  of  innumera- 
ble plots;  a  prize  for  which  Cromwell  himself,  in  view  of  the  anx* 
ieties  and  perplexitieas  of  his  position,  might  not  improbably  be 
persuaded  to  barter  his  own  high  aims  and  secret  aspirations. 

For  my  own  part,  all  these  chances  for  the  kind's  escape  were 
gloomily  pondered,  as  I  listened  (now  that  the  sword  was  sheathed) 
to  the  interminable  wranglings  of  the  Puritan  Parliament,  or  paced 
the  streets  of  London,  catching  with  greedy  ear  the  expressions  of 
public  feeling  and  coiijecture.  It  was  while  thus  enraged,  that  I 
wandered  one  evening  into  a  little-fi^qnented  part  of  the  city,  be- 
yond the  Tower  and  ue  ancient  wall,  which  seemed  in  the  disordet* 
of  the  times  to  have  been  abandoned  to  ruin  and  the  wretches  who 
commonly  hang  upon  its  traces.  Here  and  there  a  loftier  pile  than 
common  gave  intimation  that  enterprise  had  once  endeavored  to 
force  itself  in  this  direction,  but  had  probably  been  repressed  by  the 
tyrannical  and  absurd  enactments  which  from  time  to  time  had 
aimed  to  confine  the  swelling  bulk  of  the  city  within  its  ancient  en- 
closure. Of  these  structures,  one  which  rose  immediat^y  upon  the 
river-side  had  attracted  a  peculiar  share  of  popular  distrust  and 
superstition.  It  was  reputed  to  have  been  of  old  the  abode  of  a 
prelate,  who  at  a  period  of  cruel  scarcity  had  contrived  to  fill  its 
vast  subterranean  galleries  with  grain,  which  neither  the  love  of 
God  nor  of  his  fellow  man  could  induce  him  to  distribute.  But  the 
wretch  had  perished  with  his  horde,  and  those  who  essayed  to  enter 
had  been  dismayed  by  a  voice  which  echoed  through  the  vaults  ^ 
'  Touch  not  the  com !  me  archbishop  and  all  that  is  his  arts  accursed!' 
With  so  evil  a  reputation,  the  place  was  little  likely  to  be  disturbed^ 
and  imposture  had  probably  favored  and  perpetuated  the  legend, 
in  order  to  cover  and  protect  one  of  its  chosen  retreats* 

I  had  approached  tnis  building  on  the  occasion  spoken  of,  with 
little  thought  of  such  matters,  when  my  attention  was  arrested  by  two 
persons  standing  before  the  door.  They  were  evidently  in  disguise, 
.  and  beiit  on  some  purpose  which  courted  conceahn^t.  At  a  signal 
given,  the  door,  by  some  invisible  means,  swung  open  for  uieir 
admission,  but  instead  of  closing  after  them,  as  might  have  been 
expected,  remained  open  until  I  also  had  reached  it.  No  motive 
of  mere  curiosity  had  then  any  weight  with  me  ^  but  I  had  remarkedr 
as  I  thought,  something  in  the  carriage  of  these  strangers  which 
denoted  a  superiority  to  the  usual  frequenters  of  such  resorts  y  and 
it  immediately  occurred  to  me  that  this  mysterious  visit  might  not 
be  without  its  connection  with  the  political  movements, of  the  time. 
Neither  puritan  nor  royalist,  I  knew,  was  fastidious  in  the  choice  of 
instruments,  or  unwilling  to  take  counsel  with  darkness  and  infamy, 
when  such  auxiliaries  gave  promise  of  being  in  any  way  usefuL 
The  justification  of  means  by  the  end  was  the  fiivorite  ethics  of 
the  age.  As  I  was  now  constantly  possessed  by  a  hope  that  from  ^ 
fipsM  some  quarter  a  suggestion  might  arise  which  would  enable  me  "c 
see  in  what  manner  my  effoits  could  be  most  successfully'  directed 
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to  brin^  about  that  issae  of  public  affairs  which  I  wiahed,  but  had 
almost  begun  to  despair  of,  I  did  not  hesitate  to  take  advantaee  of 
the  opportunity  which  here  seemed  to  offer  itself.  No  so^mer  how- 
•rer  had  I  stepped  across  the  threshold,  than  as  if  ray  approach  had 
been  waited  for,  and  my  entrance  the  signal,  the  door  closed  heavily 
behind  me,  and  I  stood  within,  alone  ai^  in  darkneM, 

There  was  now  no  declining  the  adTonture.  I  proceeded  there- 
fore to  grope  my  way  cautiously  forward,  alonr  what  seemed  a 
vaulted  gallery,  which  m>m  the  gradual  descent  and  the  dampness  of 
the  air  might,  I  judged,  open  upon  the  river.  But  before  I  had 
advanced  mr,  a  light  glimmering  from  another  and  narrower  pas- 
sage, at  right  angles  to  the  first,  turned  my  steps  in  that  direction. 
The  position  of  Uiis  light  had  prevented  its  being  seen  fix>m  the  en- 
ti  ance.  The  second  passage  terminated  in  a  pannelled  recess,  or 
cabinet,  furnished  with  a  small  open  casement,  by  means  of  which 
I  became  the  spectator  of  a  scene  scarcely  more  unexpected  than 
startling,  and  wliich  little  eorresponded  with  the  exterior  desolation 
of  the  building. 

Somewhat  below  the  level  on  which  I  stood,  appeared  a  large  oir^ 
cular  room,  hung  on  all  sides  with  heavy  crimson  drapery,  and  bril- 
liantly illuminated,  though  by  what  means  it  was  impossible  to  dis- 
cern. On  one  side  stood  a  massive  table,  supported  by  sculptured 
figures,  and  covered  with  scrolls  of  parchment  and  various  unple- 
raents  of  mystic  significance,  distinctive  of 'the  then  prevalent  arts 
of  alchemy  and  astrology.  Adjoining  this  was  an  elaborately  carved 
and  antique  chair,  surmounted  by  a  stately  canopy.  As  my  eye  wan- 
dered around,  I  perceived  the  two  persons  whom  I  had  noticed  in  the 
street,  standing  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  still  retaining  their 
disguise,  and  apparently  in  an  attitude  of  suspense  or  expectation. 

The  purpose  of  the  visit  might  now  be  conjectured,  and  I  deter* 
mined  to  await  its  issue.  Thus  far  no  visible  agency  had  interfered 
in  the  arrangements  or  incidents  of  the  scene.  But  now  a  fold  of 
the  drapeiT  was  lifted  up,  a  female  advanced,  and  without  appearing 
to  notice  those  who  were  present,  occupied  the  vacant  chair.  If  the 
spectacle  had  been  calculated  before  to  impress  the  mind  vrith  a 
sense  of  illusion,  this  was  carried  to  its  height  by  the  sudden  entrance 
and  striking  appearance  of  this  woman,  who  seemed  to  preside  in 
solitude  over  the  mysteries  of  the  place.  Her  form  was  of  the  finaet 
prop<nrtions,  and  her  features,  which  were  of  an  oriental  caste, 
arrested  the  attention  not  more  by  their  extraordinary  beauty  than 
by  something  in  their  serene  and  noble  exprossion  wluoh  tempered 
the  admiration  at  first  excited  into  sympathy  and  respect  She  was 
clad  in  a  robe  of  sacerdotal  whiteness,  and  a  white  veil  floating 
backward  over  her  shoulders,  while  it  well  relieved  the  glossy  black- 
ness of  her  hair,  gave  to  view  a  smooth  and  lofiy  brow,  on  which  no 
earthly  passion  seemed  ever  to  have  cast  a  shade.  But  in  the  remain* 
mg  lineaments  of  her  ftu;e,  notwithstanding  its  almost  pnstematural 
eaunness,  there  might  have  been  read  a  history  of  troubled  expe* 
rienoes,  of  sorrow  subdued  into  patience  and  thouefat  exalted  into 
fixed  and  steadfest  fesohre.    As  1  gazed  on  so  fiumaadng  a  vieien. 
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•eated  thus  with  downcast  eyes  and  immoveable  features^  every  con«> 
cepcion  of  the  vulgar  sorcereM  &ded  from  my  view.  I  seemed  to 
look  rather  on  some  inspired  priestess ;  snch  as  Deborah  might  have 
been,  as  she  sat  beneath  the  palm-ti*ee  in  Romah,  or  Judith,  as  she 
watched  at  midnight  in  the  tent  of  the  doomed  Assyrian.  It  wae 
no  longer  possible  M  measare  the  ascendency  of  such  a  being  over 
credulous  and  impressible  minds ;  but  in  my  own  feelings  there  was 
mingled  an  emotion  for  which  I  could  not  account ;  as  if  memory 
strove  to  recover  some  lost  association,  or  some  inexplicable  sym* 
padiy  intimated  to  me  a  concern  in  her  history,  deeper  than  any  of 
which  I  tould  then  foe  conscious. 

The  two  visitors  to  this  strange  adytmm  seemed  to  hesitate,  bat 
they  were  summoned  forward  by  the  enchantress  herself. '  Approach/ 
she  said,  in  totoes  of  singular  sweetness^  but  without  lifting  her  eyes; 
*  here  there  is  no  necromantic  art ;  no  compact  with  the  powers  of 
evil ;  nothing  to  awaken  suspicionf  or  justify  apprehension.  The 
Highest  in  lus  mercy  has  poured  forth  the  fountain  from  the  lowliest 
Tallies :  truth  may  flow  frt^m  the  lipe  of  the  humblest  and  weakest 
of  His  creatures/ 

The  parties  addressed  advanced,  but  still  without  removing  their 
masks.  '  It  matters  not»'  said  the  woman,  for  the  first  time  looking 
up  :  *  those  to  whom  heaven  has  revealed  the  heart,  have  no  need  to 
scrutinize  the  features.  You  Lambert,  and  you  Fleetwood,  can  have 
but  one  interest  at  heart  in  thus  venturing  to  seek  truth  in  the  Sus- 
Jpected  asylum  where  the  wise  of  this  world  affect  to  scorn  and  ihe 
vulgar  fear  to  find  it.' 

I  could  not  h^t  be  stiirtled  when  the  persons  thus  named  withdrew 
their  masks^  and  discovered  two  of  the  most  thorough-going  puri* 
tans  and  determined  republicans  of  the  age ;  men  who  had  knelt  in 
fiinatical  zeal  at  the  head  of  kneeling  armies,  and  in  their  hatred  of 
every  thinff  which  they  deetiaed  superstition,  not  only  imbued  their 
hands  in  blood,  but  vented  their  undistinguishing  rage  upon  sens»> 
less  walls.  Yet  was  there  in  reality  ho  Cause  for  surprise  at  this 
eathibition  of  a  weakness,  from  which  the  sectaries  of  that  day 
had  by  no  means  disenthralled  themselves,  when  they  declared  war 
on  the  mass  and  the  Surplice^  On  the  contrary,  never  Was  the  be- 
lief in  the  possibility  of  a  direct  pnotematural  intercourse  with  the 
spiritual  world  more  general  than  then ;  the  highest  minds  stoopinr 
on  this  subject  to  the  level  of  the  lowest.  The  popular  rage  which 
pursued  the  professions  of  occult  wisdom  was  the  effect  of  common 
terror,  but  tbie  proof  of  common  credulity.  In  the  wild  ferment  of 
the  times  the  eyes  of  all  were  strained  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
future  in  the  magic  mirror  which  the  adept  professed  to  hold  up  b»- 
ibre  them  |  though  like  children  they  trembled  as  they  looked,  and 
in  a  paroxysm  of  fear  and  afiger,  dashed  it  to  piecea. 

*  They  who  fear  the  SuptiEitB,*  said  Fleetwood,  in  reply  to  the  lait 
remacrk, '  neithex'  fear  nor  scotn  to  seek  truth  wherever  it  may  be 
feund.  They  witfdly  distrust  atid  utterly  abhor  all,  however  toem- 
iofifly  tru^i  which  proceeds  from  the  equivocating  orAcks  irf*  him 
who  tiraa  a  liar  from  the  bdginni&g.    But  gifts  haire  beta  aferetiaae 
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conferred!  for  die  purpose  of  enabling  the  righteouB  to  baffle  their 
enemies.  And  it  is  held  that  aven  now  some  traces  of  this  power 
have  be^B  permitted  to  linger  among  men,  for  the  guidance  of  those 
who  discreetly  seek,  with  the  purpose  of  righteously  using,  the  know- 
ledge it  confers/ 

'Faint,'  replied  the  woman,'  faint  indeed,  are  the  glimmerings  of 
that  light  which  still  lingers  among  men  :  a  twilight  dimly  disclosing 
the  events  of  a  few  coming  hours ;  not  the  broad  blaae  which  threw 
its  light  over  the  transactions  of  ages.  Yet  what  if  some  traces  of 
this  spirit  remain  with  me  1  Shall  I  refuse  to  utter  that  which  is 
given  me,  because  bloody  laws  confound  the  guilty  and  innocent, 
and  involve  true  science  in  the  same  doom  with  accursed  necromancy  1 
Behold  even  now^  as  beneath  their  disguise  your  persons  were  not 
unknown  to  me,  so  before  your  lips  have  uttered  it,  the  motives  of 
irour  coming  lie  clearly  unveiled  before  me.' 

'  Spare  us  the  disclosure  then,'  said  Fleetwood ;  '  declare  what 
your  knowledge  suggests  concerning  them.' 

'  A  man  of  renown,'  she  resumea,'  a  man  teirible  in  war,  subtle 
in  counsel ;  such  an  one  once  dreamed  that  a  crown  lay  temptingly 
in  his  path.  Even  now,  he  would  fain  stretch  forth  his  hand  to  it, 
ihottffh  it  hath  not  yet  fallen.  You  would  know  if  the  glittering 
bauble  shall  ever  encircle  his  head.  I  have  looked  into  futurity: 
no  crown  shall  ever  rest  upon  it.' 

This  prediction  could  not  but  be  so  far  satisfactory  to  the  two  re* 
Dublicans.  After  a  moment's  pause,  the  conversation  was  resumed 
oy  Lambert. 

'  1£  this  be  true,  still  there  are  interests  dearer  to  the  hearts  of 
Qod's  people  than  the  destinies  of  any  individual.  All  is  at  stake ; 
fluccess  itself  has  disarmed  die  successfol ;  the  faithful  waver  in 
their  counsels,  and  biediren  plot  and  counterplot  against  each  other. 
The  Ark  of  the  Covenant  totters,  and  there  is  no  hand  bold  or  pure 
enough  to  stretch  itself  forth  to  uphold  it.' 

'  Your  secret  thought,'  said  the  female, '  though  your  words  are 
designedly  vague  and  ambiguous,  aims  at  an  event  which,  while 
England  might  yet  be  called  a  kingdom,  it  was  death  to  imagine. 
Yet  have  I  turned  my  eyes  in  that  direction ;  but  i^iB  as  though  they 
became  filled  vnth  blood,  and  th(B  solemn  future,  whatever  it  be, 
refuses  to  give  up  to  me  its  mystery.' 

'  Nay,'  said  Lambert, '  it  is  you  yourself  who  now  speak  ambigu- 
.ously  and  darkly.' 

'  It  is  nevertheless  as  I  say.  There  are  events  in  the  future  around 
which  gathers  a  darkness  so  thick  dbat  the  unassisted  eye  of  the 
seer  can  never  penetrate  it.  Yet  are  there  resources  in  science 
sufficient  to  extort  even  these  9acrets  from  the  m3r8tery  that  shrouds 
them ;  but  it  must  be  in  behalf  of  others  to  whom  heaven  permits 
them  to  be  visible,  while  to  him  who  is  the  feeble  instrument  of  the 
revelation,  they  remain  unseen  and  inscrutable.  But  why  talk  I  of 
the  depths  of  science  to  those  who  fiJter  even  in  its  shallows  1  Was 
not  Doctor  Lamb  torn  to  pieces  in  the  streets  of  London  upon  bare 
suspicion  of  having  cultivated  tl^it  sul>]i||ae  art  which  explores  the 
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xayBteries  of  tbe  uniyerBe,  not  as  the  vulgar  falsely  suppose  by 
diabolic  intereouTse,  but  by  lonely  watchings  beneath  the  pale  stars, 
by  silent  contemplation,  by  wasting  study  pursued  through  erery 
form  of  privation,  self-denial  and  reproach  %  Worldly  men  who 
deal  in  no  arts  but  those  which  cozen  and  betray  for  the  furtherance 
of  their  selfish  int^Brests,  do  well  to  hate  and  despise  those  who  toil 
only  for  wisdom,  and  find  their  reward  in  contempt  and  contumely, 
often  in  poverty,  sometimes  even  in  an  ignominious  death.' 

*  There  are  means  then,'  rejoined  Lambert,  'by  which  fiiture 
events  may  be  projected  on  the  eye,  and  the  forms  of  the  absent  and 
remote  be  made  palpable  to  the  wakine*  sense  V 

*  Means,'  added  Fleetwood,  '  which  imply  no  confederation  with 
nor  assistance  from  the  Evil  One  and  his  agents  V  » 

*  I  have  said,'  replied  the  woman.  '  But  ere  ye  go  farther,  be- 
ware how  ye  tamper  with  powers  which  however  innocent  in  them- 
selves and  their  operation,  have  not  in  your  eyes  the  clear  evidence 
of  right.  I  will  tempt  no  man  to  overstep  the  line  of  conviction 
whi<£  his  own  conscience  has  drawn  around  him.  That  alone  is  the 
drole  within  which  each  one  walks  in  safety ;  wider  it  may  be  with 
some,  narrower  with  others.  But  who  can  tell,  that  hath  once  set 
his  foot  beyond  it,  to  what  illusions  he  may  be  exposed  1  what  powen 
of  darkness  and  error  maybe  waiting  to  ensnare  and  destroy  him  1' 

Fleetwood  and  Lambert  looked  doubtingly  at  one  another  for 
some  moments.  At  length  the  latter  spoke :  '  Woman,'  he  said, 
'  we  came  not  hither  to  tempt  or  to  be  tempted ;  neither  to  commune 
with  the  agents  of  Satan  nor  to  palter  with  an  idle  curiosity.  I  have 
said  already  that  divisions  and  differences  have  invaded  the  counsels 
of  God's  people  and  peril  the  safety  of  His  holy  cause.  On  a  token 
firom  the  future  (if  such  might  be)  much  would  depend.  There  are 
hands  which  would  not  hesitate  to  do  the  work  of  the  Lord  promptly 
and  thoroughly,  even  as  Ehud  smote  Eglon,  were  the  signs  of  dan- 
ger made  plain  and  unequivocal.  It  has  been  told  us  that  to  yon 
and  your  science  the  righteous  cause  has  been  already  indebted  lor 
revelations  which  have  snatched  it  f^om  unsuspected  dangers,  and 
opened  the  way  to  decisive  successes.  A  practice  in  which  Satan 
was  the  prompter  would  have  been  employed,  not  on  the  side  of  the 
Lord's  nost,  but  on  that  of  pride,  sin  and  prelacy.  Whatever  then 
may  be  vrithin  the  compass  of  your  art  we  fearlessly  abide ;  know- 
ing not  the  limits  that  have  been  appointed  to  human  science,  but 
scorning  and  defying  every  counteneit  work  of  the  devil  and  his 
aneels.' , 

Mo  more  was  said ;  but  the  woman  leaned  forward  on  the  table, 
with  her  hands  covering  her  face..  In  a  few  moments  the  whole 
scene  seemed  to  fade  from  sight ;  the  apartment  grew  dimmer  and 
dimmer ;  at  length  it  was  plunged^  into  total  darkness.  This  con- 
tinued for  some  time,  accompanied  by  unbroken  silence.  Then, 
although  the  body  of  the  apartment  remained  in  obscurity,  a  light, 
fiiint  at  first,  but  gradually  growing  in  intensity,  gleamed  f^om  the 
side  opposite  to  which  I  was  stationed.  The  drapery  there  had  been 
with^wn,  and  clouds  of  lurid  vapor  seemed  rising  as  firom  an  abyss. 
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The  mistress  of  the  spell  was  heiself  no  longer  visible ;  but  as  tlie 
folds  of  vapor  gradually  assumed  consistency,  the  following  speota* 
cle  projected  itself  on  the  eye  with  a  distmctoess  and  Tivacity  at 
once  wonderfol  and  appalling. 

A  room  was  seen  hung  with  symbols  of  the  deepest  mourning.  In 
the  centre,  a  pall  of  black  velvet  rested  on  a  coffin,  at  the  head  of 
which  were  placed  lighted  flambeaux.  Around  the  room,  in  attitudes 
of  silent  gnef,  were  disposed  persons  whom  I  immediately  recog* 
nised  as  some  of  the  confidential  servants  of  the  hing.  Suddenlv 
%  form  rose,  or  rather  embodied  itself,  beside  the  comn.  It  stood, 
the  living  presentment  of  Gbomwbll  in  air,  person,  features ;  and 
seemed  to  oend  on  the  uncovered  face  of  the  dead  a  look  of  gloomy 
but  gratified  interest.  After  a  short  interval,  this  part  of  the  vision 
was  changed.  Another  form  (whose,  I  knew  too  well,  for  the  eyes 
were  not  now  bent  upon  the  corpse,  but  directed  foil  upon  myself^) 
occupied  the  place  of  the  first  In  one  hand  the  fatal  axe,  and  in 
the  other,  lifted  by  the  hair  firom  its  cerements,  was  the  severed  and 
bloody  head !  Enough ;  it  was  Tm  ExacuTioifKB,  painted  faith- 
folly  after  his  own  thought,  and  the  Viotiic  through  whose  veins 
were  still  coursing  the  warm  currents  of  life !  Yet  had  the  tenrible 
reality  to  come  nothing  more  real  to  sight  than  the  lifo-like  and 
Btartlinff  distinctness  of  that  ghastly  phantasma. 

Confronted  as  I  was  by  images  to  which  my  mind  had  long  been 
familiar,  I  yet  could  not  but  close  my  eyes  momentarilv  on  what 
seemed  a  frielitfol  realization  of  my  own  secretly-cfaeriraed  ideas. 
When  I  recoUected  myself^  the  spell  had  passed  away;  the  hght  was 
extinguished ;  darkness  and  silence  alone  seemed  to  occupy  this 
theatre  of  unhallowed  sorceries,  if  not  of  wicked,  and  damnable 
delusion^.  Presently  however  a  voice  as  at  my  side  spoke  in  tones 
which  I  easily  recognised,  though  heard  so  lately  for  toe  first  time : 
'  Listen,'  it  said ;  *  to  you  the  vision  has  been  vouchsafod.  Heaven 
has  accepted  you  as  its  instrument.  .  Not  now  however  is  there  need 
of  force  and  violence ;  policy  must  finish  what  the  ewoid  has  foiled 
to  terminate.  As  your  mjuries  have  been  deep  and  irreparable,  be 
pitiless,  resolved,  but  circumspect  Depart  hence,  and  foUowing  the 
passage  which  you  first  entered,  entrust  yourself  without  questioning 
to  those  who  await  you.  Seek  not  to  know  more  «t  present;  the 
time  will  come  when  all  shall  be  ftilfilled  and  all  be  made  clear/ 


•IBBEGULJJUTIX8    OF    OBMiaS.' 

IV«CAIB«1>   on   A    BLAlfX-Z.BA.r    or    i  Sta    ABBX.    AVS    TUM    riTTTB    MAnxTTAW.' 

Iv  in  A  pktur*,  Pno,  joa  •hoaU  m« 

A  bABdaotte  wooin  wifh  a  fiik'a  uU, 

Or  ■  mMM*M  haad  apM  a  ho«M'«  Deei« 

Or  UmlM  of  baMti,  of  the  moM  diffeiwit  kiad% 

Corered  wHh  feaihert  of  all  Mrti  of  Mnit ; 

WovM  jTM  not  laacli  ami  thtek  tka  p^MT  Mif 

Traat  mo.  that  Book  is  aa  ridleatoaa. 

Whoao  iMoheroM  atvtep  Uko  •Ick  aoa't 

Vnlot  all  iki^w  aad  aki»  I 
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THE      LAST      AUTUMNAL      WALK, 


»T    WtZ.Z.XAM     VITT     PALMyJl. 


When  laft  we  paced  these  eylyan  wildi,  dear  finend ! 
Each  ahrubi  and  tree,  and  swarded  plat  between. 
Were  flush  with  balmy  June,  and  every  nook 
Of  all  the  grove  could  boast  its  own  sweet  lyre, 
Onr  path  was  paved  with  shadowi  gaily  flecked 
With  drops  of  golden  sunlight,  as  it  were 
The  print  of  angels'  topaz-sandal*d  feet 
Upon  the  glowing  turf;  and  as  we  strayed 
From  glen  to  glen,  no  desky  forms  kept  pace 
With  our  own  steps  along  the  browner  shades- 
Thine  arm  was  linked  m  mine,  and  oftentjmea 
We  paused  in  very  impotence  of  joy 
Amid  the  general  gladnesg ;  then,  anon. 
With  lips  attuned  to  Nature's  happy  choirs. 
Broke  into  songs  spontaneous  as  their  own. 
Methinks,  indeed,  that  Memnon's  wondrona  harp 
Was  less  responsive  to  the  touch  of  mom 
Than  thy  younjj  heart  to  every  shiftmg  phase 
Of  those  dfim  vistas  of  the  warbling  wdd. 

Four  moons  have  ran  their  cycles  since  we  stood 

In  summer's  green  pavilion,  then  so  gay. 

But  now  so  changed :  we  often  pause  at  loss 

For  some  dear  feature  of  the  faded  scene* 

Some  wood-nymph  lingering  in  her  lonely  haunts. 

No  bird  recalls  the  merry  lays  of  June, 

No  flower  its  sweets,  no  bough  iti  rustling  shades : 

Through  all  the  roofless  grove  the  sun  stares  in 

With  unobstructed  gaze ;  and  as  we  pass. 

Twin  shadows  glide  beside  os  aim-in-arra, 

With  silent  footfiUl  on  the  dying  leaves; 

Now  when  we  pause,  't  is  not  with  cushhig  stratna 

To  swell  the  sylvan  echoes,  but  to  blend 

Onr  sigh  with  Natnro's  as  in  ftmeral  stole 

Foriom  she  fdbws  Autumn's  passing  bier. 

And,  dearest  1  wfaOe  I  mark  thy  .downcast  eyes, 

Whence  summer's  smiles  dbone  out  so  wani  and  dear, 

A  mist  is  stealing  o'er  their  fading  light. 

And  nlvery  rain  from  out  tbeir  soft  blue  depths 

Falls  audibly  upon  the  rnstKng  leaves. 

Yet  know,  sweet  moamer !  and  assured,  take  heart. 
That  'neath  these  nM»t  cerements,  not  in  death. 
But  quick  quiescence,  sleep  the  hopes  of  Bpnug  i 
No  seed,  no  germ,  no  bulb  of  vanished  flower. 
No  folded  bud  o'er  all  the  bosky  wfld, 
Isnumbsred  with  the  dying  or  the  dead : 
Nay,  fai  the  palsied  heart  of  these  bare  tiaes, 
Liifo's  lingering  pulse,  thoni^  fiiint  and  cold,  still  bealL 
A  few  bpef  months,  and  we  will  stand  again 
Upon  the  ibrest  knoU,  and  see  the  boughs 
Wave  iMr  green  banners  b  the  gales  of  firing ; 
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And  lift  en(!haiited  to  the  flying  haipt 

That  fill  the  leafy  aides  with  ceaaeleoi  joy. 

Before  our  stepe  the  velvet  sward  again 

Shall  spread  its  son-flecked  shadows ;  and  foil  oft 

By  marge  of  mnnnoring  stream  thy  faiiyfoot 

Shall  sink  in  tnfted  moans  instep-deep ; 

What  time  the  cornel  and  the  hawthorn  shower 

Their  bloomy  snows  upon  the  scented  air, 

And  every  floral  chrysalis  awakes 

To  life  and  beauty  from  its  shrooded  sleep. 

Meanwhile,  dear  friend !  in  our  suburban  cot 
Thy  favorite  flowers  shall  nestle  winter  long, 
And  day  and  night  with  balmy  silence  breathe 
Expressive  thanks ;  for  in  the  genial  glow 
Of  thy  fond  smiles  they  shall  not  miss  the  warmth 
Of  sunny  skies,  nor  in  thy  household  songs 
Their  sylvan  choirs,  but  deem 't  is  summer  stilL 
Thyself  their  Flora,  from  thy  gentle  hand 
Shall  fall  the  needed  dews  from  day  to  day ; 
Till  vernal  suns  and  voice  of  vernal  birdi 
Shall  call  us  forth  to  these  dear  wilds  again ! 
,1845. 


MORAVIANS,  AND   THE   GNATTlSNHUTtEN   MASSACRE. 


Alt      A.UTBBXT1C      KAKRATXVB. 


The  eyentfl  of  the^ttevolutioii  are  fraught  with  so  much  interest, 
that  we  are  apt  to  overlook  or  undervalue  the  incidents  of  contem- 
poraneous history.  There  is  one.  part  of  American  history  yet  to 
oe  fully  written.  The  efibrts  of  the  Moraviansi  under  the  super- 
vision of  their  Bishop  and  Great  Controller,  Count  Zinzendorf,  to 
establish  Christianity  upon  the  American  continent ;  the  struggles, 
the  alarms,  the  dangers,  the  escapes,  the  msLssacfes,  aild  oftentimes 
the  successes,  which  attended  those  efforts,  have  been  almost  for- 
gotten amidst  the  discussions  on  taxation,  tlie  animadversions  on 
tyranny,  and  the  loud-sounding  encotniums  on  national  ^Ibry. 

It  would  b6  no  undignified  office  for  the  historic  or  epic  muse  to 
rehearse  the  daring  adventures  of  the  re&l  moral  heroes,  whose 
sphere  of  action  was  circumscribed  neither  by  the  icy  and  cheerless 
region  of  Greenland,  nor  by  the  warm  and  sunny  plains  of  Guiana; 
whose  converts  so  ftur  back  as  1749  might  have  been  found  so  re- 
mote f^om  each  other  as  five  degrees  and  forty-one  minutes  and 
sixty-five  degrees  North  latitude  ;  whose  footsteps  of  peace  were 
imprinted  in  perennial  snow,  and  whQse  incense  of  Love  arose 
from  perennial  flowers;  whose  triumphs  amid  the  hostility  of 
savages  and  the  enmity  of  white  men  were  as  honorable  as  they 
were  humble;  and  whose  whole  lives  were  examples  of  perse- 
verance tempered  by  charity,  and  of  zeal  wedded  to  love.  Since 
the  time  of  the  Reformation  perhaps  there  has  arisen  no  church 
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whose  character  has  been  so  remarkable.  One  of  the  church 
historians  claims  for  the  Moravians,  or  Thitoi  Fratrum,  a  direct 
and  regular  deduction  from  the  primitive  apostolic  church,  through 
successive  generations  of  men,  who  never  acknowledged  the  su- 
premacy nor  partook  of  the  corruption  of  the  church  of  Rome.  In 
1722  a  large  number  of  Moravians  found  a  refiige  in  Hemhurth, 
in  Saxony,  the  domain  of  Count  Zinzendorf ;  hence  their  name 
Hemhutters,  so  commonly  applied.  They  adopted  the  Augsburg 
Confession  of  Faith,  and  all  of^the  essentials  of  Christianity.  They 
had,  however,  many  peculiarities  which  distinguished  them  from 
other  churches  ;  which  were  the  cause  of  a  great  deal  of  acrimo- 
nious dispute  in  the  last  century,  and  which  left  their  impress  upon 
all  the  communities  which  they  established.  Count  Zinzendorf  was 
held  up  to  the  execration  of  the  Christian  world  for  his  heretical 
ideas  and  blasphemous  ordinances.  He  taught  that  industry  was 
a  part  of  religion,  designed  by  the  will  of  Groo  as  an  instrument  of 
its  fulfilment.  He  established  many  of  the  primitive  practices, 
such  as  saluting  with  a 'kiss,  washing  the  feet,  and  the  eaisting  of 
lots.  The  count  visited  America  in  1742,  and  '  by  his  zeal,'  says 
Kalm, '  led  many  persons  to  believe  that  he  was  disordered  in  his 
intellects ;'  of  which  the  historian  Grahame  remarks,  (and  the  re- 
mark is  a  fair  summing  up  of  ZinzendorTs  character,)  that  it  was 
'  a  reproach  which  the  apostolic  zeal  of  the  first  Christian  pastors 
attracted,  and  which  the  count  seems  equally  to  have  merited  by 
the  rare  elevation  of  his  views,  the  fervor  of  his  piety,  and  the  energy 
of  his  labors.' 

As  a  society,  the  Moravians  were  distinguished  from  other  sects 
by  the  scrupulous  neatness  and  exactness  of  their  economy;  by 
their  unwearied  patience  and  industry  in  whatever  they  undertook; 
by  the  unaffected  simplicity  of  their  manners,  by  their  forbearance 
under  insult,  and  by  their  meekness  under  persecution.  These 
qualities  well  -and  peculiarly  fitted  them  to  become  missionaries. 
They  possessed  in  their  ecclesiastical  polity  all  the  peaceful  and 
meek  principles  of  the  Quaker,  with  all  the  principles  {in  so  far  as 
they  are  good,)  which  have  made  the  Jesuits  the  most  expert  in 
proselytism.  Every  thing  was  accomplished  by  religious  influences. 
All  the  ordinary  details  of  life  were  subjected  to  one  great  influ- 
ence, centred  in  the  church ;  consequently  wherever  they  moved 
they  left  impressions  not  only  of  Christianity,  but  of  Maraviam 
Christianity. 

In  1727  they  began  their  career  as  missionaries,  and  through 
various  and  strange  vicissitudes  they  continued  actively  engaged 
upon  the  American  continent.  Large  numbers  came  to  Pennsyl- 
vania, and  the  civilization  of  the  Iron  State  is  not  a  little  indebted 
to  the  simple-hearted  Hemhutters,  as  well  as  to  the  unassuming 
Quakers. 

We  have  thus  glanced  at  some  of  the  peculiarities  and  acts  of 
the  Moravians,  in  order  the  better  to  rehearse  a  tale  of  mournful 
truth  connected  with  their  history  in  America.  It  is  our  purpose 
now  only  to  sketch  one  among  the  many  incidents  which  attendod 
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the  Moravian  on  his  westward  path  through  the  forests  of  Fennsyl* 
yania  and  of  Ohio ;  hut  to  him  who  rejoices  at  the  moral  hravery 
of  his  kind,  to  him  whose  associations  cluster  around  these  scenes 
of  moral  heroism,  even  this  simple  sketch  may  he  listened  to  with 
an  eager  ear. 

The  murder  of  the  Christian  Indians  on  the  hanks  of  the  Muskin- 
gum in  Ohio,  in  1782,  is  often  referred  to  hy  those  who  have  written 
ahout  the  West ;  hut  there  is  so  much  ohscurity  hanging  around  it, 
that  the  event  is  one  hy  no  means  widely  known,  and  of  which  per- 
haps a  full  account  can  never  he  given. 

Long  hefore  the  Wyoming  Massacre,  the  Moravian  Indians  who 
lived  then  on  the  hanks  of  the  Susquehannah  and  the  Beaver,  re- 
moved, hy  the  permission  of  the  Ohio  Indians,  to  the  hanks  of  the 
Muskingum  and  Sandusky.  They  huih  upon  the  hank  of  the  former 
stream,  the  Muskingum,  now  known  as  the  Tuscarawas,  a  branch 
of  the  Muskingum,  the  villages  of  Schdnhrunn,  Salem,  Lichtenau 
and  Gnattenhutten. 

For  some  ten  years  they  continued  to  live  in  these  places  in  de- 
lightful tranquillity ;  a  very  model  of  a  little  state,  whose  only  caste 
is  virtue ;  whose  only  nobility  is  Christianity.  The  Moravian  mis- 
sionaries were  the  political,  social  and  spiritual  teachers.  Their 
kindness  enforced  obedience  by  the  gentle  cogency  of  love.  The 
simple-hearted  Indians  gave  themselves  freely  to  die  guidance  of 
the  good  Moravian.  There  were  no  bickerings  for  office,  no  quar- 
rels for  property,  no  intestine  alarms,  to  break  the  dove-like  spell 
which  hovered  as  on  a  golden  wing  over  their  little  society.  Their^s 
was  a  community  which  a  Plato  might  have  studied  and  profitQid  by 
the  study ;  for  it  embodied  a  spirit  which  the  philosopher  of  the 
academy,  with  all  the  glancing  splendor  of  his  contemplation,  could 
not  divine — the  spirit  of  Christ  ;  the  spirit  of  humble  man  beauti- 
fully harmonizing  with  colossal  Divinity  1  Every  jarring  discord 
became  melody  under  its  influence.  The  harsh  savage  was-softened 
by  its  potency.  The  Indians  had  just  been  aroused  from  the  wild 
superstitious  dream  in  which  they  had  unconsciously  indulged ;  a 
dream  of  terrific  spectres  and  blood-craving  Manittos,  who  peopled 
the  air,  tenanted  the  caves,  and  hung  over  3ie  valleys  of  the  West- 
em  streams ;  and  now,  by  a  change  from  some  unseen  enchantment, 
they  were  transported  to  a  fairy  *  Bower  of  Bliss,'  where  the  bird 
answered  to  the  voice,  the  voice  to  the  water-fall,  the  water-fall  to 
the  wind,  and,  the  '  gentle  warbling  wind'  to  all  Nature,  tuneful  with 
peace  and  love.  The  solitary  forests  with  a  lowering  sky  had  in- 
stilled into  the  Indian  an  awful  imagination ;  his  fears  heightened 
the  horror  which  brooded  over  the  scene  ;  and  although  there  were 
no  air-castles  with  pallid  ladies  and  steel-clad  knights,  to  give  the 
wild  interest  which  hangs  around  the  mythology  oi  Northern  Eu- 
rope ;  although  there  was  no  extravagant  romance,  no  wonderful 
deeds  of  chivalry ;  although  there  was  no  attractive  legend  clinginfir 
like  the  living  presence  of  Beauty  to  each  whbpering  grove  and 
tinkling  fountain,  such  as  clung  around  the  groves  and  founts  of  an- 
fi^nt  Grreece ;  yet  there  was  something  in  Uie  gloomy  and  atrange 
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conoeptions  of  the  red  man  of  tbe  American  forest  which  was  thril* 
lingly  and  awfully  delightful.  But  now,  by  the  untiring  2eal  of  the 
Moravian,  some  hundreds  or  thousands  of  these  children  of  nature 
were  free  from  their  religion  of  fear.  Hope  with  her  Iris  tints 
painted  the  horizon.  A  new  soul  seemed  embodied  in  the  stalwajt 
frame ;  new  objects  flitted  before  the  eye ;  and  as  if  by  a  magic 
wand,  they  were  moved  by  the  missionary  to  follow  the  path  of 
Christian  fellowship  and  civilisation.  Sunk  in  the  depths  of  the 
forest  on  the  bank  of  the  Muskingum,  far  from  the  din  of  the  revolu- 
tionary strife,  these  children  of  the  forest  sought  their  homes.  Now 
and  then  a  faint  echo  of  the  struggle  reached  their  ears ;  now  and  then 
some  hostile  band  of  Indians  would  hang  like  a  cloud  around  their 
▼alley.  Once  indeed  they  were  so  alarmed  at  some  rumors  of  a 
hostile  nature  that  they  precipitately  removed  to  the  Sandusky,  and 
built  there  the  towns  of  New-Salem  and  Pillgaruth  ;  but  the  ensuing 
spring  they  returned  to  the  beautiful  country  on  the  Muskingum. 

In  the  year  1781  the  governor  of  Pittsburgh  had  released  a  large 
number  of  Indians  who  had  been  taken  prisoners  by  the  Americans 
on  account  of  a.ome  suspicion  of  aiding  the  British.  The  humane 
conduct  of  the  American  governor  greatly  incensed  the  white  ma* 
rauders  who  were  then  living  on  the  margin  of  civilization:  These 
were  a  set  of  men  ready  to  band  together  under  any  pretence,  at 
any  time,  for  the  purpose  of  attacking  and  plundering  the  Indians, 
npon  whom  they  looked  as  nothing  better  than  Canaanites,  Mnrong- 
fully  occupying  a  land  promised  by  the  Almighty,  and  designed  for 
the  especial  beneiit  of  the  white  man.  An  unusual  number  of  these 
characters,  the  pests  and  sometimes  the  pioneers  of  a  new  country, 
scourged  the  country  around  Pittsburgh.  They  consisted  mostly  of 
desperate  men,  who  were  ill  at  ease  under  the  restraints  of  society ; 
who  loved  the  life  of  roving  freemen ;  caring  as  little  for  human  life 
as  for  the  restraints  of  law ;  despising  as  heartily  the  precepts  of 
common  morality  as  they  did  the  red  men  of  the  woods.  One  may 
often  see  this  class  of  men  passing  through  the  villages  of  the  west- 
em  frontier,  with  hasty  stride  and  downcast  look,  as  if  ashamed  to 
gaze  at  the  open  face  of  smiling  and  cultivated  fields,  or  afraid  to 
meet  the  steady  gaze  of  the  civilized  citizen.  They  will  be  pointed 
out  with  many  a  tale  of  infamy  accompanying  the  gesture ;  tales  of 
mysterious  murders  of  white  men  and  of  Indians,  of  belated  travel- 
lers and  of  poor  emigrants. 

About  the  1st  of  March,  1782,  rumor  had  collected  a  large  num- 
ber of  these  American  Ishmaelipes.  She  reported  that  a  large 
number  of  Indians  were  on  their  way  from  the  towns  on  the  San- 
dusky with  provisions  for  the  towns  on  the  Muskingum ;  and  all  of 
the  marauders  in  and  around  Pittsburgh,  thirsting  for  some  new  ad- 
venture, and  longing  for  a  new  chance  to  plunder,  met  together  to 
concert  measures  to  march  to  the  West,  destroy  tbe  settlements  of 
the  Moravians  on  the  Muskingum,  capture  or  kill  the  inhabitants, 
and  then  proceed  to  Sandusky ;  in  fine,  to  cut  off  the  whole  race  of 
the  believing  Indians.  The  authorities  of  the  American  Congress 
at  Pittsburgh,  as  soon  as  they  heard  of  this  nefarious  enterprise,  de- 
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Bpatehed  couriera  to  the  Indian  towns ;  but  .the  sequel  will  show 
how  futile  was  the  good  endeavor.  , 

Let  us,  without  following  the  straight  path  of  adventure,  turn 
aside  to  the  village  of  Gnattenhutten,  the  principal  of  those  towns 
which  had  aroused  the  cupidity  of  the  whites.  This  village  con- 
sisted of  some  fifty  or  more  huts  and  log  cabins,  built  with  refer- 
ence principally  to  comfort,  but  not  without  a  certain  air  of  neatness, 
unusual  in  an  Indian  town.  There  was  one  cabin,  much  larger  than 
the  rest,  near  the  centre  of  the  village,  set  ajpart  for  a  Christian 
meeting-house.  Each  family  possessed  a  certam  plat  of  land  back 
of  the  village  for  the  purpose  of  cultivation;  already  the  'stake  and 
ridered'  fence  was  beginning  to  enclose  the  cleared  land,  and  culti- 
vation began  to  change  the  appearance  of  the  adjacent  country. 
For  ten  years  the  Indians  had  loved  this  valley ;  it  was  very  fertile, 
peculiarly  fitted  to  raise  their  com ;  possessing  great  abundance  of 
wood ;  the  river  was  beautiful,  and  full  of  the  best  fish ;  the  woods 
were  full  of  choicest  game  ;  and  altogether  the  situation  was  one  of 
pleasure  and  safety.  True  it  was  surrounded  by  warlike  Indians ; 
but  they  harmed  not  the  peaceful  Indians ;  like  the  thorns  by  which 
the  bird  guards  her  nest  and  young,  they  wounded  not,  but  rather 
protected  them  from  the  incursions  of  enemies. 

On  the  fifth  of  March,  the  inhabitants  of  Gnattenhutten  heard  by 
a  vague  rumor  that  a  murder  had  been  committed  on  the  Ohio  by  a 
number  of  warriors  of  the  Iroquois,  and  that  in  consequence  the 
whites  were  on  the  trail  of  the  murderers ;  were  threatening  to  de- 
molish every  Indian  town,  and  to  slaughter  every  red  man  whom 
they  should  meet.  On  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  the  people  of 
Gnattenhutten  were  assembled  in  the  large  cabin  for  worship.  A 
shade  of  anxiety  could  be  discemed  on  their  brow ;  in  solemn  sdence 
they  sat  for  some  minutes ;  a  silence  only  broken  and  made  more 
painful  by  the  melancholy  dirge  of  the  wnippoorwill,  who  from  the 
copse  of  willows  below  the  meeting-house  trilled  his  song  on  the 
still  air.  The  missionary  arose,  and  with  a  pious  gesture,  bade  them 
lif):  their  hearts  to  God,  and  bend  their  knees  in  adoration.  All  knelt ; 
and  the  Loan's  prayer  was  repeated  in  the  silver-sounding  tones  of 
the  Delaware  tongue.  After  the  impressive  Amenhad  g^ven  the  wonted 
joy  to  the  heart,  an  aged  Indian  arose,  and  briefly  spoke  as  follows : 
'  Our  white  brodier  ^o  missed  the  hatchet  of  the  warrior  Iroquois 
is  here.  The  wanior  was  on  the  shore  of  the  beautiful  river ;  (the 
Ohio.)  The  warrior  had  scalped  the  pale  woman ;  and  our  brother 
says  that  the  white  man  will  come  like  the  tempest,  to  uproot  every 
tree  of  the  forest.  Shall  the  peaceful  Chzistian  Indian  leave  the 
willows  of  the  Elk's  river  (the  Muskingum,)  and  seek  the  large  lakes 
of  the  North  V  No  lip  moved.  At  lengdi  one  of  the  Moravians 
arose,  and  said  that  the  Americans  would  not  harm  the  Christian 
Indians ;  that  the  only  enemies  of  the  Americans  were  tl^  hostile 
tribes  which  had  been  bought  by  the  British  to  ravage  the  borders. 
The  faces  of  the  Indians  assumed  their  accustomed  look ;  a  mur- 
mur of  confidence  passed  in  monosyllables  around ;  and  the  mis- 
sionary told  again  to  them  the  story  of  the  Divine  Man  of  Galilee. 
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The  answering  sobs  and  grateful  tears  of  the  good  Delawares  re- 
warded the  good  man  for  years  of  suffering.  '  The  stoic  of  the 
woods,  the  man  without  a  tear/  now  melted  into  tenderness  and 
humility  at  the  simple  rehearsal  of  the  Reoebmer'b  trials,  and  the 
glorious  consummation  by  which  all  men,  the  red  as  well  as  the 
white,  are  '  made  equal  in  fortune's  inequality,'  and  in  the  eye  of 
the  Supreme  Intelligence.  Such  a  scene  in  the  depth  of  western 
wilds  in  the  eighteenth  century,  acted  by  the  untutored  red  men, 
should  crimson  the  face  of  self-styled  Civilization  !  The  roueh  In- 
dian had  been  transmuted  by  some  potent  charm  into  the  mild  ChrieT- 
tian  !  The  hard,  intertwisted,  knotty-fibred  oak  had  been  polished, 
amd  its  very  gnarled  nature  made  it  susceptible  of  a  most  beautiful 
finish! 

The  sun  arose  right  cheerfully  on  the  raw  morning  of  the  sixth 
day  of  March  ;  and  the  coolness  of  the  night  passed  by  the  band  of 
marauders  at  the  junction  of  the  Walbonding  and  Tuscarawas,  gave 
an  added  cheer  to  the  fine  sunshine.  After  partaking  of  their  break- 
fast, collecting  their  blankets  and  utensils,  and  depositing  them  in 
the  canoes  which  were  chained  at  the  bank  to  the  overhanging  trees; 
after  drinking  freely  from  the  whisky  keg,  and  having  lit  their  pipes 
of  mixed  tobacco  and  kinnekiniek,  (the  name,  if  spelt  aright,  of  an 
Indian  bark  frequently  used  for  smoking,)  they  all  seated  themselves 
preparatory  to  a  move  up  the  Tuscarawas  to  the  town  of  Gnatten- 
hutten.  The  slanting  sun  rays  glanced  beautifully  on  the  water,  re- 
nowned before  the  '  improvements*  of  modem  times,  for  its  crystal 
transparency.  The  pebbles,  though  many  feet  beneath,  seemed  as 
plain  as  if  shielded  only  by  impalpable  air.  The  margin  of  the 
stream  was  closely  guarded  by  sentinels  of  bending  sycamores,  which 
had  been  accustomed  from  their  sapling  days  to  bow  their  forms  to 
the  semi-annual  floods  of  the  river.  Between  these  old  warders  the 
party  began  to  move.  They  passed  on  unchallenged;  yet  they 
watched  these  old  trees  suspiciously,  for  it  was  no  unusual  thing  in 
those  days  for  boat  loads  to  be  riddled  by  rifle  balls  mysteriously 
winged  from  the  shade  or  cover  of  the  overshadowing  trees.  Now 
and  then,  at  the  beck  of  their  leader,  they  ceased  paddling  their  ca- 
noes ;  and  when  expepting  an  enemy  or  an, Indian  (for  to  them  they 
were  the  same)  a  stag  makinff  his  way  to  the  brink  would  appear, 
take  one  proud  glance  at  the  intruders,  then  at  his  antlers  mirrored 
on  the  silver  stream,  and  dart  away  like  a  thought. 

The  band  was  a  curious  one  to  look  at  Modem  Europe  or  an- 
cient, ancient  Asia  or  modem,  never  saw  an  expedition  like  it  Our ' 
limits  will  not  permit  us  to  particularize.  We  might,  now  that  Time 
has  flung  its  many-colored  veil  over  those  scenes,  call  on  Fancy 
with  her  palette  and  brush  to  paint  a  group  of  strange  figures  of 
grotesque  appearance.  We  will  however  confine  ourselves  to  the 
general  outlines  of  fieict  Look  at  the  men  ;  and  if  you  douhc^d  the 
possibility  ot  such  an  enterprise,  the  impossibility  vanishes  before 
the  glance.  See  their  browned  visages  ;  their  reckless-looking  and 
care-wrinkled  countenances ;  some  with  unshorn  beards,  others  with 
shaggy,  fierce  whiskers ;  see  their  broad  shoulders,  brawny  arms^ 
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and  rough  bodies  covered  with  buckskin  breeches  and  blue  bunting- 
sbirts ;  see  tbeir  wild  roving  eyes  and  dare-devil  expression,  as  tbej 
sit  in  tbeir  canoes,  telling  with  coarse  jests  and  coarser  oaths  their 
adventures  with  the  red  skins,  and  bragging  over  their  adventures 
with  a  noisy  self-importance.  See  and  hear  Uiis ;  consider  the  strong 
prejudices  against  the  Indians  which  they  nursed  within  them,  and 
you  will  not  wonder  that  the  civilized  white  man  is  now  bent  on  the 
murder  of  the  savage  red  man.  Hear  them  lau?h  at  the  idea  of  an 
Indian  being  a  Christian;  hear  them  curse  the  red  race  for  some  deed 
of  treachery  which  we  could  pardon  in  an  Indian,  and  which  may  have 
been  of  far  less  turpitude  than  the  object  of  their  present  expedition. 
About  a  mile  below  Gnattenhutten  they  concealed  their  canoes  in  a 
little  creek  which  emptied  into  the  Tuscarawas  on  the  east  side. 
Powder-horns  and  shot  pouches  were  slun?  over  their  shoulders,  their 
rifles  primed  anew,  a  few  chosen  to  guard  the  canoes,  and  eager  for 
a  fray,  they  received  their  orders  to  move.  Before  they  proceeded  far 
the^  saw  approaching  a  young  man  (not  an  Indian)  dressed  after 
their  own  manner.  Before  he  was  within  speaking  distance,  they 
fired  and  wounded  him  so  much  that  he  could  not  escape.  This 
young  man,  whose  name  was  Schebosch,  was  the  son  of  a  white 
roan  —  a  Christian  —  and  resided  at  Gnattenhutten,  where  he  was 
beloved  by  all  the  Christian  congregation.  As  soon  as  they  had 
wounded  him  they  surrounded  him.  According  to  the  accounts  of 
the  marauders  themselves,  he  told  them  who  he  was,  and  begged  in 
piteous  tones  that  they  would  spare  his  life.  Heedless  of  his  prayers, 
at  the  beck  of  the  captain,  several  of  the  men  pulled  their  hatchets 
coolly  from  their  belts,  and  with  an  atrocity  that  would  have  shamed 
an  Algerine  pirate,  coolly  hacked  this  already  wounded  young  Chris- 
tian to  pieces.  He  could  tell  no  tale  to  the  living.  Let  us  seek  a 
momentary  relief  by  turning  our  steps  to  the  peacefril  Indian  vil- 

lage- 

The  sun  of  the  sixth  morning  of  March  was  scaling  the  hills,  and 
before  its  full  orb  was  seen  above  the  horizon,  the  people  of  the  vil- 
lage were  in  the  house  of  worship.  Afler  a  fervent  oifering  of  their 
guileless  hearts  to  the  God  of  Feace  and  of  Love,  they  retired  to 
their  usual  work.  Some  to  fell  trees,  and  to  maul  them  into  rails  ; 
some  were  preparing  the  ground  ;  some  were  hunting ;  some  fish- 
ing ;  others  tapping  the  maples  ;  and  all  were  more  or  less  engaged, 
a  thing  unusual  in  a  community  of  Indians.  The  sceptic  of  the 
refined  world  might  have  found  in  this  pleasant  vale  and  in  diose 
days  of  hardihood,  an  argument  for  Christianity  and  for  its  congruity 
with  human  nature,  which  no  ingenuity  or  sophistry  could  invalidate. 
Intemperance  was  seen  as  seldom  there  as  idleness  ;  the  spade  had 
taken  the  place  of  the  war  club ;  the  deadly  tomahawk  had  been 
superseded  by  the  useful  adze ;  their  only  trail  was  the  furrow  fresh 
turned  by  the  glistening  share ;  the  wild  war  halloo  no  longer  awoke 
the  echo  of  the  woods ;  but  the  Christian  hymn,  sune  sweetly  as  an 
Italian  air,  had  developed  the  exquisite  harmony  of  the  DelawaTB 
tongue,  and  embodied  the  beating  spirit  of  the  Delaware  believer. 
Nature  to  them  —  the  children  of  Nature  —  began  to  wear  the 
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smiling  &ce  of  the  fond  mother;  for  a  new  spirit '  drank  the  spet- 
tacle.'  The  very  birdii  were  heard  with  new  feelings ;  the  humming 
bird  buzzing  from  flower  to  flower ;  the  wild  swan  as  he  trumpeted 
his  voice  through  the  winding  vale  ;  and  the  mocking  bird  tuning 
lus  hundred  little  pipes  to  varied  melody ;  all  were  vocal  with  praise 
to  their  Crbator  ;  and  as  the  peaceful  Indian  listened  he  felt  grate- 
ful to  that  Crbatob  that  he  had  sent  the  white  man  to  tell  his  exist- 
ence, his  glory,  and  the  infinite  mercy  of  Hia  Son.  Ah  !  little  did 
be  think  that  the  white  man,  with  murder  in  his  heart,  was  near  j 

The  shrill  winding  of  the  horn,  at  the  hour  of  noon,  drew  the 
peace6il  Indians  of  Gnattenhutten  to  the  sugar  camp  below  the 
village.  Squaws,  papooses,  men  and  missionaries,  all  save  young 
Schebosch,  were  diere  to  partake  of  their  dinner  under  the  tall  juicy 
maples,  and  to  witness  the  grand  '  stirring  ofl*.'  Each  family  had 
a  cluster  of  trees,  a  lot  of  troughs,  and  a  large  brass  kettle.  The 
night  preceding  had  been  cool,  and  under  the  warmth  of  the  morn- 
ing sun  the  sap  had  flowed  freely.  The  women,  as  was  customary, 
bad  collected  it,  boiled  and  attended  it  through  all  its  forms,  from  the 
thin  sweet  water  to  the  honied  syrup ;  and  now  it  was  reduced  to 
the  requisite  thickness  ;  all  were  to  assist  in  pouring  it  into  the  broad  ^ 
wooden  dishes,  and  in  stirring  it  briskly  until  it  should  granulate  and  ' 
become  their  palatable  and  perhaps  only  luxury.  It  was  a  merry 
time,  as  all  such  times  yet  are  among  the  sugar-makers.  Children 
ran  hither  and  thither. in  gleeful  activity ;  women  directed  the  ope- 
ratipns  and  the  men  with  hearty  cheerfulness  obeyed.  More  than 
one  bright*eyed  Delaware  girl  leaped  for  joy  at  her  success  in  the 
test  of  cooling  and  stirring.  It  was  at  this  hilarious  hour  that  the 
marauders  unnoticed  surrounded  the  camp.  What  a  victory  was 
theirs  I  The  triumph  of  the  snake  over  tne  tuneful,  unconscious 
bird  1  As  if  ashamed  of  their  easy  victory,  and  seeing  the  peaceful 
and  harmless  occupation  of  the  Indians,  the  marauders  approached 
them  in  an  apparatdtf  friendly  spirit ;  they  made  excuses  for  their 
appearance  ;  they  told  the  amazed  and  unsuspecting  Indians  to  go  to 
their  homes ;  at  the  same  time  promising  that  no  injury  should  happen 
to  them ;  but  that  they  would  be  protected  from  the  British  and  hos- 
tile Indians.  These  Americans,  as  they  called  themselves,  condoled 
with  the  Indians  for  their  former  perils  and  losses ;  and  the  Indians, 
in  guilelessness  of  heart,  believed  what  was  promised,  went  home 
wim  the  Americans,  and  treated  them  with  generous  and  Christian 
-  hospitality.  During  the  afternoon,  the  whites  found  a  barrel  of  wine* 
which  the  Indians  used  in  partaking  of  the  Lord's  supper ;  and  on 
this  discovery,  as  a  pretext,  they  waxed  very  wroth ;  pretended  great 
anger ;  hinted  at  the  tampering  of  the  British ;  and  threatened  to 
send  all  the  Indians  immediately  to  Pittsburgh.  The  Indians  heard 
this  with  no  less  surprise  than  resignation ;  they  delivered  to  the 
whites,  at  their  demand,  all  the  guns,  hatchets,  and  other  weapons  of 
the  village.  Moreover,  in  their  unsuspecting  innocence  they  snowed 
these  Americans  all  the  things  which  they  had  secreted  (as  was  the 
custom  then)  in  the  woods  out  of  the  sight  of  the  hostile  Indians, 
who  occasionally  visited  their  village.    They  also  emptied  their  bee 
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hives  to  please  and  entertain  their  guests.  In  the  mean  time,  these 
cunning  whites  expressed  an  earnest  desire  to  see  the  neighboring 
Moravian  town  of  Salem,  on  the  west  'bank  of  the  river.  A  party 
of  whites  were  conducted  thither ;  expressed  great  good-will  toward 
the  Indians  there  ;  and  by  heightening  their  danger,  penuaded  them 
to  give  them  all  the  things  in  their  possession,  promising  to  return 
them  when  they  should  all  arrive  at  Pittsburgh,  where  the  kind  care 
of  the  Americans  would  recompense  them  for  their  hasty  removal. 
These  hypocritical  desperadoes  had  the  audacity  to  profess  diem- 
selves  Christians,  and  in  order  to  lull  entirely  any  wakeful  suspicion, 
they  questioned  the  Indians  about  Scriptural  truth ;  professea  great 
anxiety  for  the  salvation  of  their  souls ;  and  thus,  by  detestable  du- 
plicity, completely  won  the  confidence  and  love  of  the  simple-hearted 
people.  Would  that  this  were  mere  fiction  !  It  is  too  real ;  and  if 
the  nistpry  of  the  Indians  of  America,  even  of  those  whose  conver- 
sion to  Christianity  had  given  them  some  reason  to  expect  fair  treat- 
ment, common  honesty  and  decent  respect  from  the  white  man,  could 
be  written :  if  the  sealed  leaves  which  contain  the  recitals  of  mean- 
ness practised  toward  the  Indians,  converted  and  unconverted,  could 
.  be  opened  to  the  light  of  impartiality,  a  catalogue  of  black  and  de- 
spicable crimes,  lies,  cheating  and  murders  would  be  exhibited,  that 
would  make  the  heart  of  the  good  citizen  ache,  and  enlist  his  sym- 
pathies with  the  scattered  remnants  of  the  red  race  who  yet  breathe 
the  air  of  the  western  wilds.  We  forget,  in  our  loud  cry  for  the 
West  and  Oregon,  that  every  impulse  of  the  nation  levels  an  Indian 
mound,  and  every  step  of  the  pioneer  treads  upon  an  Indian  grave. 

All  that  we  t*hall  hereafter  tell  of  Gnattenhutten  shall  be  told  with 
a  colorless  pen.  While  the  band  which  had  gone  to  Salem  were 
conducting  the  Salem  Indians  to  Gnattenhutten,  the  remaining 
whites  attacked  and  drove  together  the  defenceless  and  startled  In- 
dians of  Gnattenhutten,  and  bound  them  all.  By  a  preconcerted 
design,  the  conductors  of  the  Salem  Indians  turned  upon  them  before 
they  reached  Gnattenhutten,  despoiled  them  of  every  thing,  even  to 
their  pocket  knives,  bound  and  conducted  them  in  triumph  into  Grnat- 
tenhutten. 

The  marauders  now  held  a  meeting  to  concert  farther  measures. 
'What  shall  be  done  with  the  prisoners  1'  was  the  question  ;  and  in 
council  assembled  they  deliberately  declared,  by  a  majority  of  voices, 
that  they  all  should  be  murderd  on  the  next  day.  The  cold  blooded- 
ness  of  the  deliberation  chills  the  sickened  heart.  Is  it  possible  that 
men  with  an  idea  above  the  cougar  of  the  wood,  with  a  feeline 
above  the  snake  of  the  grass,  could  deUberate  on  so  heinous  a  deed  1 
For  the  honor  of  human  nature  we  rejoice  to  know  that  a  good 
minority  of  the  band  were  made  up  of  something  like  men  ;  men 
whose  hearts  the  simple  goodness  and  Christian  meekness  of  the 
Indians  had  touched.  These  dissented,  entreated ;  but  the  vote 
passed ;  they  wrung  their  hands  in  unaffected  grief,  calling  God  to 
witness  that  they  were  innocent  of  the  blood  of  the  harmless  Chris- 
tian Indian.  The  majority  were  unmoved ;  they  only  differed  as  to 
the  mode  ;  some  in  mercy  were  for  burning  them  alive ;  others  pre- 
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ferred  tbe  pleasure  of  taking  with  their  own  hands  the  scalps  of  the 
red  skins ;  thus  imitating  as  near  as  possible  the  worst  feature  in 
the  worst  of  die  savage  character.  Tlie  latter  mode,  as  we  might 
well  suppose,  was  agreed  upon.  We  can  better  conceive  dian  de- 
scribe the  terror  with  which  the  Indians  lieard  this.  But  they  had 
an  Indian's  fortitude,  and  blent  with  it,  a  Christian's  hope !  They 
passed  the  night  of  the  seventh  of  March  in  prayer  and  inter^^con- 
solation.  On  the  morning,  bound  two  and  two,  they  were  led  into 
two  houses ;  slauehter-houses,  as  the  whites  pleasantly  named  them ; 
one  for  the  men,  Uie  other  for  the  women  ana  children.  Some*  of  the 
band  seemed  impatient  to  dabble  in  the  blood  of  innocence ;  a  sort 
of  delusion,  like  that  which  prevailed  once  in  Europe,  when  persons 
thought  they  would  become  supremely  happy  if  they  could  take  the 
life  of  a  child,  or  the  sinless  life  of  any  one,  seems  to  have  seized 
upon  these  marauders.  The  Indians  told  those  who  were  earliest 
in  the  house  to  gloat  their  eyes  on  the  sight,  to  taunt  and  to  jeer ; 
that  they  were  ready  to  die ;  that  they  had  commended  their  souls 
to  GrOD ;  and  that  they  were  assured  that  He  would  take  them  to 
Himself  fbrever.    After  this  declaration,  the  murders  began. 

Oh !  that  sudi  black,  inhuman  deeds  should  have  been  done  on  the 
virgin  soil  of  Muskingum !  We  can  hear  without  emotion  of  the 
deaths  by  fagTOt,  sword  and  rack  in  the  old  world ;  they  seem  to  be  - 
associated  with  the  soil  of  the  other  hemisphere,  and  sometimes 
necessary  for  the  purification  and  advancement  of  man.  We  can 
bear  the  sacrifice  of  blood  in  the  contemporaneous  deaths  on  our 
Atlantic  coast ;  because  every  drop  there  shed  throbbed  with  the 
life  and  liberty  of  future  millions ;  but  in  this  case,  no  association 
softens  the  contemplation  ;  no  iron  grip  of  necessity  demanded  the 
sacrifice ;  but  the  associatimis  of  eany  days  and  happy  hours  around 
these  scenes  only  serve,  like  the  innocent  infant  in  the  painting  of 
David,  to  make  the  murderous  Cain  start  horribly  from  the  canvass. 

All  Gtiattenhutten  and  Salem  were  murdered,  save  two  boys,  who 
although  scalped,  miraculously  escaped.  According  to  the  accounts 
of  the  murderers  themselves,  a  noble  resolution  and  a  Christian  re- 
signation made  glorious  their  death.  We  cannot  follow  the  mur- 
derers fiirther :  how  they  sacked  the  town  and  fired  it ;  how  they 
destroyed  the  other  Moravian  towns ;  how  they  rioted  like  fiends  in 
carnage  and  blood,  may  yet  be  told  by  some  one  who  writes  the  his- 
tory of  the  American  Moravian.  We  have  endeavored  to  detail  the 
circumstances  connected  with  the  fall  of  Gnattenhutten  only.  It  is  a 
subject  somewhat  obscure.  Very  few  of  those. who  now  plough 
around  and  over  the  spots  where  these  events  took  place,  can  tell 
the  tale  of  the  Moravian.  The  little  which  is  known  is  indefinite ; 
and  thousands  on  the  Ohio  canal  pass  daily  near  this  scene  of  early 
martyrdom,  without  a  thought  or  an  association  by  which  to  point 
out  and  celebrate  the  spot.  The  great  West,  with  dashing  pro- 
gressiveness,  sweeps  by  the  few  spots  upon  which  die  cray  light  of 
antiquity  would  fain  fiill  and  hallow.  The  eenius  of  the  Fast  shrinks 
pale  and  afinghted  before  the  genius  of  the  Future ;  while  the  lat* 
ter,  with  the  eagle  glance  of  enterprise, '  points  with  untiring  pur- 
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pose,  onward,  onward!'  When  this  utilitarian  frenzy  shall  have 
subsided  into  the  madness  of  poetry,  and  the  future  poet  of  America 
'  shall  write  the  epic  by  which  the  nuptials  of  America  and  Liberty 
shall  be  celebrated,  and  the  men  who,  by  '  proud  oppression  driven,* 
raised  the  standard  of  cis- Atlantic  freedom  shall  be  immortalized ; 
may  he  not  forget,  in  his  rapture  at  the  grandeur  of  his  theme,  to 
weave  into  his  song  a  strain  of  pathos  for  the  sufferings  and  of  subli- 
mity for  the  heroism  of  those  Indian  Christian  martyrs  who  fell  on 
the  far-off  banks  of  the  Muskingum  !  s.  s.  c. 


THE        IDEAL        ATTAINED. 


SY    BO  RATIO   STOKB. 


Some  spirit  led  him  on,  herself  disguising, 
Through  all  the  varied  forms  of  Nature  fair ; 

Through  groves  and  shining  vales,  o'er  heights  Buxprisiii|r, 
Through  gem-illumined  caves  and  reahns  of  air ; 

From  all  things  where  they  sped,  a  magric  Ugfati 

A  smile  of  beauty,  met  his  charmed  si^t 

And  to  his  wakened  soul  the  truth  came  stealing, 
*T  was  Beauty's  spirit,  whose  loved  form  he  sought. 

That  made  the  world  so  faur,  its  charms  revealing. 
And  fired  his  mind  with  art-inspiring  thought 

He  seized  the  pencil  with  impulaive  joy, 

To  consecrate  his  powers  in  Art's  employ : 

And  strive  to  body  forth  in  fairest  imitalkm 

The  exalted  beauties  we  in  Nature  see ; 
To  fix  in  lasting  Form,  in  re-creation 

Save,  the  transient  charms  that  with  the  moment  flee ; 
And  with  ideal  grace  and  truth  combined. 
Express  the  lofty  image  of  the  mind. 

And  we  have  seen,  in  few  brief  years,  with  gladness. 
His  youthful  genius  veteran  powers  outrun ; 

But  now,  our  hope  and  joy  are  turned  to  sadness ! 
For  his  career,  so  worthily  begun, 

With  glorious  promise  of  his  riper  age, 

Has  closed  in  death,  in  manhood's  earliest  stage ! 

Alas !  what  pain  to  him,  to  us  what  deep  affliction. 
Those  first  dread  warnings  brought  that  he  must  die  \ 

When,  hopeless  of  relief,  the  sad  conviction 
In  silence  settled  in  his  speaking  eye ; 

To  see  with  sorrow  dimmed  its  joyous  glow. 

Its  genius-radiance,  which  ne'er  ceased  to  flow. 

Still  placid  was  his  mien ;  without  repining. 
His  gentle  nature  bore  the  mournful  fate  ; 

Yet  one  could  see,  while  manfully  resigning 
His  cherished  hopes,  a  shadow  of  regret ; 

The  yearning  that  all  gifted  souls  must  feel, 

Some  work  to  finish,  with  Perfection's  seal. 
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*  Conld  I  but  finish !' — ah !  that  fhon^t  nnspokai, 

Suppreoied,  we  knew,  oft  reated  on  hia  tongaa ; 
And  flaahing  glearoa  of  hope  would  oft  betoken 

How  deeply  in  hia  aool  unfadinff  clung 
The  Ideal  Form,  the  beauteooa  Muse  of  Art, 
To  whoee  bright  unage  he  would  life  impart 

*  Fear  not,  bright  son  of  art !  thine  ardent  longing 

Full  aoon  shall  bring  thee  to  the  golden  goal !' 
So  breathed  the  Mnae ;  and  then  came  swiftly  throngiiif 

Spirits  of  strength  and  gladness  to  his  soul : 
'  Far  in  the  genial  South,  'mid  fragrant  bowers, 
Thoa  'It  findrenewal  of  life's  shattered  powets.* 

She  spake ;  and  led  him  forth,  all  fear  beguiling, 
In  hopeful  promise  to  that  genial  clime : 

*  Soon  shall  you  reach,  in  heaven's  pure  radiance 

The  home  of  Beauty  through  the  gates  of  Time !' 
He  died  ;  and  found  the  long-sought  fount  of  youth, 
The  pone  Ideal,  in  the  realm  of  Truth. 


LIGHTS    AND    SHADOWS    OF    FASHIONABLE    LIFE. 


sx   ysTBK  aoHsmx.. 


*  ICH  lube  geMben,  was  (Ich  wcisa  das)  ich  nicht  wUrde  gc^Iaubt  haben  auf  Ihre  erB^Munf / 

TuBTxiuifna.  to  CoLBVBsa* 

*  I  hsYe  aaea  what  I  am  csrtaia  I  would  aoC  hsTe  belieredon  yonr  tolling.' 

0 

Such  of  my  readers  as  had  the  patience  to  accompany  me  through 
my  last  (and  first)  chapter,  will  appreciate  the  importance  of  her 
first  party  to  Mrs.  Smith,  and  the  sinking  in  her  veiy  soul  with 
which  she  recalled  the  last  words  of  her  husband.  '  Was  it  possi- 
ble they  would  prove  his  fixed,  his  fast  and  unalterable  purpose  1* 
She  well  knew  his  aversion  to  all  her  plans,  and  the  reluctance  with 
which  he  had  been  induced  to  comply  with  her  wishes ;  and  she 
threw  herself  on  one  of  her  sofas  with  a  pang  of  agony  at  the 
fidarfulness  of  his  decision,  and  repeated  the  words  in  tones  of  the 
utmost  grief:  '  Lamps  which  never  bum  dim  !'  No  such  thing  could 
exist ;  and  yet  on  this  sole  condition  rested  the  hopes  of  her  life. 
At  one  moment  she  thought  he  must  and  would  relent ;  and  then 
she  remembered  but  too  well  the  stem  and  iron  will  which  had  never 
but  once  relinquished  its  hold  of  a  pui^ose  fully  formed ;  and  she 
feared,  as  she  recollected  the  intense  struggle  she  had  witnessed  in 
him  on  that  evening,  that  this  was  fixed  as  fate. 

While  thus  absorbed  in  thought,  she  was  surprised  to  see  the  very 
Gentleman  in  Black,  whom  the  unfortunate  Peter  Scbbmil  had 
met  some  years  since,  enter  the  room,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and 
with  an  air  of  the  utmost  humility  and  deference ;  and  who,  bow- 
ing very  low,  approached  her,  and  in  tones  of  voice  singularly  soft 
and  winning,  begged  her  pardon  if  he  had  intruded  upon  her;  but 
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he  said  he  could  not  leave  the  house  without  tendering  his  thanks, 
and  expressing  his  high  satis&ction  with  the  pleasure  he,  in  com- 
mon with,  her  large  circle  of  friends,  had  received  from  the  very 
splendid  party  to  which  she  had  invited  them. 

*  Indeed,  Sir,'  said  the  lady,  '  I  was  not  aware  of  having  had  the 

fleasure  of  meeting  you  here  this  evening.  You  will  forgive  me  if 
have  failed  in  any  attentions  which  would  have  made  your  visit 
agreeable.' 

'  My  dear  Madam,'  replied  the  Grentleman  in  Black, '  I  assure  you 
I  am  quite  at  home  in  ^Babylon  the  Less,  and  was  happy  to  meet  so 
many  of  my  friends  here  to-night.  It  has  been  to  me  a  most  agrree- 
able  evening.' 

'  I  fear,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  with  a  tone  of  sadness,  '  you  are  the 
only  one  of  my  euests  who  can  say  as  much ;  to  me  it  has  been  any 
thine  but  what  1  could  have  wished.' 

'  Indeed !'  said  the  Gentleman,  with  an  expression  of  sincerest 
sympathy ;  '  what  change  could  you  have  wished  made  1' 

'  See,'  said  the  lady,  pointing  to  the  coverings  of  her  sofas  and 
chairs,  and  to  her  carpets,  all  spotted  with  sperm,  and  then  to  the 
.  lamps  burning  dimly,  and  sending  up  their  hateful  columns  of  smoke 
through  blackened  chimneys ;  '  and  my  rooms,  too,  have  been  Seated 
to  suffocation,  through  the  stupidity  of  the  servant  having  the  fur- 
'  naces  in  his  charge;  so  that  altogether  it  has  been  to  me  a  series  of 
mishaps  and  a  ss^  chapter  of  accidents.' 

'  My  dear  lady,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  vou  take  all  these 
matters  too  much  to  heart  I  assure  you  I  have  found  it  very  diffi- 
cult indeed  to  so  regulate  the  heat  of  my  furnaces  as  to  satisfy 
the  demands  of  my  guests ;  and  it  is  the  commonest  of  aU  con^laints 
with  them,  that  my  rooms  are  somewhat  over-hAted.  As  to  light* 
ing  saloons,  too,  I  have  often  heard  my  friends  say,  that  they  were 

2uite  in  the  dark,  notwithstanding  all  my  pains-taking  on  this  scors. 
ndeed  the  subject  of  illumination  had  always  been  one  of  die  ut* 
most  difficulty,  and  upon  which  a  vast  amount  of  time  and  money  has 
been  bestowed ;  if  she  had  fiuled,  it  was  what  was  an  every-day  oc- 
euirence.  RaUier  I  should  say,'  said  he,  smiling, '  an  every-night 
occurrence.' 

The  ladv  smiled  too,  but  it  was  at  his  poor  attempt  to  be  witnr, 
and  thought,  '  He  is  no  doubt  a  very  simple-minded  man.'  He 
yose,  looked  at  the  spots  on  her  sofas,  and  to  her  infinite  surprise, 
held  his  hands  for  a  moment  over  them,  when  they  rapidly  disap- 
peared, as  if  they  had  been  sublimed  by  a  heated  iron.  Seeing  her 
astonishment,  he  said  quietly,  that '  it  was  very  easy  to  remove  sudi 
•Cains,'  and  then  proceeded  to  obliterate  those  upon  her  carpet;  and 
having  done  so,  he  again  seated  himself  in  a  lonnge  near  to  her, 
and  asked  her  if  he  could  in  any  way  be  useful  to  her.  He  had 
risen  wonderfully  in  the  lady's  estimation,  by  his  skiU  in  the  way  of 
spots,  and  she  thought, '  He  is  without  doubt  a  very  sensible  man ;' 
so  readily  do  we  change  our  minds,  when  we  are  conciliated  in  the 
way  which  best  suits  us. 

Mrs.  Smith  asked  him  « whether  there  did  not  exist  iamps  wUflh 
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never  went  out ;  that  she  had  read  of  such  things  as  having  heen  onee 
known ;  and  if  they  really  existed,  there  was  nothing  she  possessed 
that  she  would  not  give  to  procure  them.  « 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  looked  at  her  with  a  fixed  and  admking 
gasM,  which  lit  up  his  eyes  till  they  shone  like  diamonds ;  and  then 
casting  his  looks  upon  the  carpet,  he  seemed  lost  in  thought.  The 
lady.  It  must  be  told,  in  this  most  truthful  of  all  narratives,  was  a 
little  flattered  by  the  impression  she  had  made  upon  this  eentleman, 
and  saw  with  secret  satisfaction  the  struggle  with  which  he  vi^as 
recovering  his  senses.  He  soon  however  found  himself  able  to  look 
up,  and  with  his  usual  benignity  of  smile,  said :  It  was  indeed  re- 
lated that  such  lamps  had  been  once  known,  but  they  were  only  used 
in  tombs,  and  the  hght  was  at  best  but  sepulchral,  and  entirely  un- 
suited  to  her  saloons ;  moreover,  't  was  said  they  were  at  once  extin- 
guished by  the  introduction  of  the  open  air ;  and  then,  rising  with 
an  air  of  distinffuished  courtesy,  he  begeed  her  to  walk  to  the  mirror 
at  the  end  of  the  room  in  which  the  lady  had  so  recently  seen  hei> 
eelf,  saying  he  would  show  her  some  of  die  methods  of  illumination 
which  had  been  adopted  by  the  circles  of  good  society  in  other  coun- 
tiies  and  in  other  times. 

'  Indeed  1'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  '  and  how  can  you  do  this  1' 

It  is  very  readily  done,'  he  replied,  '  by  those  who  understand 
the  process.'  So  saying,  they  walked  toward  the  mirror,  which  was 
one  plate  of  glass,  reaching  from  near  the  ceiling  to  the  floor,  and 
stood  between  the  windows,  unobscured  by  the  drapery,  which  was 
hanging  loose  from  the  rings.  The  Gentleman  in  Black  placed  Mrs. 
Smith  in  front  of  the  glass,  and  avain  his  whole  soul  was  flashing  in 
his  face,  as  he  gazed  upon  her  beauty.  She  saw  it,  and  saw  too 
that  there  she  stood  alone ;  there  was  no  reflection  of  the  gentleman 
beside  her.  She  looked  her  surprise ;  but  he  said  '  It  is  never  my 
wish  to  come  in  contrast  with  such  loveliness !'  The  lady  smiled 
her  acknowledgments,  and  now  thought, '  He  is  really  a  very  sen- 
sible man.'  The  Gentleman  in  Black  then  bowinff,  stepped  before 
her  and  breathed  upon  the  mirror,  which  suddenly  became  obscured 
as  with  a  vapor,  which  however  instantly  disappeared. 

As  the  vanor  cleared  away  from  the  face  of  the  mirror,  Mrs.  Smith 
found  herself,  as  it  weie,  looking  directly  into  a  long  saloon,  most 
splendidly  furnished.  There  stood  costly  tables  of  cedar,  with  pil- 
laiw  of  ivory  supporting  their  massive  orbs.  In  one,  the  wood  was 
like  the  beautiml  coat  of  a  panther ;  in  a  second,  the  spots  being 
more  regular  and  close,  imitated  the  tail  of  the  peacock ;  and  in  a 
third,  it  resembled  the  luxuriant  and  tangled  leaves  of  the  apium, 
each  of  them  niore  beautiful  and  valuable  than  the  other.  On  the 
side-boards  which  stood  around  the  walls  were  displayed  fl;old  and 
salver  plate ;  amber  vessels,  in  one  of  which  was  a  bee,  and  in  ano- 
ther an  ant  had  found  its  transparent  tomb;  beakers  of  the  most 
antique  shape,  to  which  the  names  of  their  former  possessors  ffave 
diem  value  and  historical  importance ;  and  vessels  of  Corintman 
bronxe,  whose  worn  handles  announced  their  antiquity,  together 
with  two  large  golden  drinking-cups,  on  one  of  which  were  engraved 
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the  scenes  of  the  Iliad  and  on  the  other  those  of  the  Odyssey.  Beside 
these,  were  smaller  heakers  and  bowls,  composed  of  precious  stones, 
either  made  of  one  piece,  and  adorned  with  reliefs,  or  of  several 
cameos  united  by  settings  of  gold. 

The  lady  gazed  with  intense  admiration,  and  begged  to  know 
what  scene  was  this  before  her.  The  Gentleman  in  Black  replied, 
that  it  was  a  saloon  in  the  house  of  Gallus,  one  of  the  courtiers  of 
Augustus,  in  Rome.  The  workmanship  and  wood  of  these  tables 
were  so  infinitely  superior  to  any  thing  she  had  seen,  that  she  in- 
quired of  the  G^ntlemkn  in  Black  if  they  were  indeed  of  wood. 
Me  answered  that  they  were,  and  that  the  price  of  them  was  enor- 
mous ;  and  pointing  to  one,  he  invited  her  to  examine  it,  adding,  that 
ibr  a  table  of  the  same  description,  Cicero  had  given  a  million  of 
sesterces. 

*  And  pray,'  said  the  lady,  '  and  how  much  would  that  be  in  dollars 
and  cents  V 

*  About  thirty«-five  thousand  dollars.' 

The  lady  looked  at  the  Gentleman  in  Black  incredulously.  He 
saw  it,  and  said : 

'  The  splendor  of  these  mansions  is  certainly  very  great,  but  then 
they  are  the  plunder  of  the  world.  This  Gallus  was  enriched  by 
the  spoils  of  Egypt,  of  which  he  was  once  the  supreme  governor. 
But  wait ;  I  will  show  you  yet  more  of  this  house.' 

Again  he  breathed  on  the  mirror  and  the  scene  changed.  Around 
a  table,  covered  with  cedar  wood,  stood  dinner-couches  of  bronze, 
inlaid  with  tortoise-shell,  the  lower  part  decked  with  white  hangings 
embroided  with  gold,  and  the  pillows  stuffed  with  the  softest  wool. 
Upon  these  seats,  cirshions,  covered  with  silken  stuff,  were  laid,  to 
separate  the  places  of  the  guests.  There  were  reclining  at  the 
Trinclinum^  six  gentlemen  in  splendid  dresses,  whose  togas  were 
woven  of  the  whitest  and  softest  Milesian  wool,  and  worn  over  the 
left  shoulder  so  as  to  fall  far  below  the  knee,  and  covered  with  its 
folds,  which  gradually  became  more  wide,  the  whole  arm  down  to 
the  hand.  The  right  arm  remained  at  liberty,  as  the  voluminous 
garment  was  passed  at  its  broadest  part  under  the  arm  and  then 
brought  forward  in  front  The  nmho  was  arranged  in  an  ingenious 
fashion,  being  laid  obliquely  across  the  breast  so  that  the  well-rounded 
sinus  almost  reached  the  knee,  and  the  lower  half  ended  below  the 
knee,  while  the  remaining  portion  was  thrown  on  the  left  shoulder, 
and  hung  down  on  the  arm  in  a  mass  of  broad  and  regular  folds. 
The  hair  of  these  Romans  was  dressed  with  care,  and  arranged  in 
elegant  locks,  which  were  perfumed  with  cassia,  narde  and  bal- 
sams. The  lady  remarked  this,  and  the  Gentleman  •  in  Black  said 
the  costliness  and  the  amount  which  was  used  by  these  gentlemen 
of  these  precious  unguents  was  trifling  in  comparison  with  what 
was  consumed  by  the  ladies,  many  of  whom  used  twenty  pounds 
at  a  single  dressing. 

It  appeared  that  the  guests  had  been  but  recently  seated,  as  slaves 
were  m  the  act  of  taking  off  the  sandals  of  each,  and  offering  them 
water  in  silver  bowls  for  their  ablutions,  at  the  same  time  the  slaves 
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were  entering  with  trays,  on  which  were  the  dishes  composing  the 
first  course.  In  the  centre  of  the  plateau,  ornamented  with  tortoise 
shell,  stood  an  ass  of  hronze,  on  either  side  of  which  hung  silver 

Cniers,  filled  with  white  and  black  olives ;  on  the  back  of  the 
St  sat  a  tilenuSf  from  whose  skin  the  most  delicious  sauce  flowed 
upon  the  tumen,  or  breast  of  the  porca,  a  favorite  dish  in  those  days, 
^ear  this,  on  two  silver  gridirons,  delicately- dressed  sausages,  be- 
neath which  Syrian  plumbs,  mixed  with  the  seed  of  he  pomegra- 
nate, presented  the  appearance  of  glowing  coals.  Around,  stood 
silver  dishes,  containing  asparagus,  radishes,  and  other  productions 
of  the  garden,  flavored  with  mint  and  rue,  and  with  Byzantine  mwiaf 
and  dressed  with  snails  and  oysters,  while  fresh  ones  in  abundance 
vrere  handed  about.  The  guests  proceeded  to  help  themselves  to 
what  each,  according  to  his  taste,^considered  the  best  incentive  of  an 
appetite.  At  the  same  time  slaves  carried  about  in  golden  goblets 
the  tntdsum,  composed  of  Hymettian  honey  and  Falemian  wines. 

They  were  still  occupied  in  tasting  the  several  delicacies,  when  a 
second  and  smaller  tray  was  brought  in,  and  placed  in  a  vacant  spot 
within  the  first,  to  which  it  did  not  yield  in  point  of  singularity.  In 
an  elegant  basket  sat  an  hen,  ingeniously  carved  out  of  wood,  with 
outspread  wings,  as  if  she  were  brooding.  Straightway  entered 
two  slaves,  who  began  searching  the  chaff  which  filled  the  basket, 
and  taking  out  some  eggs  distributed  them  among  the  guests.  These 
eggs,  on  being  broken,  were  found  made  of  dough,  and  that  a  fat 
fig-pecker  was  hidden  in  the  yolk,  which  was  seasoned  with  pepper. 
Many  jokes  were  made,  and  while  the  guests  were  eating  the  mys- 
terious eggs,  the  slaves  again  presented  the  honey-wine.  When  no 
one  desired  more,  a  sign  was  given  for  the  slaves  to  remove  the  gus- 
UUorium,  which  they  proceeded  to  do. 

'  And  is  this  a  Roman  banquet  ]  It  seems  to  me  a  d^euner-drlo' 
fowrehetU,*  remarked  the  lady,  'seeing  that  they  eat  with  their  fingers, 
without  forks.' 

The  face  of  the  Gentleman  in  Black  wore  a  smile  which  perplexed 
the  lady  not  a  little,  while  he  replied  :  '  These  gentlemen,  with  all 
their  refinement,  have  never  felt  the  need  of  forks.  With  them  it  is 
as  with  the  vulgar  of  our  own  days,  '  fingers  before  forks.'  Mrs. 
Smith  expressed  also  her  surprise  at  seeing  the  guests  wiping  their 
fingers  with  bits  of  bread ;  but  the  Gentleman  in  Black  assured  her 
that  napkins  were  of  a  modern  invention,  and  that  at  the  present  day 
among  the  Persians  the  same  method  of  cleaning  the  fingers  that 
she  saw  was  still  practised. 

A  slave  now  wiped  the  table  with  a  purple  cloth  of  coarse  linen« 
and  two  Ethiopians  again  handed  water  for  washing  the  hands. 
Boys,  wearing  gi-een  garlands,  then  brought  in  two  well-gypsomed 
amfphoTiBy  with  a  label  hanging  round  them,  whereon  might  be  read, 
written  in  ancient  characters,  the  consul  for  the  year  when  the  wine 
was  bottled.  These  vessels  were  carefully  cleaned  of  the  gypipsum 
and  the  corks  extricated,  and  the  wine  was  then  cautiously  poured 
into  the  silver  coLum,  which  was  placed  ready  to  receive  it,  which 
was  again  filled  with  fi^sh  snow,  and  then  mixed  according  to  the 
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\  direetioiw,  in  the  liehlj-eBiboMad  entter,  and  ili|y»^  a  gol- 
den cyaikm  therein,  filled  the  amethyst^colovBd  gimwWj 
dittrilmtad  among  tlie  guesto  bj  the  rest  of  die  bop. 

This  operation  was  scareelj  finished, before  a  newi  _ 
-or  tray  was  placed  on  the  table,  containing  die  fint  eoaine  of  the 
etata,  which  howerer  bj  no  meana  seemed  to  answer  the  expecta- 
tions of  the  guests.  A  drcle  of  small  dishes,  coreied  widi  snch 
meats  as  were  to  be  met  with  only  at  the  table  of  plebeians,  was 
ranged  around  a  slip  of  natural  turC  on  which  lay  a  honey-comb.  A 
slare  carried  round  bread  in  a  silver  basket,  and  the  gnests  were  pff^ 
paring,  although  with  erident  rexation,  to  help  themselves  to  dndt* 
peas  and  small  fish,  when  at  a  sign  given  hr  die  host,  two  slaves 
Burried  forward  and  took  oiT  the  npner  part  of  the  tray,  under  vrhich 
a  number  of  dishes,  presenting  a  n^  selecdon  of  daindes,  vrere  con- 
cealed. These  were  ring-doves  and  field-fiires,  capons  and  ducks, 
mullets  of  three  pounds'  weight,  and  tnzbot,  and  in  tlie  centre  a  &tted 
hare,  which  by  means  of  artificial  wings  was  changed  into  a  Pegasus. 
The  Ghentleman  in  Black  remaxked  that  mullet  was  one  of  ue  hr 
vorite  and  most  expensive  of  fishes,  and  increased  in  value  according 
to  the  siae,  one  weighing  six  pounds  having  been  sold  for  eight  tho«* 
sand  sesterces. 

*  Dear  meT  said  the  lady;  'what  would  these  folks  say  to  such  a 
supper  as  mine !' 

On  the  disappearance  of  the  first  course  much  convetsadon  seemed 
to  be  kept  up  by  the  party.  But  no  long  interval  was  allowed  fiK* 
talking ;  for  tour  slaves  soon  entered  bearing  the  second  course,  which 
consisted  of  a  huge  boar,  surrounded  with  eight  sucking  pigs,  made 
of  sweet  paste  by  the  bak.er,  and  surprisingly  like  reu  ones.  On 
the  tusks  of  the  boar  hung  litde  baskets,  woven  of  palm  twigs,  and 
S3^an  and  Theban  dates.  A  carver,  resemblinpf  a  jdg§r  in  foil  cos- 
tume, now  approached  die  table,  vnd  with  an  mmense  knifo  com- 
menced cutdng  up  the  boar.  In  the  mean  time  the  boys  handed  the 
dates,  and  gave  to  each  guest  one  of  the  pigs  as  apophania.  On  a 
given  signal,  the  slaves  produced,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  com- 
pany, a  fresh  Jerculem,  wnich  contained  a  vast  swine,  cooked  exaedy 
like  the  boar,  which  looked  as  if  the  cook  had  forgotten  to  disem- 
bowel the  animal.  The  cook  appeared,  widi  a  troubled  mien,  and 
seizing  a  knife,  and  having  carefolly.Blit  open  the  belly  on  both  sides^ 
jgave  a  sudden  jerk,  when  to  the  agreaabie  surprise  of  the  guests,  a 
quandty  of  little  sausages  of  all  kmds  tumblea  out. 

The  lady  looked  at  the  Gendeman  in  Black  widi  some  suxprise, 
and  said :  'You  do  not  mean  that  I  should  believe  diat  diis  is  a  true 
representadon  of  a  Roman  banquet?' 

'  Certainly  I  do,'  he  replied, '  and  is,  in  all  pardeulars,  sustained 
by  the  best  authorides  in  Koman  literature ;  it  is  the  re-produstjon 
of  Professor  Bsckbr,  one  of  the  ripest  scholars  of  Qermany/ 

'  Indeed  1'  said  the  lady ;  '  I  was  fearfol  it  was  a  woik  of  niagie 
and  the  black  arts.' 

The  Gendeman  in  Black  looked  for  a  moment  somewhatdist«rbed« 
and  said  he  was  surprised  that  a  lady  of  her  fine  sense  should  be* 
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lieye  in  the  existence  of  any  such  agenciea,  which  ignorance  had 
attzibuted  to  learning  treasured  up  in  black-letter  books,  the  type 
once  adopted,  in  England  and  still  used  by  the  Germans.' 

'  And  is  that  the  origin  of  the  phrase  'black  art  V  I  am  very  much 
obli^d  to  you  for  correcting  me  in  so  Tulgar  an  error/  said  the  lady. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  smiled  Very  graciously,  and  observed, 
'  that  everything  wore  the  aspect  of  magic  to  the  ignorant,  and  that 
even  Faust's  Bibles  had  once  been  attributed  to  the  devil,  who  it 
ivas  universally  believed  was  no  great  ^end  to  the  Bible  Society, 
and  could  hardly  be  thought  to  favor  the  circulation  of  a  book  which 
spoke  BO  slightingly  of  himself.  But,  my  dear  Madam,  in  this  age  of 
enlightenment,  when  the  wonders  of  Mesmerism  are  revealing  the 
scenes  of  the  worlds  above  and  around  us,  and  when  the  revelations 
of  S  wedenborg  have  so  many  to  believe  them,  can  it  be  at  all  Won- 
der^l  that  the  power  of  reviving  the  scenes  of  a  past  age  is  also 
attainable  V 

Mrs.  Smith  said,  *  Nothing  could  be  more  probable  :  I  have  my- 
self seen  dairvoyanU,  whose  perceptions  transcended  all  powers 
of  conception,  and  have  witnessed  water  and  rings  magnetised  by 
being  breathed  upon ;  but  I  have  never  before  seen  a  mirror  mag- 
netised ;'  and  she  renewed  her  expressions  of  satisfaction  with  the 
scenes  she  had  witnessed. 

*  But,'  said  she,  looking  very  earnestly  at  the  Gentleman  in  Black, 
*  must  I  believe  that  all  I  have  heard  and  read  of  magid  and  al- 
chemy are  to  be  classed  as  vulgar  errors  ?' 

'  Certainly  not.  There  is  no  subject  which  has  so  long  and  con- 
stantly occupied  the  thoughts  of  men  as  alchemy  and  its  correla- 
tives. There  have  been  volumes  exhausted  in  its  investigation,  and 
in  teaching  the  ttue  methods  of  attaining  its  power  over  the  worlds 
of  the  Seen  and  the  Unseen  —  the  worlds  of  Matter  and  of  Spirit. 
I  had  supposed,  in  using  the  term  *  Black  Art,'  you  had  reference  to 
the  common  and  vulgar  idea  usually  conveyed  by  such  an  expression.' 

'  To  be  honest,  I  may  have  used  the  term  with  no  very  precise 
meaning ;  but  I  feel  interested  to  know  what  there  may  have  been  in- 
cluded in  the  terms  alchemy  and  magic,  especially  of  magic,  of  which 
have  so  many  glimpses,  even  in  the  Scriptures.  Will  you  not  gratify 
me,  by  telling  where  these  impressions  originated,  and  with  whom  1 

'  Won't  you  be  seated  V  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  rolling  up 
a  lounge  before  the  mirror.*  Mrs.  Smith  thanked  the  Gentleman  in 
Black  for  his  consideration  of  her  comfort,  and  said  she  could  watch 
the  mirror  while  she  listened  to  him,  which  she  should  do  with  un- 
feigned gratification.' 

Whereupon  the  Gentleman  in  Black  expressed  his  high  sense  of 
her  courtesy,  and  took  a  seat  on  the  other  end  of  the  so&. 

Mrs.  Smith  inquired,  '  What  do  you  call  the  correllatives  of  al- 
chemy V 

*  These  are  Astrology,  Magic  and  Divination,  Man,  from  the  earliest 
times,  has  been  seeking  to  solve  the  enigmas  of  Life ;  topenetrate  the 
veil  which  separates  him  from  the  Invisible  and  the  Future.  And 
though  the  great  masses  have  been  content  with  things  as  they  find 
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them,  yet  the  gifted  few  have  felt  themselves  imprisoned  by  the  Ap- 
parent, and  sought  by  all  means  to  reach  the*Ileal  and  the  Absolute/ 

'  But  are  not  all  such  pursuits  worthless  and  vain  V 

*  By  no  means.  There  have  been  constantly  recurring,  in  the 
history  of  man,  phenomena,  which,  had  they  been  carefully  observ- 
ed, would  have  solved  many  doubts  which  now  rest,  as  clouds 
and  darkness,  on  all  such  subjects  of  human  hopes  and  desires. 
Lord  Bacon  has  said,  '  Men  ought  to  put  Nature  to  the  torture,' 
and  so  reproduce  those  phenomena  which  have  been  by  the  ig- 
norant regarded  as  the  monstrosities  of  nature ;  and  had  such  a 
course  been  adopted,  we  should  not  now  be  groping  in  the  dark,  but 
catching  at  the  threads  which  have  thus  from  time  to  time  been  of* 
fered  them,  men  of  science  would  have  successfully  travelled  and 
explored  all  the  dark  labyrinths  of  their  being.' 

'  Ah  !  I  wish  they  had  done  so,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  instead  of  soar- 
ing into  the  clouds  and  stars,  as  they  have  done.' 

'As  man,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  'in  the  progress  of  time 
lost  the  knowledge  of  God,  he  naturally  deified  those  objects  of  sense 
which  were  to  him  the  sourcesof  the  greatest  blessings ;  hence  the 
worship  of  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  as  a  necessary  result,  the 
science  of  astrology.  Sir  William  Jones  tells  us, '  The  characters 
of  all  pagan  deities  melt  into  each  other,  and  at  last  into  one  or  two ; 
the  whole  crowd  of  gods  and  goddesses  of  ancient  Rome  and  Hindos- 
tan,  mean  only  the  powers  of  nature ;'  and  the  higher  are  our  re- 
searches into  the  mythology  of  the  ^ast,  the  purer  are  the  thoughts 
found  of  God  and  the  more  certain  it  is  that  all  religious  ideas  spring 
from  one  and  the  same  fountain.  The  highest  form  of  Braminism 
pretents  the  idea  of  Gt>D  as  the  Omnipresent  Being  in  all  its  purity, 
eterpity,  spirituality  and  beatitude.  He  is  called  Bram  Atma  — '  tke 
breathmg  satd*  The  East  was  the  cradle  of  all  these  sciences,  as  of  all 
religions.  The  mythology  of  the  East  was  transferred  to  Egypt,  and 
as  has  been  shown  most  conclusively  by  the  labors  of  Sir  breorge 
Wilkinson,  it  was  transplanted  from  Egypt  into  Greece.  The  Ch^ 
phic  Hymns  are  found  to  contain  the  same  idea  of  God,  creating  all 
things  and  subsisting  in  all  things,  and  of  a  Trinity. 

'  A  Trinity  of  Gods  !  why  I  thought  this  was  a  discoveiy  made 
by  St.  Augustine.' 

'  No,  Madam.  Onpheus  declares  expaessly, '  All  things  were  made 
by  a  co^ssential  and  consubstantial  Trinity.'*  This  science  of  as- 
trology took  its  rise  on  the  plains  of  Chaldea,  and  is  usually  divided 
into  natural  and  judicial  astrology.  Natural  astrology  was  advo- 
cated by  Sir  Robert  Boyle,  who  held  that  all  physical  bodies  are  in- 
fluenced by  the  heavenly  bodies ;  an  idea  which  is  still  perpetuated 
in  some  of  our  almanacs,  which  contain  a  picture  of  a  man,  sur- 
rounded by  the  signs  of  the  zodiac' 

'  Yes,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  I  have  often  seen  them  in  my  childhood, 
and  been  puzzled  to  guess  what  they  could  mean.' 

'  These  signs  were  called  the  '  Houses  of  the  Heavens,'  and  used 
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to  be  explained  by  the  following  linea,  which  have  long  since  fallen 
into  diBuse : 

*  Thk  fint  hoUM  thowt  life,  the  Ncoad  wealth  doth  give } 
The  third  how  brethrea,  foorth  how  peresu  live  i 
1mm  the  fifth ;  the  •bilh  dieeMei  brief  \ 
The  Mveeth  wedlock,  eod  the  elfhth  deeth'e  etiof  i 
The  Biath  ralifioa ;  the  tatth  hoaor  shows ; 
Frieadehip  the  eleveathi  aad  the  tweUth  our  woea.' 

'  The  obligations  of  astronomieal  science,  to  the  study  of  astrology 
lias  always  been  acknowledged.  The  angles  and  aspects  of  the  planets 
were  noted,  and  their  climacterics,  as  they  were  styled,  carefully 
watched ;  and  this  is  a  phrase  still  in  vogue,  when  we  speak  of  the 
climacterics  of  li& ;  the  first  of  these  was  the  seventh  year,  and  from 
21  by  multiples,  as  21. 49. 56. 63  and  84.  The  two  last  of  which  are 
•till  styled  we  grand  climacterics  of  man.' 

'  And  is  there  nothing  in  this  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith.  '  I  had  sup* 
posed  there  was ;  and  is  this  another  of  my  vulgar  errors  V 

*  I  believe  there  is  no  reason  to  believe  the  recurrence  of  these 
years  are  more  fatal  than  any  other,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 
'  Your  opinion  is  one  of  great  antiquity,  and  Aulus  Gallius  says  it 
was  borrowed  from  the  Chaldeans,  who  possibly  might  have  received 
it  from  Pythagoras,  whose  philosophy  turned  on  these  coincidences  of 
numbers,  and  who  imagined  an  extraordinary  virtue  in  the  number 
seven.  And  to  show  how  true  is  the  saying  of  Dugald  Stewart,  that 
'  opinions  are  like  tunes  of  a  barrel  organ,  which  are  after  the  lapse 
of  centuries  ever  recurring,'  it  is  upon  Uiese  coincidences  of  numbers 
'and  the  harmonies  of  the  musical  scale,  presumed  to  have  been  dis- 
covered and  elaborated  by  Fovmbr,  that  we  have,  in  our  days,  all 
the  mysteries  of  man  and  society  developed  to  the  wonder  and  ad- 
miration of  his  followers.  But  to  satisfy  yon  in  what  good  society 
you  are  in  your  belief  of  the  reality  of  climacterics,  let  me  tell  you, 
that  Plato,  Cicero,  Salmasius,  St.  Augustine,  St.  Ambrose  and  Boutins, 
aU  are  of  the  same  opinion !' 

'  I  am  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir,  for  restorine  me  to  jhj  self-com- 
placency/ said  Mrs.  Smith,  smiling  very  kindly  on  the  Oentleman 
m  Black.  '  But  tell  me  something  of  alchemy  V  The  Gentleman 
in  Black  bowed  his  acquiescence,  and  proceeded  to  say : 

'  The  wish  to  obtain  that  which  would  obviate  the  evils  of  life,  and 
give  man  the  wealth  which  is  so  slow  to  accumulate  by  the  sweat  of 
the  brow,  doubtless  gave  rise  to  this  science,  falsely  so  called.  Scho- 
lars have  had  various  opinions  of  its  rise.  Some  have  said  that  Adam 
was  the  first  of  all  alchemists,  but  as  no  allusion  to  alchemy  is  found 
in  Homer,  nor  any  of  the  ancient  poets,  philosophers  or  physicians 
till  four  hundred  years  after  Christ,  it  has  been  shorn  of  its  claims 
to  a  high  antiquity.  Zosimus  has  a  treatise  which  he  has  styled 
'  The  Divine  Art  of  making  Silver  and  Gold,'  which  exists  in  mss. 
in  the  library  of  the  Ring  of  the  French,  ^neas  Cazeus,  who  wrote 
toward  the  close  of  the  fifth  century,  speaks  of  '  such  as  are  skilled 
hi  the  ways  of  Nature,  who  can  take  silver  and  tin,  and  changing 
their  nature,  can  turn  diem  into  gold.' 

'  Do  n't  you  think,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  <  the  moderns  have  surpassed 
these  teicaent  alchemists  1' 
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•  How  1'  inquired  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  a  look  of  surprue. 
'  Why,  our  alchemists  have  effected  the  same  objects  by  the  con- 
version of  paper  into  gold.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  smiled  his  acknowledgments,  and  said  '  it 
was  indeed  a  conversion  never  dreamed  of  in  their  philosophy/ 

'  You  have  told  me  nothing  about  magical  artk*  said  Mrs.  Smith, 
with  a  smile ;  '  can't  you  restore  to  me  my  belief  that  they  too  are 
somewhere  existent  in  the  labyrinths  of  nature  1' 

'  Magic  and  magical  arts,'  replied  the  Grentleman  in  Black,  <  have 
so  wide  a  meaning,  that  I  fear  it  would  weary  you  if  I  were  to  at- 
tempt to  say  half  that  could  be  told  on  a  subject  which  has  ex- 
hausted the  lives  of  so  mfmy  devotees  in  all  ages  of  the  world.' 

'  But  certainly  magic  has  the  sanction  of  the  Scriptures  for  its 
existence,  and  these  you  know  are  books  believed  by  all  Christians 
to  be  inspired,  and  if  so,  must  be  true.  Moses  had  all  but  been  out- 
done by  those  of  Egypt.' 

'  Yes,  these  magicians  have  been  a  stone  of  stumbling  and  a  rock 
of  offence  in  all  ages  ;  and  the  opinion  of  St.  Austin  is,  that  which 
is  generally  believed,  that  they  were  genuine  miracles  and  real  imi- 
tations of  those  of  Moses/  The  Gentleman  in  Black  continued,  by 
Haying  s 

'  The  Maoi,  a  title  given  to  these  '  tcue  mm,'  as  they  are  called  in 
the  English  version  of  the  Scriptures,  have  perplexed  the  learned 
among  the  apcients  as  to  their  origin.  Plato,  Xenophon,  Hero- 
dotus and  Strabo  derive  it  from  the  Persian  language,  in  which  it 
signifies  a  priest,  or  person  appointed  to  officiate  in  holy  things,  as 
Ihrtud  among  the  Gauls;  as  GymnoBophist  among  the  Indians;  and 
Jjevite  among  the  Hebrews.  Vossius  brings  it  from  the  Hebrew  word 
Haga,  to  medit(Ue.  These  Magi,  according  to  Aristotle,  were  the 
sole  authors  and  conservators  of  the  Persian  philosophy.  They 
were  held  in  such  veneration  that  Darius,  the  son  of  Hystaspes,  had 
it  engraved  on  his  monument  that  he  was  master  of  the  MagL 
Their  descendants  are  the  fire-worshippers,  of  whom  Moore  has 
written  in  his  beautiful  poem  of  Lalia  Rookh.  The  word  ma^c 
once  carried  along  with  it  a  very  innocent  and  indeed  a  very  lauda- 
ble meaning ;  being  used  merely  to  signify  the  study  of  wisdom ;  but 
as  men  devoted  themselves  to  divination  and  sorcery,  the  term  nut^ 
gic  in  time  became  odious,  and  was  only  used  to  signify  what  you 
have  just  now  called  '  the  black  arts  ;'  which  were  supposed  to  con- 
sist in  dealing  with  the  devil  and  departed  souls  ;  but  this  you  will 
of  course  believe  was  the  war  which  ignorance  always  carries  on 
against  superior  knowledge.' 

'  Oh,  certainly,'  said  Mrs.  Smith.  '  But  when  are  we  to  know 
what  is  true  in  all  these  studies,  which  have  thus  far  been  so  fruit- 
less of  results  in  the  direction  in  which  have  been  prosecuted  V 

*  When  Man  shall  have  gone  forward  in  the  progress  of  coming 
centuries  to  a  right  knowledge  of  the  machinery  of  his  own  mind, 
we  may  hope  that  the  careful  observance  of  all  the  occurring  idio- 
syncrasies of  men,  and  the  placing  nature  on  the  rack  of  scientific 
investigation,  much  that  is  obscure,  and  more  that  is  now  unknown, 
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will  be  discovered ;  for  as  Lord  Bacon  has  well  said, '  As  naviga- 
tion  was  imperfect  before  the  use  of  the  compass,  so  will  many  se- 
crets of  nature  and  art  remain  undiscovered,  without  a  more  perfect 
knowledge  of  the  understanding,  its  uses  and  ways  of  working.' ' 

*  Lapse  of  centuries  !'  said  Mrs.  Smith.  '  I  had  thought  the  world 
would  come  to  an  end  after  the  next  thousand  years.' 

'  And  why  V 

*  Because  the  seventh  of  the  series  of  thousands  of  years  would 
have  then  been  completed.     Is  not  this  the  universal  belief  1' 

*  It  may  be,  but  if  so,  it  is  an  universal  error.' 

*  When  will  the  world  come  to  an  end  1 

'  I  am  not  a  diviner,  astrologer,  alchemist,  or  even  a  conjuror,  and 
therefore  can't  say ;  but  if  I  were  to  take  the  liberty  of  the  country, 
I  could  guess.' 

*  Well,  as  you  guess !' 

'  When  the  last  lump  of  coal  shall  have  been  consumed,  and  the 
last  nail  is  driven,  it  will  be  in  good  time  to  bum  it  up.' 

'  Look !'  exclaimed  Mrs.-  Smith,  whose  attention  was  now  sud- 
denly attracted  to  the  ceiling  and  to  a  large  silver  hoop,  on  which 
were  ointment-bottles  of  silver  and  alabaster,Bilver  garlands  with  beau- 
tifuUy-chisseled  leaves,  circlets,  and  other  trifles,  which  descended 
upon  the  table,  and  were  shared  as  apopkoreta  among  the  guests. 
In  the  mean  time  the  desert  had  been  served,  wherein  the  baker  gave 
a  specimen  of  his  skill.  In  addition  to  innumerable  articles  of 
pastry,  there  were  artificial  muscles,  fleld-fares  filled  with  dried 
grapes  and  almonds,  and  many  other  things  of  the  same  kind.  In 
die  middle  stood  a  well-modelled  Vertumnus,  who  held  in  his  apron 
a  great  variety  of  fruits.  Around  lay  sweet  quinces  stuck  full  of 
almonds,  and  having  the  appearance  of  sea-urchins,  with  melons  cat 
in  various  shapes!  While  the  party  was  praising  the  fancy  of  the 
baker,  a  slave  nanded  round  tooth-picks,  made  of  the  leaves  of  the 
moHich-putacho ;  and  the  host  invited  the  guests  to  assist  them- 
selves to  the  confectionary  and  fruits  with  which  the  god  was  loaded. 
The  guests  seemed  astonished  by  the  gifts  of  Vertumnus  at  this 
season,  for  it  was  now  December,  when  one  of  them  stretched 
across  the  table  and  seized  the  inviting  apples  and  grapes,  but  drew 
back  in  af&ight,  when,  as  he  touched  them,  a  stream  of  saffiron  dis- 
charged from  the  fruit,  besprinkling  his  hand.  The  merriment  be- 
came general,  when  several  of  the  guests  attempted  cautiously  to 
help  themselves  to  the  mysterious  fruit,  and  each  time  a  red  hot 
stream  shot  forth.  And  now  two  musicians  with  flutes  entered  the 
saloon,  accompanied  by  a  young  and  surpassingly  beautiful  danseuse. 
The  circles  of  couches  were  extended,  and  she  advanced  to  the  side 
which  was  thus  opened.  A  boy  took  the  cithara  and  struck  the 
strings  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  flutes.  The  cithara  th^n  ceased 
to  be  played  upon,  and  the  maiden  took  some  hoops,  and  as  she 
danced  to  the  tiine  of  flutes,  whirled  them  into  the  air,  and  caught 
them  one  after  the  other  as  they  fell,  with  remarkable  skill.  More 
and  more  hoops  were  handed  to  her,  till  a  whole  dozen  were  hover- 
ing aloft  betwixt  her  hands  and  the  hall-ceiling ;  and  the  grace  of 
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her  movements,  together  with  the  dexterity  she  evinced,  elicited  the 
applause  of  the  spectators :  a  large  hoop  was  now  hrought  in,  set 
all  around  with  pointed  knives,  it  was  placed  upon  the  ground. 
The  damsel  commenced  dancing  afresh  and  threw  a  summer  ^ault 
right  into  the  centre  of  the  hoop,  and  then  out  again,  repeating  this 
feat  repeatedly.  Mrs.  Smith  hecame  so  excited,  lest  the  lovely  crea- 
ture should  hy  accident  be  injured,  that  she  cried  out,  covering  her 
eyes  with  her  hands  : 

'  It  is  too  much !     I  can't  endure  it  longer !' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  smiled,  and  said  it  was  rather  a  tame 
sight  after  all,  to  the  ladies  and  gentleman  of  Rome,  who  were  ac- 
customed to  witness  the  dreadful  conflicts  of  the  gladiators,  strug- 
gling for  life  in  the  arena  of  the  Coliseum  ;  and  mat  he  had  seen 
loveTy  ladies  with  their  betting-tablets  opened  before  them,  gazing 
with  delight  as  their  chances  of  winning  increased,  and  inflamed 
with  anger  when  they  saw  the  wounded  wretch  upon  whom  their 
bets  were  pending,  turning  his  beseeching  look  toward  the  audience, 
while  his  antagonist  waited  for  the  signal  to  determine  whether  he 
should  die  or  live ;  and  then  the  pretty  hands  of  these  fair  ladies, 
with  their  thumbs  turned  down,  were  as  numerous  as  those  with 
their  thumbs  upturned ;  and  yet  the  turning  of  them  decided  a  ques- 
tion of  life  and  death.' 

'  I  am  sure,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  the  world  is  very  much  better  now 
than  it  was  in  those  days,  though  now  it  be  sometimes  true, '  that 
rogues  must  hang  that  jury-men  may  dine.' ' 

'  Undoubtedly,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  earnestness ; 
'  there  never  existed  a  society  so  innocent  and  pure  as  that  which 
graces  the  circles  of  Babylon  the  Less,  and  which  I  have  had  the 
pleasure  to  meet  in  your  mansion  this  evening.' 

Mrs.  Smith  sigheo,  thinking  that  this  was  rather  over-strained, 
and  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  to  qualify  his  language,  said,  that 
'  doubtless  there  were  some  exceptions,  but  then  there  were  spots 
on  the  sun.' 

The  mention  of  the  word  '  spots'  induced  Mrs.  Smith  to  cast  an 
anxious  look  around  her  rooms,  to  see  if  the  spots  on  her  splendid 
sofas  were  still  there,  and  she  was  relieved  to  nnd  they  had  all  dis- 
appeared. The  amiable  Gentleman  in  Black  said  '  his  especial  ob- 
ject in  mesmerising  the  mirror,*  and  he  slightly  smiled  as  he  spoke, 
'  was  to  show  her  the  methods  of  illumination  adopted  by  the  Ro- 
mans :'  and  breathing  once  more  upon  the  face  of  the  glass,  the 
mirror  now  presented  the  t^ight  of  another  saloon  in  which  the  lamps 
were  being  lighted,  and  which  hung  from  the  marble  panels  of  the 
room.  Upon  the  polished  table,  between  the  tapestried  couches, 
stood  an  elegant  candelabrum,  in  the  form  of  a  stem  of  a  tree,  from 
the  winterly  and  almost  leafless  branches  of  which  four  two-flamed 
lamps,  emulating  each  other  in  beauty  of  shape,  were  suspended. 
Other  lamps  were  hung  by  chains  from  the  ceiling,  which  was  richly 
gilt  and  inlaid  with  ivory,  in  order  to  expel  the  darkness  of  night  from 
all  parts  of  the  saloon.  A  number  of  costly  goblets  and  larger  vessels 
were  arranged  on  two  side-boards,  and  on  one  of  them  a  slave  was 
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juBt  placing  another  yessel  filled  with  snow,  together  with  its  co^vm, 
and  on  the  other  was  the  steaming  caldarium^  containing  water  kept 
constantly  boiling  by  the  coals  in  its  inner  cylender,  in  case  any  of  the 
guesis  should  prefer  the  adda^  the  drink  of  winter,  to  the  snow-drink. 

By  degrees  the  same  guests  came  in  and  took  their  places  in  the 
same  order  as  before  on  the  triclinium.  On  a  signal  from  the  host, 
a  slave  placed  upon  the  table  the  dice-board,  of  terebinthus  wood, 
the  four  dice,  made  from  the  knuckles  of  gazelles,  and  the  ivory 
turret-shaped  dice  box.  Slaves  at  the  same  time  brought  chaplets 
of  dark  green  ivy  and  of  blooming  roses,  which  were  selected  and 
worn  by  the  guests. 

'  And  did  these  Romans  so  soon  commence  gaming  V  asked  Mrs. 
Smith. 

'  No,  Madam,'  replied  the  Grentleman  in  Black ;  *  they  are  now 
about  to  throw  the  dice  to  decide  who  shall  be  the  king  for  the  night, 
whose  duty  it  is  to  decide  how  much  water  shall  be  mixed  with  the 
wine  about  to  be  drank ;  for  though  those  were  not  the  days  of 
temperance  societies,  yet  there  was  then  no  such  mixtures  and  dis- 
tillations as  are  now  used ;  and  though  Anacreon  sang  of  wine  and 
its  inspirations,  it  was  not  unmixed  with  water.' 

Mrs.  Smith's  attention  was  fixed  on  the  lamps,  and  the  degree  of 
light  obtained  from  them.  There  seemed  no  lack  of  skill  and  in- 
vention in  giving  grace  to  their  forms,  yet  they  were  nothing  more 
than  vesseU  containing  oil,  out  of  the  end  of  which  came  a  wick 
which  was  lighted ;  the  consequence  was  that  the  beautiful  ceiling 
soon  became  obscured  and  blackened,  and  the  guests  showed  evi- 
dently that  their  breathing  was  oppressed  with  smoke.  She  ad- 
mired the  beauty  of  the  candelabras,  but  these  gave  no  light,  and  in 
no  way  relieved  the  anxiety  she  felt  on  the  subject  of  'lamps  which 
never  would  bum  dim.'  She  observed  the  slaves  whose  duty  it  was 
to  pick  up  the  wicks  and  trim  the  lamps,  and  which,  with  this  con- 
stant watching,  .were  but  poor  contrivances,  even  when  compared 
to  the  most  common  lamp  she  had  in  use  on  that  evening.  She  asked 
the  Gentleman  in  Black  '  if  this  was  the  best  method  or  illumination 
then  known  V  He  replied, '  that  tallow  and  wax  were  both  used,  but 
that  the  methods  of  making  them  were  so  imperfect  that  they  never 
obtained  in  the  palaces  of  the  great;  indeed  they  were  but  rushes 
smeared  over  with  wax  or  tallow.' 

The  guests  were  in  the  midst  of  their  cups,  when  the  Gentleman 
in  Black  advanced  and  gave  a  long  expiration,  which  suffused  the  face 
of  the  mirror  with  vapor  for  a  moment  or  more,.and  turning  around 
to  Mrs.  Smith,  said  :  <  If  I  were  not  fearful  of  wearying  you,  I  would 
show  you  other  scenes,  and  of  a  later  age.* 

'  I  beg  you  will,'  said  the  lady. 


•  ♦ 
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Thk  bett  of  blood  by  learaiag  ii  roflaod, 
And  virtno  arms  the  aolid  iqind ; 
WhiU  Tieo  wUl  lUia  tbo  Boblwt  mm. 
And  tlM  paternal  stanip  affaca. 
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WINTER         SPRITES. 


BT    W.   ■     a     BOtMSIU 


Thc  poor  Old  Year, 

All  dangor  ■coming, 
Was  wroth  to  hear 
Wild  word  of  warning 
As  he  leaned  on  his  sturdy  cane : 
The  saucy  blast 

His  thin  hair  lifted, 
And  falling  fast 
The  dead  leaves  drifted, 
But  they  preached  of  death  m  Tain ! 


The  poor  Old  Year 

In  pale  sheet  lieth, 
And  round  his  bier 

The  black  crow  fiieth, 
While  the  Wind  god's  trump  is  Uown 
His  pulse  is  still, 

Hb  closed  eye  beamless ; 
His  bosom  chill. 

His  slumber  dreamless. 
And  the  naked  grores  make  moan ! 

Thus  sang  a  Voice  amid  the  wintry  waste 
Of  melancholy  cadence,  and  old  oaks 
Swayed  to  and  fro  their  bare  but  kingly  heads, 
To  the  low  dirge-like  music  keeping  time ; 
Then  deep  response  another  minstrel  made, 
And  the  gray  snow-bird  twittered  out  its  joy. 
While  nimble  Echo  left  her  ancient  caTe, 
Each  note  repeating  to  the  fniety  hills. 


SXCOND    VOICE. 


Foe  the  poor  Old  Year  why  mourn. 
Who  died  at  nieht's  mid  hour  7 

He  hath  had  his  day,  and  borne 
A  monarch's  wand  of  power ; 

And  who  would  rend  the  chain. 

That  bindeth  him,  in  twain? 


His  cheek  grew  blanched  with  wo 
Ere  the  war  of  life  was  o'er. 

But  he  resteth  on  a  couch  of  snow. 
His  heart-chords  wrung  no  mon ; 

No^  heedeth  he  the  sttftm 

That  beateth  on  his  fflim. 
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Drear  Borrow-drops  in  showen 
The  white-haired  mourner  abed 

F(kr  yasiahed  fuiwhiiie,  birds  and  flowan, 
And  Terdura  brown  and  dead, 

Till  death  brought  tweet  releaae, 

And  to  hie  heart  spake  peace. 

XV. 

To  the  princely  heir  all  bail  I 
Who  hath  chequered  reign  began; 

What  bootefh  it  to  wail 
For  his  sire,  the  poor  old  man ! 

A  cup  of  good  and  ill 

He  quaffed,  and  now  is  still. 

By  unseen  spirits  is  each  hoary  year. 
When  ended  its  brief  race,  in  this  wise  mourned : 
They  are  the  solemn  monitora,  who  call 
On  dyini^  man  to  note  the  rapid  ebb 
Of  Time's  disastrous  current,  as  it  speeds 
To  lose  its  troubled  waters  in  a  sea 
That  hath  no  tide  in  its  unsounded  depths ; 
Wafting  along  the  purple  sail  of  Pride, 
Love's  shallop,  and  Ambition's  gallant  bark. 
Another  year  hath  vanished,  and  the  hopes 
He  scattered  in  our  path,  with  liberal  hand, 
And  idols  made  of  perishable  clay. 
But  dear  to  us  as  life,  have  with  him  gone  ! 
Tiie  locks  of  Age  have  caught  a  paler  hue. 
The  voice  of  Childhood  deepened  in  its  tone. 
And  Beauty's  worshipped  features  grown  less  bright 
Between  his  birth-day  and  bis  dying  hour 
Its  marble  door  the  sepulchre  hath  closed 
^  On  thousands  to  itn  custody  consigned. 
With  unavailing  groans  and  sighs  and  tears. 
Empires  have  felt  the  scourge  for  fearful  crimes: 
Sword,  ghastly  famine,  and  the  spotted  plaene 
Have  thickly  peopled  Death's  unlighted  realm : 
Great  ships  have  foundered  in  the  cruel  gale, 
And  with  their  screaming  passengers  ana  crawa 
Down  in  the  deep,  full  many  fathoms,  sank : 
Vain  Pomp  hath  dropped  tlie  sceptre,  and  the  slave, 
Raising  on  high  his  chained  and  bleeding  hands, 
Hath  shouted  to  the  nations,  *  Liberty !' 
Right  hath  achieved  new  triumphs  over  Wrong: 
In  Tara's  hall  a  clash  of  shields  is  heard, 
Whil<^  war-like  murmnzs  from  each  hallowed  qwt 
Where  moulder  Erin's  martyred  children,  rise! 

Another  year  hath  vanished  like  a  ghost, 
And  in  his  palace-hall  of  glittering  ice 
A  young  successor  proudly  sits  enthroned : 
The  latter,  too,  though  ruddy  now  his  cheek, 
Will  cling  to  Ufe  awhile,  then  pass  away ; 
But  ere  a  grave  is  hollowed  for  his  corse. 
What  mighty  changes  may  sweep  over  earth ! 
Fair  isles  may  slip  their  moorings  in  the  brine. 
Stars,  like  the  Pleiad  lost,  be  quenched  for  ever ; 
Dark  waves  may  roll  where  Art  now  rears  the  tower; 
Blue  lakes  and  rushing  streams  may  shift  their  beds ; 
Red-crested  War,  wiUi  demons  at  his  bac^f 
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Drain  Slaughter*!  maddening  wine-ciip,  and  march  on. 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  cry,  the  orphan's  moan : 
Or  He,  perchance,  who  poared  his  blazing  bolts 
On  the  doomed  cities  of  the  plain,  may  send 
The  bellowing  earthquake  and  volcanic  fire 
To  yisit  with  swift  ruin  crowded  marts. 

Favored  of  Heaven,  art  thou,  my  Native  Land  \ 
A  golden  harvest  hath  been  garnered  up ; 
Within  thy  borders  dove-eyed  Peace  /ibides; 
Swart  Labor  finds  rich  recompense  for  toil, 
And  the  mild  sunshine  of  impartial  law 
Lights  up  the  cottage  home  of  humble  worth. 
Oh !  may  thy  sons,  while  they  enjoy  the  gifts 
Thus  lavishly  bestowed,  with  watchful  care 
Nourish  the  plant  of  Virtue  ! 

Dulcet  strain 
Of  painted  syrens  to  the  ragged  rock 
Decoy  unhappy  mtiriners  who  sail 
Without  a  map  to  guide  them  in  their  course. 
Too  oft  prosperity  in  human  hearts 
Engenders  a  forgetfulness  of  God  ;. 
And  voices,  deeper >toned  tlian  Ocean's  lyre. 
From  the  lone  grave  of  Empire  going  up. 
On  Tadmor's  waste  and  Tiber's  classic  shore, 
These  warning  words  are  ever  sounding  forth : 
<  A  thankless  people  soon  or  late  will  learn, 
Though  Plenty's  horn  shower  blessings  for  a  time. 
That  He  voho  gave  hath  might  to  take  away.* 


THE      WALKING      GENTLEMAN. 


»  U   M  S  E  R 


I  SAID  in  my  last  that  I  should  again  advert  to  the  theme  of  'books 
and  books'  clothing,'  and  I  begin  by  reiterating,  that  I  love  a  fine 
edition.  I  should  not  like  Clarendon  or  Burnett  so  well  in  an  ordi- 
nary garb,  as  in  the  dress  they  wear  on  my  shelves.  Wordsworth 
and  Lamb  lately  reached,  with  me,  their  proper  elevation,  when  I 
was  enabled  to  discard  the  American  editions,  and  replace  them 
with  duodecimos  in  morocco  and  print  fit  for  a  lady  to  read.  If  any 
man  wishes  to  gain  my  love,  let  him  send  me  a  rare  book,  and  lo  f 
lie  has  it.  I  must  admit  that  such  evidences  of  regard  are  rare 
with  me.  Perhaps  it  is  because  my  friends  toward  sunrise  are,  as 
I  am,  jealous  of  every  one  who  owns  a  rare  edition  of  a  much- 
loved  work.  I  grudge  to  the  world  the  privilege  of  enjoying  it  I 
would  fain  believe  that  I  alone  possess  it.  Nay,  I  feel  a  dislike  to 
those  publishers  who  furnish  to  the  public  cheap  editions  of  those 
books  which  I  had  loo](ed  upon  as  my  peculiar  treasures.  It  is  pro- 
voking, after  one  has  picked  up  here  and  there,  with  infinite  pains, 
and  at  no  small  cost,  a  few  rare  works,  to  see  them  one  by  one 
published  on  fair  paper  and  good  type,  at  fifty  cents  a  volume. 
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But  pairioiicaUy  speaking,  your  friends  Wilkt  and  Putnam  de- 
serve an  expression  of  thankfulness  for  their  '  Library  of  Choice 
Heading/  I  have  receiyed  twenty-seven  numbers,  and  can  consci- 
entiously say  that  there  is  not,  so  far,  a  single  work  there  published 
that  is  not  delicious.  After  the  inundation  of  cheap  literature,  which 
has  so  covered  the  land  with  mud  and  slime,  so  sweet  a  May-shower 
of  perfumed  drops  deserves  our  unspeakable  mtitude. 

Mr.  Lester  was  so  kind  as  to  send  me  '  The  Challenge  of  Bar- 
letta'  and  the  admirable  work  of  Ceba.  I  trust  he  will  be  enabled 
to  continue  his  Medici  series.  Of  the  meridi  of  his  translations 
&ere  can  be  but  one  opinion,  and  that  highly  favorable.  He  has 
set  an  example  to  our  officers  abroad,  which  it  is  to  be  hoped  they 
will  imitate.  Irving,  like  his  own  Rip  Van  Winkle,  sleeps  a  long 
sleep.  Can  he  find  nothing  in  all  the  wealth  of  Spanish  romance 
with  which  to  repay  his  countrymen  for  the  great  love  they  bear 
and  the  pride  they  feel  in  him  ? 

But  why  speak  of  books  to  those  who  live  in  the  midst  of  books  ? 
Least  of  all  things  do  I  desigrn  to  play  the  critic.  I  say  only,  as  I 
said  at  first,  I  greatly  envy  you  sons  of  Gotham  for  this  thing,  and 
but  for  one  more.  If  I  were  to  pray  for  any  particular  earthly  good, 
it  would  be  to  be  able  to  inscribe  over  the  door  of  my  library,  with 
truth,  the  lines  of  Drury  : 

'  This  introdaceth  to  mie  librarie. 
From  mouldoring  abbayes'  dark  scriptorium  bronghto, 
See  vellum  tomes  by  monkyah  laboure  wrouf  kte ; 
Ne  yette  the  comma  borne,  Papyri  see, 
And  initial  letterres'  wizarde  f  rammerie. 
View  my  Fiftbtceners  in  their  ru^ede  line ; 
Soche  Types  I  soche  Linnenne !  only  knowne  long  syne ; 
Entering'c,  where  Aldus  mote  have  fist  his  throne, 
Or  Hiimn  Stsslnb  coTetedde  his  owne :' 

and  my  second,  to  be  allowed  to  live  a  dreamy  life  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  sweet  sounds.  I  am  sure  the  mocking-birds  know"  I  am  a 
lover  of  all  music,  for  two  or  three  of  them  nave  for  four  years 
builded  their  nests  near  my  window  in  the  small  oaks,  and  in  the 
warm  summer  they  fill  the  ear  of  drowsy  midnight  with  most  deli- 
cious melody.  I  have  heard  one,  when  returning  home  late  at  night, 
for  nearly  half  a  mile,  his  song  vibrating  on  the  still  atmosphere, 
every  trill  distinct  and  clear  and  inexpressibly  sweet.  There  miy 
be,  in  some  other  part  of  the  world,  some  bird  that  sings  as  hea- 
venly a  song,  but  I  am  an  infidel  on  that  score.  One  such  burst  of 
melody  is  worth  a  pilgrimage  to  Mecca.  I  flatter  myself  that  next 
aummer  we  shall  have  a  reinforcement.  We  took,  this  season,  from 
one  nest  in  a  small  tree,  four  young  ones,  and  placed  them  in  a  cage, 
which  we  hung  to  a  limb  of  the  tree,  where  the  parents  fed  them 
until  they  were  strong- winged  and  able  to  fly ;  then,  all  danger  from 
grimalkin  passed,  we  set  them  free.  They  were  bopping  and  flying 
about  the  walks,  old  and  young,  until  the  wrinkled  ^dsage  and  frosty 
locks  of  Winter  drove  them  away.  Next  spring  they  are  certain  to 
return.     We  shall  get  up  quite  a  concert. 

All  music  is  welcome  to  my  ear.    I  am  like  old  Sir  Thomas 
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Browne.  May  I  quote  a  single  paasage,  to  make  yoa  lore  and  long 
to  read  him  from  end  to  end  ? 

'  It  is  my  temper,  and  I  like  it  the  better,  to  affect  all  harmony ; 
and  surely  there  is  musick,  even  in  the  beauty  and  the  silent  note 
which  Cupid  strikes,  far  sweeter  than  the  sound  of  an  instrument. 
For  there  is  a  musick  wherever  there  is  a  harmony,  order  or  pro- 
portion ;  and  thus  far  we  may  maintain  *  the  musick  of  the  spheres ;' 
for  those  well-ordered  motions  and  regular  paces,  though  they  give  no 
sound  unto  the  ear,  yet  to  the  understanding  they  strike  a  note  most 
full  of  harmony.  Whatsoever  is  harmoDically  composed  delights 
in  harmony,  which  makes  me  much  distrust  the  symmetry  of  those' 
heads  which  declaim  against  all  church-musick.  For  myself,  not 
only  from  my  obedience,  but  my  particular  genius,  I  do  embrace  it : 
for  even  that  vulgar  and  tavem-musick  which  inakes  one  man  merry, 
another  mad,  strikes  in  me  a  deep  fit  of  devotion,  and  a  profound 
contemplation  of  the  First  Composer.  There  is  something  in  it  of 
Divinity  more  than  the  ear  discovers.  It  is  an  hieroglyphical  and 
shadowed  lesson  of  the  whole  world  and  creatures  of  God  ;  such 
a  melody  to  the  ear  as  the  whole  world,  well  understood,  would  af- 
ford the  understanding.  In  brief,  it  is  a  sensible  fit  of  that  harmony 
which  intellectually  sounds  in  the  ears  of  God.* 

Whatever  one  may  think  as  to  the  old  physician's  idea  of  the 
*  music  of  the  spheres,'  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  as  to  the  music 
and  magnificence  of  this  passage.  I  am,  like  him,  fond  of  the  music 
of  all  instruments,  from  that  which  God  made,  the  human  voice,  to 
the  most  imperfect  invented  by  man.  It  has  not  been  my  good  for- 
tune to  listen  to  many  great  performers.  Art6t,  to  me,  remains  the 
autocrat  of  the  violin ;  and  Wallace  of  the  piano ;  and  Castellan 
the  queen  of  song.  Each  of  them  I  heard  but  once ;  but  I  shall 
always  feel  as  if  each  had  bestowed  a  rich  gift  upon  me,  which  can 
never  by  any  mishap  be  lost  or  stolen.  The  memory  of  a  past  delight 
is  one  of  the  few  treasures  which  Time,  the  old  filcher !  cannot  rob 
us  of.  And  as  year  after  year  glides  by,  swiflly  and  noiselessly 
-.as  a  skater  on  smooth  ice ;  as  the  hair  grows  gray,  and  frequent  ill- 
ness for  slight  cause  warns  one  that  his  vitality  is  wasting  away, 
how  little  of  his  past  life  is  there  to  which  he  looks  back  with  plea- 
sure !  Honor,  fame,  distinction,  the  triumph  over  enemies,  the  ac- 
quisition of  wealth,  the  memory  of  these  is  worthless  ;  of  sensual 
pleasures  the  remembrance  is  irksome  ;  but  the  recollection  of  an  in- 
nocent enjoyment  sleeps  on  the  soul  like  a  ray  of  sunshine.  The  me- 
mory of  the  song  of  that  bird  that  has  so  often  sung  at  my  window 
is  sweeter  than  that  of  all  the  scenes  of  merriment  and  dissipation 
from  my  boyhood  up.  ^ 

So  far  from  repining  at  my  lot  in  life,  I  feel  profoundly  thankful, 
not  only  for  the  comforts  and  luxuries  of  my  humble  home,  but  even 
that  I  and  mine  are  spared  the  pangs  of  hunger  and  cold.  I  grate- 
fully acknowledge  that  I  have  been  favored  beyond  my  deserts ;  but 
still  I  cannot  help  but  look  longingly  out  from  amid  the  forests  to 
that  far-off  region  where  I  should  not  want  for  books  or  music. 
Nay,  whenever  I  plant  my  feet,  once  or  twice  a  year,  upon  the 
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banks  of  the  Mississippi,  I  feel,  as  every  steamboat  passes,  an  almost 
irresistible  inclination  to  spring  on  board  and  flee  world-ward.  I 
would  fain  not  die  until  I  can  see  the  ruins  of  the  ^olisseura  and 
the  temple  of  Jupiter  Ammon,  breathe  the  air  of  Italy,  and  compare 
the  Nile  with  the  Mississippi.  It  is  the  nature  of  man  to  hope  for  im- 
possibilities; and  so  hoping  ever,  and  ever  disappointed,  we  keep  on- 
ward our  steady  march  toward  the  grave. 


How  few  of  us  recollect,  although  we  all  claim  to  be  to  some  ex- 
tent christians,  the  cardinal  principles  of  our  religion  !  I  have  just 
arisen  from  the  perusal  of  a  Presbyterian  newspaper.  It  contained 
abundance  of  controversy  and  crimination,  but  breathed  not  a  word 
musical  with  Charitv.  *  Love  ye  one  another,'  is  a  command,  of 
which  mankind  seem  to  be  almost  totally  oblivious  ;  and  if  the  Scrip- 
tures be  true,  religious  editors  are  but '  sounding  brass  and  a  tinkling 
cymbal,'  for  they  seem  totally  devoid  of  charity.  Indeed,  it  seems  to 
me  that  we,  above  all  people  on  the  globe,  are  wanting  in  that  ex- 
cellence. Almost  every  man  in  the  nation  is  a  political  partizan ; 
and  it  is  well  known  that  he  who  belongs  to  one  party  has  no  charity 
for  his  opponents,  but  liberally  endows  them  with  all  the  vices  ex- 
tant, and  niggardly  denies  them  a  single  virtue.  Nor  do  I  know  of 
any  people  who  so  delight  to  hear  of  crime  and  misfortune.  If  a 
man  or  woman  commits  an  offence  against  law  or  good  morals,  a 
thousand  presses  proclaim  it  abroad,  ministering  to  a  depraved  public 
appetite.  If  one  is  assaulted  by  a  brutal  bully,  and  his  conscience 
will  not  allow  him  to  avenge  the  insult  by  the  miscalled  *  laws  of 
honor,'  an  hundred  editors  publish  him  to  the  world  as  a  coward. 
And  if  some  infamous  scoundrel  seduces  the  wife  of  one's  bosom, 
or  the  child  that  he  fondly  hoped  would  be  the  comfort  of  his  de- 
clining age,  the  injured  and  unfortunate,  already  unspeakably 
wretched,  is  made  still  more  miserable  by  the  jeers  and  taunts  of 
an  infamous  press. 

Doubtless  It  is  the  hardest  of  all  tasks  to  practice  a  constant  cha- 
rity toward  the  imperfections  and  errors  even  of  one's  friends.  And 
yet,  if  we  would  but  think  aright,  we  could  not  choose  but  do  so 
toward  our  opponents.  *  Methinks,'  says  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  *  there 
is  no  man  bad ;  and  the  worst  best ;  that  is,  while  they  are  kept 
within  the  circle  of  -those  qualities  wherein  they  are  good.  There 
is  no  man's  mind  of  so  discordant  and  jarring  a  temper,  to  which  a 
tuneable  disposition  may  not  strike  a  harmony.  Magnet  virttUes,  nee 
minora  vitia  ;  it  is  the  posy  of  the  best  natures,  and  may  be  inveited 
on  the  worst.  There  are  in  the  most  depraved  and  venomous  dis- 
positions certain  pieces  that  remain  untouched,  which  by  an  anti- 
peristaiit  become  more  excellent,  or  by  the  excellency  of  their  anti- 
pathies are  able  to  preserve  themselves  from  the  contagion  of  their 
enemies'  vices,  and  persist  entire  beyond  the  general  coiTuption. 
For  it  is  also  thus  in  nature  ;  the  greatest  balsams  do  lie  enveloped 
in  the  bodies  of  the  most  powerful  corrosives.'  How  few  men  can 
say,  as  he  said  of  himself,  '  I  can  hold  there  is  no  such  thing  as  in- 
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jury ;  that  if  there  be,  there  is  no  such  injury  as  revenge  ;  and  no 
such  revenge  as  the  contempt  of  an  injury ;  that  to  hate  another  is 
to  malign  himself;  that  the  truest  way  to  love  another  is  to  despise 
ourselves  V  And  surely  there  is  no  man,  be  he  ever  so  uncharitable, 
who  could  thihk  the  world  did  him  a  great  wrong,  if  all  his  acts 
being  known  to  it,  it  should  judge  thereof  in  the  same  harsh  manner 
in  which  he  judges  the  acts  of  others.  We  invariably  attribute  the 
deeds  and  peccadilloes  of  others  to  the  worst  motives ;  we  judge  of 
their  whole  character  by  a  single  bad  act,  and  therefrom  regard  them 
as  monsters  of  iniquity.  Our  own  lapses  from  rectitude  we  find  ex- 
cuses for,  and  wonaer  that  we  should  be  blamed  for  them  ;  we  think 
if  the  world  knew  us  as  well  as  we  know  ourselves,  it  would  see  we 
were  not  to  blame  ;  we  regard  our  faults  at  the  most  as  merely  ex- 
ceptions to  our  general  good  character.  And  yet  it  never  strikes  us 
that  the  very  persons  we  condemn,  look  at  their  faults  precisely  as 
we  look  at  ours.  '  No  man,'  says  our  author,  '  can  justly  condemn 
or  censure  another ;  because,  indeed,  no  man  truly  knows  another. 
This  I  perceive  in  myself;  for  I  am  in  the  dark  to  all  the  world,  and 
my  nearest  friends  behold  me  but  in  a  cloud.  Those  that  know  me 
but  superficially  think  less  of  me  than  I  do  of  myself;  those  of  my 
near  acquaintance  think  more.'  Perhaps  even  in  cases  of  crime 
the  guilty  man  finds  excuses  in  fac  conscientia,  which,  se  ipsojudice, 
acquit  him,  except  in  rare  instances.  Is  he  really  guilty,  if  his  own 
conscience  acquit  him  ?  Alas  !  who  of  us  is  unaware  of  the  thousand 
circumstances  that  lead  men  to  crime  1  Defective  education,  for 
which  the  State  is  to  be  blamed ;  passions  nursed  into  violence  and 
made  ungovernable  in  childhood ;  necessity  and  perhaps  hunger ; 
how  much  do  we  take  these  into  account,  while  giving  vent  to  our 
indignation  at  guilt  and  wickedness  I 

No  one  can  read  the  '  Indicator,'  without  loving  Hunt,  (in  spite  of 
his  frequent  frivolities  and  affectations,)  for  the  spirit  of  charity  and 
allowance  in  which  he  treats  the  faults  and  follies  of  his  fellow  men. 
His  kindly  nature  breathes  in  every  sentence.  How  beautiful,  too, 
is  his  patience  under  his  own  hardships,  and  that  unaffected,  grace- 
ful contentedness  which  so  exhibits  itself  in  a  deep  appreciation  and 
enjoyment  of  the  simple  pleasures  and  luxuries  which,  like  gleams 
of  sunshine,  chequered  the  gloom  of  his  troubles !  And  indeed,  no 
reader  feels  much  pleasure  in  perusing  any  author  whose  pages  are 
not  imbued  with  the  same  spirit  of  contentedness  and  chanty.  The 
querulous  bitterness  of  Byron  soon  palled  upon  the  general  palate ; 
ror  brilliant  as  may  be  the  language  and  imagery  of  the  poet,  every 
one  must  at  length  feel  how  ridiculous  it  is  for  any  one  to  abuse  the 
world  at  large.  It  argues  too  inordinate  a  vanity  for  one  to  pro- 
claim that  he  looks  on  all  the  rest  of  the  world  as  knaves  and  fools. 

The  small  charity  we  entertain  for  the  opinions  of  others  is  equally 
ridiculous.  How  few  are  there  who  do  not,  at  heart  if  not  by  speech, 
pronounce  all  opinions  contrary  to  their  own  to  be  stupid,  senseless 
and  foolish  1  One  who  considers  the  multitude  of  opinions  enter- 
tained by  candid,  learned  and  sagacious  men,  upon  every  question, 
doctrine,  creed  or  article,  ought  surely  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
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that,  except  as  to  matters  the  demonstration  whereof  is  tangible  to 
the  senses,  men  do  not  see  the  reality  of  any  thing ;  but  look  at  all 
trutlis  through  the  medium  of  their  passions  and  prejudices,  their 
notions  and  habits  of  thinking ;  so  that  thinking  they  see  the  thine 
itself,  they  see  in  fact  only  a  colored  and  distorted  image  thereof 
Why  is  not  another  man,  who  totally  disagrees  with  me  on  any  ques- 
tion, say  of  politics,  as  likely  to  be  right  as  I  am  ]  I  think,  nay  I 
feel  sure,  I  am  right,  and  cannot  understand  how  any  man  can  help 
but  think  as  I  do.  And  equally  sure  is  he  that  he  is  right.  \  Is 
there  any  particular  reason,  in  such  case,  why  I  should  beyond  dis- 
pute be  in  the  right,  and  he  beyond  dispute  be  in  the  wrong  ] 


With  what  a  charitable  and  generous  conclusion  'Sir  lohn  Maun- 
deyille,  Kt.'  winds  up  his  '  Voiage  and  Travaile,  translated  out  of 
Latyn  into  Frensche,  and  azen  out  of  Frensche  into  Englyssche,  for 
Lordes  and  Rnyghtes,  and  other  noble  and  worthi  men,  that  conne 
Latyn  butlitylle!' 

'  Wherefore/  says  he,  '  I  preye  to  alle  the  Rederes  and  Hereres  of 
of  this  Boke,  zif  it  plese  hem,  that  thei  wolde  preyen  to  God  for 
me ;  and  I  shalle  preye  for  hem.  And  alle  tho  that  seyn  for  me  a 
Pater  Noster,  with  an  Ave  Maria,  that  God  forzeve  me  my  Synnes, 
I  make  hem  Parteneres,  and  graunte  hem  part  of  alle  the  gode  Pil- 
grymages  and  of  alle  the  gode  Dedes  that  I  have  don,  zif  any  be  to 
his  pleasaunce :  and  noghte  only  of  tho,  but  of  alle  that  evere  I  shalle 
do  unto  my  lyfe's  ende.  And  I  beseeche  Almighty  God,  fro  whom 
alle  Godenesse  and  Grace  comethe  fro,  that  he  vouchesaf,  of  his 
excellent  Mercv  and  habundant  Grace,  to  iulle  fille  hire  soules  with 
inspiracioun  of  the  Holy  Gost,  in  makynge  defence  of  alle  hire 
gostly  Enemyes  here  on  Erthe,  to  hire  Salvacioun,  bothe  of  Body 
and  Soule ;  to  worschipe  and  thankynge  of  Him,  that  is  three  and 
on,  withouten  begynnynge  and  withouten  endynge ;  that  is,  with- 
outen  qualitee  good,  and  without  quantytee  gret ;  that  in  alle  places 
is  present,  and  alle  things  oonteynynge  ;  the  whiche  that  no  good- 
nesse  may  amende,  ne  nor  evelle  empeyre ;  that  in  perfeyte  Trynytee 
lyvethe  and  regnethe  God,  be  alle  worldes  and  be  alle  tymes. 
Amen  !  Amen !  Amen !'  < 

A  solemn  peroration.  The  old  Knight  obviously  thought  he  had 
a  large  stock  of  *gode  dedes,*  the  which  to  share  with  the  needy,  in- 
asmuch as  he  offers  to  divide  them  and  his  *gode  pUgrimages*  with 
every  one  that  would  say  for  him  a  Pater  Noster  and  Ave  Maria. 
Without  feeling  certain  as  to  his  solvency  in  that  particular,  or  sure 
of  the  promised  compensation,  I  will  at  least  wish  him  forgiveness 
for  his  sins  —  lies  included. 

A  traveller,  to  write  a  readable  book,  should  be  essentially  given 
to  gossipry.  A  stiff  stateliness  is  no  where  so  much  out  of  place. 
Nay,  even  in  history *and  biography,  the  lapse  of  time  generally  es- 
tablishes the  gossipry  of  the  book  as  its  only  valuable  feature. 
Who  reads  Bos  well's  Life  of  Johnson  for  aught  beside  1  It  is  the 
great  charm  of  Froissart  and  De  Comines,  and  makes  the  writings  of 
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Montaigne  inimitable.  Homer  rather  indulges  in  it ;  and  we  hare 
learned  at  last,  that  Aristophanes  and  Terence  are  more  valuable 
to  one  who  desires  to  gain  an  insight  into  the  spirit  of  Grecian  and 
Roman  life,  than  Thucydides  or  Livy.  No  book,  after  Montaigne  and 
Elia,is  so  delightful  to  me  as  a  genuine  old  traveller  like  Maunde  ville. 
History  too  generally  shows  us  merely  the  husk  and  shell  of  past 
ages ;  but  gossip,  the  same  in  all  times,  makes  us  feel  that  those  who 
have  lived  before  us  were  truly  our  brethren  in  thought  and  feeling. 
Nor  need  we  always  turn  our  eyes  toward  antiquity,  to  discover 
excellence.  Ed  then  and  the  Crescent  and  Cross  are  the  two  most 
delightful  books  that  have  for  many  a  week  fallen  within  the  circle 
of  my  reading.  And  there  is  a  countryman  of  ours,  who  in  his 
earlier  books  of  .*  travaille'  afforded  me  some  very  pleasant  hours. 
Amid  the  old  ruins  of  Yucatan  he  seems  to  think  it  his  privilege  to 
be  dull. 

I  wonder  if  it  is  not  quite  as  pleasant  to  sit,  of  a  cold  clear  winter 
evening  here  in  the  south,  growmg  more  and  more  pensive  and  self; 
contented  under  the  soothing  iniiuences  of  a  glowing  fire  of  coal 
and  a  shaded  lamp,  with  the  kettle,  punch-promising,  murmuring 
and  whispering  before  the  grate  ;  and  dreamingly  to  travel,  step  by 
step,  with  the  writer  whose  book  is  at  your  elbow  or  on  your  knee, 
through  Araby  and  Ind,  with  him  to  sail  upon  the  Golden  Horn,  or 
scale  the  Himalaya,  as  it  was  in  reality  for  him  to  do  the  travelling 
so  glowingly  related  1  One  has  the  enjoyment  without  the  hard- 
ship, and  can  be  at  home  again  .whenever  he  pleases,  by  merely 
giving  his  nose  a  gentle  tweak,  and  so  awaking  from  his  dreams. 
Tom.  you  dog,  the  hot  water ! 

I  have  travelled  somewhat  in  my  time,  and  can  conscientiously 
avouch  that  the  principal  pleasure  thereof  has  been  in  the  anticipa- 
tion and  recollection.  Indeed,  the  time  of  actual  travel  was  chiefly 
valuable,  like  |i  post-obit  bond,  for  the  future.  Three  months  on 
prairie  and  mountain  without  bread  or  salt,  are  probably  not  quite 
so  pleasant,  however,  as  scampering  on  horseback  through  sunny 
Spain  and  flowery  Syria,  to  say  nothing^of  Italy  and  Greece. 

In  the  mean  time,  while  I  cannot  travel  myself,  I  will  not  omit  to 
express  my  gratitude  to  those  who  so  generously,  by  pleasant  and 
readable  books,  share  with  us  the  delight  which  they  have  expe-t 
rienced  in  journeying  and  voyaging.  Iivleed  I  think  that  even  for 
a  dull  book  we  ought  to  be  grateful,  and  to  take  it  as  a  favor  that 
the  author  confers  upon  us,  unless  it  be  totally  and  irredeemably 
stupid.  It  is  a  rare  thing  to  meet  a  book  in  which  if 'one  searches 
diligently,  he  may  not  find  some  grains  of  gold  among  the  dull  dry 
sand,  some  sprinkling  of  white  wheat  among  the  chafil  I  thank  the 
writer,'  at  any  rate,  for  his  good  intentions,  and  his  willingness  to 
afford  me  enjoyment.  One  must  be  a  churl  indeed,  to  whom  if  a 
peasant  ofllsrs  even  a  cup  of  sour  milk,  with  a  kind  word  and  liberal 
look,  he  rejects  the  kindly- offered  gift  with  a  snarl  of  discontent. 
Critics  in  general  seem  to  look  on  books  as  an  imposition  upon  the 
world.  I  do  not  regard  them  in  that  light ;  but  as  gifts,  kindly  in- 
tended, even  if  they  are  valueless.    Nor  are  they  without  value. 
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Never.  The  intimate  thoughts  of  any  man  living,  if  he  can  and 
vnll  communicate  them  to  me,  are  of  value  to  me*  Therefore  do  I 
especially  feel  a  hot  anger  at  the  currish  growlings  and  snarlings 
which  olten  greet  a  youne  poet  upon  the  birth  of  his  first  book. 
How  deeply  an'  ill-natured  criticism  wounds,  the  world  does  not 
guess,  nor,  I  think,  the  critic  imagine.  For  few  men  are  cruel  by 
nature  ;  and  surely,  if  many  of  those  who  write  so  trenchantly  and 
truculently  upon  die  faults  of  some  first  book  of  poems,  could  but 
know  how  acutely  the  author  feels  the  harsh  rebuice  or  bitter  jeer, 
their  better  feelings  would  counsel  the  substitution  of  mild  and 
friendly  advice  for  sneerine  scorn  and  biting  ridicule.     Most  critics 

gerhaps  feel  that  they  ha^  that  singular  advantage  mentioned  by 
ir  Thomas  More,  in  his  letter  to  I'eter  Giles,  prefatory  to  the 
Utopia.  '  Some,'  says  he, '  when  they  meet  in  taverns,  take  upon 
them  among  their  cups  to  pass  censures  very  freely  upon  all  writers ; 
and,  with  a  supercilious  lioerty,  to  condemn  every  thing  they  do  not 
like :  in  which  they  have  the  advantage  that  a  bald  man  has,  who 
can  catch  hold  of  another  by  the  hair,  while  the  other  cannot  return 
the  like  upon  him.  They  are  safe  as  it  were  of  gun-shot,  since  there 
is  nothing  in  them  considerable  enough  to  be  taken  hold  of.  And 
some  are  so  unthankful,  that  even  when  they  are  well  pleased  with 
a  book,  yet  they  think  they  owe  nothing  to  the  author ;  and  are  like 
those  rude  guests,  who,  ^er  they  have  been  well  entertained  at  a 
good  dinner,  go  away  when  they  have  glutted  their  appetites,  with- 
out so  much  as  thanking  him  that  treated  them.  But  who  would 
put  himself  to  the  charge  of  making  a  feast  for  men  of  such  nice 
palates,  and  so  different  tastes,  who  are  so  forgetful  of  the  civilities 
that  are  due  V  And  this  last  suggestion  is  worthy  to  be  considered. 
If  the  critic  does  not  like  the  dinner  that  is  set  before  him,  he  is  not 
compelled  to  eat  it ;  and  no  one  but  he  who  pays  for  his  dinner  has 
a  right  to  damn  it. 


LINES      TO      AN      ORPHAN. 

Tbou  Uno  and  friendleai  little  oub  '  my  heart  ie  sad  for  thee. 
For  ne'er  by  doatiag  father  thou  wert  dandled  on  his  knee  ; 
And  e'er  thy  lisping  lips  had  learned  with  half-formed  words  to  play. 
Thy  mother,  by  remoraeleflB  Death,  was  torn  from  thee  away ! 

Thon,  like  a  bird  of  unfledged  wing,  exposed  to  every  blast, 
Upon  life's  stormy  wilderness  from  cradle-dreams  wert  cast, 
To  bide  the  rains  of  cold  neglect,  the  tender  heart  that  chill. 
And  early  leam  in  sorrow's  tones  thy  tiny  haip  to  trilL 

But  Hb  who  silence  keeps  in  heaven  to  beai  the  raven's  cry, 
Has  never  turned  from  thee  His  mild  and  ever-open  eye ; 
For  though  a  thousi^d  birds  of  sin  are  hovering  o'er  thy  way. 
Thine  innocence  to  wiles  of  none  has  fallen  yet  a  prey. 

Beneath  the  wmgs  of  Heavenly  Trust  a  shelter  early  seek, 
Then,  though  thy  home  on  this  cold  earth  may  be  on  mountains  bleak ; 
Though  stormB  should  make  thee  shrink  at  times,  and  notes  of  sorrow  pour, 
Yet  £ubly  sweet  will  be  thy  song,  when  life's  brief  yean  aro  o'er. 
VOL.  xxvn.  31  J.CI..M.K,. 
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THE        OLD        PINE        TREE. 

BX.OWM     DOWN     AT    BUIILIKOTOX,     VXRVOMT.    TV    Tnx     OALS    07     THE     VOC&TH    OV    APSXL    Z^ST. 


BT     J^OnV     H      RHBTV. 


With  royal  fonn  and  changeleM  verdure  ^laoedg 
Through  ages  long  this  lofty  Pine  hath  gtoSd. 

AVhat  though  the  soil  were  rude, 

A  hill  of  eolid  itone  ? 
By  patient  toil  his  gnarled  roots  embraced 
A  sterner  strength  to  reinforce  their  own ; 

Twisted  round  the  stubborn  rocks, 

They  have  laughed  at  tempest-shocks. 
When  all  the  tender  nurslings  of  the  vale 
Bowed  down  bef(ve  the  gale. 


Here,  through  the  winters  long,  his  tufted  head, 
Serene  and  cheerful,  o'er  the  dreary  scene 

Raised  its  perennial  green  ; 

And  when  'neath  summer's  glow 
The  sultry  earth  grew  faint,  his  arms  outspread 
Their  shade  paternal  o'er  the  vale  below ; 

High  among  his  branches  here, 

Binls  have  nestled  year  by  year, 
Here  fledged  their  broods,  and  carolled  load  and  long 
Their  mom  and  even  song. 


Now  fondly  round  his  fallen  trunk  we  stand, 
Lamenting  o'er  the  storm  whose  cruel  rage 

Spared  not  his  green  old  age ; 

llie  little  birds  that  come 
On  wing  unwearying  ih>m  a  warmer  land 
To  hail  with  rapturous  song  their  northern  home. 

Pause,  as  round  and  round  they  sail, 

Trilling  forth  a  plaintive  wail ; 
And  all  with  sorrow  say,  with  pity  see : 
*  Here  lies  a  noble  tree !' 


Thus,  gentle  reader,  though  thy  portion  stands 
Mid  rugged  scenes  whose  rough  and  barren  soil 

Demands  unceasing  toil, 

Wing  not  thy  lazy  flight 
To  far-off  fielos  and  softer,  sunnier  lands ; 
See  how  the  Pine  uprears  his  lordly  height 

Where  his  sturdy  sires  had  grown. 

Planted  deep  on  hills  of  stone ; 
While  thistle-seeds  go  flaunting  to  and  60 
On  all  the  winds  that  blow. 
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Strike  deep  thy  roots,  clasp  firm  the  stubhom  rocks, 
By  patience  turn  thy  weakness  into  strengrth. 

And  thus  shalt  thou  at  length 

See  round  thee,  fu  and  near, 
Transplanted  nnrslings  torn  by  tempest-shocks 
Which  thou  canst  laugh  to  scorn ;  while  year  by  year, 

Broad  thy  friendly  shade  shall  grow, 

Sheltering  all  the  vale  below ; 
And  thy  loved  bro^,  secure  from  hostile  hanns, 
Shall  nestle  in  thine  arms. 


Thus  shall  thy  branch  be  strong,  thy  head  be  high ; 
And  when,  m  green  old  a^,  thy  stately  form 

Ben(u  to  the  rismg  storm, 

And  falls  to  rise  no  more. 
Soft  on  thy  native  soil  thy  limbs  shaU  lie. 
Not  tossed,  like  drift-wood,  on  a  stranger  shore ; 

Round  thy  fallen  trunk  shall  stand 

Friends  and  sons,  a  loving  band. 
Whose  tongues  shall  say,  whose  weeping  eyes  shall  see : 
<  Here  lies  a  noble  Tree !' 
Bmrlmgiant  Fermmt,  Jan.  13, 1846. 
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Our  voyaee  was  full  of  those  incidents  which  youth  most  love ; 
exciting  incidents,  quickly  succeeding  each  other,  of  novel  charac- 
ter, quite  out  of  the  common  course  ;  healthful,  heart-stirring  inci- 
dents, serving  to  hreak  up  old  associations,  causing  the  mind  to  form 
new  estimates  of  every  thing ;  in  short,  effecting  such  an  essential 
change  in  all  the  feelings,  that  it  seemed  an  entire  change  of  being. 
The  strange  appearance  of  things  in  the  different  islands  at  which 
we  touched ;  the  singular  manners  and  customs  of  the  inhabitants ; 
their  isolated  position  with  respect  to  all  the  world,  and  our  own  iso- 
lated position  with  respect  to  them,  gave  an  additional  interest  to  our 
voyage.  Then  came  the  storm  and  the  hurricane,  (for  it  rarely  only 
stormed  there,)  around  those  bleak,  wild,  surf-beaten  land-marks, 
where  tempests  prevailed  continually. 

But  as  I  am  not  writing  a  book  of  travels,  or  a  geographical  his- 
tory, or  a  *  toui''  of  any  sort,  I  shall  not  depart  from  the  plan  I  have 
adopted,  although  I  might  devote  many  pages  to  a  description  of  all 
that  we  saw  and  heard  in  the  Hebrides.  Possessing  in  my  eyes,  as 
I  have  before  mentioned,  so  much  of  interest,  it  is  with  the  more 
difficulty  that  I  repress  the  desire  to  copy  from  my  journal  a  full 
history  of  this  voyage.  But  I  will  repress  it ;  for  if  I  allow  myself 
to  deviate  from  my  course  at  this  stage  of  the  narrative,  I  shall  find 
more  abundant  excuse  for  a  like  deviation  at  every  succeeding  stage. 
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After  a  short  stay  at  Skye,  we  steered  for  the  range  of  coaat  called 
the  Long  Island,  and  touched  at  Harris,  in  order  to  see  the  '  stew- 
ard/ a  name  given  to  the  proprietor  of  St.  Kilda,  or  rather  to  the 
lessee  of  the  proprietor,  who  is  always  his  near  relative.  Mr.  Alex- 
ander MacLeod  was  at  that  time  the  '  steward.'  We  found  in  him 
a  strange  mixture  of  many  excellent  qualities  with  many  whimsical 
peculiarities.  He  was  a  Highland  gentleman,  naturally  of  agreea- 
ble manners,  exceedingly  polite  and  honest-hearted ;  but  from  being 
almost  always  surrounded  by  inferiors,  he  had  become  somewhat 
arbitrary,  somewhat  impatient,  and  not  a  little  conceited.  His  pride 
of  birth  was  excessive,  and  equalled  only  by  his  pride  of  territory^ 
'which  consisted  of  a  bleak  unfruitful  island,  some  five  or  six  miles 
in  circumference,  and  several  large  rocks  contiguous  thereto.  This 
feeling  of  territorial  aggrandizement  had  made  Mr.  Alexander  Mac- 
Leod quite  an  antiquary ;  at  least  he  gave  very  abundant  proof  of 
this  whenever  he  could  find  a  listener.  Shut  out  from  the  world, 
excepting  always  an  annual  visit  to  his  cousin  the  '  proprietor'  at 
Edinburgh,  it  was  little  wonder  that  he  had  acquired  habits  unavoid- 
able to  his  manner  of  life ;  but  these  could  not  abridge  a  particle  of 
his  natural  kindness  of  heart,  and  his  overflowing  hospitality.  Com- 
ing as  we  did  from  the  household  of  the  Earl  of  Venachoir,  to  whom 
the  *  steward*  was  well  known,  there  was  an  additional  incentive  on 
his  part  to  receive  us  with  a  cordial  welcome.  When  however  we 
told  him  that  the  object  of  our  present  voyage  included  a  visit  to  St. 
Kilda,  Mr.  Alexander  MacLeod  looked  serious ;  then  he  shook  his 
head ;  but  at  last  he  smiled,  and  after  that  he  spoke  : 

'  Are  you  resolved  on  this,  young  gentlemen  1  —  for  if  ye  are, 
't  will  be  useless  to  attempt  to  discourage  you  by  tellin?  the  dan- 
gers of  such  a  trip  at  this  season.  It  will  be  only  adding  rael  to  the 
name,  for  I  know  the  stuff  such  lads  are  made  of.  Just  one  look  at 
ye  tells  the  sfory.  But  I  am  very  sorry  you  had  not  come  six 
weeks  earlier,  so  that  we  could  have  taken  you  in  our  large  boat.  I 
niake  but  one  visit  to  the  island  during  the  year,  and  that  is  in  the 
summer :  indeed,  we  consider  St.  Kilda  inaccessible  at  any  other 
season.  You  are,  I  trust,  still  in  time,  but  the  September  hurricanes 
are  brewing ;  and  believe  me,'  he  added,  very  seriously,  '  no  crafk 
fashioned  by  man  can  encounter  them  and  live.' 

Seeing  that  we  were  determined,  the  '  steward'  did  not  attempt 
farther  to  discourage  us ;  but  insisted  that  as  the  weather  was  un- 
propitious,  we  should  become  his  guests  for  two  or  three  days,  when 
the  moon  would  change,  and  in  all  probability  we  should  have  a 
more  favorable  time  to  put  to  sea.  We  accepted  this  kind  invita- 
tion, and  took  up  our  quarters  at  Mr.  Al^anaer  MacLeod's  house. 
We  spent  the  lime  principally  in  listening  to  the  account  given  by 
that  gentleman  of  the  islands  adjacent,  and  the  character  of  their 
various  inhabitants.  The  steward's  conversation,  although  savor- 
ing of  the  peculiarities  of  his  character,  was  in  the  main  exceed- 
ingly interesting.  I  must  except,  however,  his  long  and  wearisome 
genealogical  disquisitions,  and  his  never-ending  discussions  (with 
hmself )  about  the  original  peopling  of  the  islands ;  and  althougn  the 
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steward  sometimes^  fearing  he  was  carrying  bis  assumption  of  roy- 
alty a  little  too  far,  wouldl>e  pleased  to  say,  with  a  sort  of  affected 
candor, '  that  to  be  sure  his  kingdom  of  St.  Kilda  and  its  dependen- 
cies afforded  him  but  a  barren  sceptre,  BtUl  the  inhabitants  looked  to 
him  for  protection,  and  he  was  bound  to  afford  it,  even  as  his  fathers 
had  done  for  centuries.'  I  did  not  exactly  understand  the  nature  of 
the  protection  alluded  to  by  the  steward,  who  never,  as  I  could 
learn,  visited  his  dominions  except  to  collect  his  rents.  ,  Still  I  did 
not  venture  to  ask  an  explanation,  but  chose  rather  to  lead  him  on  to 
topics  about  which  I  haa  more  curiosity  to  hear.  To  my  inquiries 
about  St  Kilda,  or  as  the  steward  usually  called  it,  Hirta,  his  re- 
plies were  full  and  his  remarks  sensible. 

*  You  will  find,'  he  observed,  '  that  island  to  be  one  of  the  great- 
est curiosities  in  the  known  world;  ay,  or  in  the  unknown.  Its 
situation,  the  situation  of  its  inhabitants,  and  their  peculiar  customs, 
should  make  it  an  object  of  attention  to  civilized  man.  Notwith- 
standing,' continued  Mr.  Alexander  MacLeod,  waxing  warm,  *  I  do 
not  believe  there  is  one  person  in  a  thousand  in  Great-Britain  who 
knows  of  its  existence.  Two  hundred  years  have  our  family  been 
in  possession  of  Hirta  ;  and  those  two  centuries,  which  have  marked 
their  history  so  impressively  upon  all  the  world  beside,  have  lefb 
untouched  the  rocks  and  islands  of  the  Deucaledonian.' 

Perceiving  that  the  steward's  heart  was  in  the  matter,  I  ventured 
one  question  after  another,  hoping  at  last  to  get  a  satisfactory  solu- 
tion of  the  mysterious  inscription  upon  the  package  with  which  I 
was  entrusted.  '  Of  late  years/  continued  the  steward,  '  The  So- 
ciety for  Propagating  Christian  Knowledge'  had  with  his  consent  i^nd 
assistance  annually  sent  a  missionary  to  Hirta,  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  the  people  general  instruction,  and  especially  to  afford  them 
the  privilege  of  listening  from  week  to  week  to  the  living  preacher. 
The  present  missionary,  Mr.  David  Cantyre,  was  now  in  the  island, 
and  was  a  good  and  zealous  man,  laboring  with  great  earnestness, 
and  as  he  believed,  with  excellent  success.  The  entire  population 
of  the  island  was  only  about  ninety !  —  a  little  community  of  honest, 
simple-hearted  creatures,  obtaining  a  bare  subsistence  by  the  most 
hazardous  exposure;  encountering  danger  with  a  fearless  intre- 
pidity ;  exhibiting  in  dieir  fortitude,  their  perseverance,  and  their  con- 
tempt of  danger,  all  that  is  manly  and  heroic  in  character.  After  the 
steward  had  exhausted  the  topic  upon  which  he  was  descanting  with 
BO  much  enthusiasm,  I  ventured  to  inquire  if  there  was  any  local- 
government  in  the  island. 

'  Certainly  not,'  said  Mr.  Alexander  MacLeod,  slightly  drawing 
himself  up ;  '  I  have  delegated  no  authority  to  any  one.  The  islanders 
form  one  community ;  they  have  one  religion  ;  are  devout,  observe 
die  Sabbath,  live  harmoniously  together,  have  very  few  wants,  and 
such  only  as  they  are  themselves  capable  of  supplying.' 

It  was  very  evident  that  I  had  gained  nothing  by  this  last  response; 
but  I  was  determined  to  persevere  ;  so,  after  speaking  on  various 
topics,  I  gradually  reached  the  subject  of  ancient  names  and  titles; 
putting  myself,  by  way  of  encouragement,  in  the  attitude  of  an  at- 
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tentiye  listener.  But  I  had  not  calculated  upon  so  desperate  an 
attack  upon  my  patience.  I  was  compelled  to  undergo  an  infliction 
which  lasted,  it  seemed  to  me,  the  best  part  of  the  day ;  in  which 
the  antiquities  of  the  islands  were  descanted  upon  with  the  temper 
of  a  man  who  had  his  heart  in  the  work.  I  did  not  attempt  to  follow 
the  thread  of  the  steward's  discourse ;  my  ears  were  only  open  to 
catch  a  word  which  mieht  throw  some  light  upon  the  before-men- 
tioned inscription.  Gome  back  to  the  time  of  Julius  Caesar,  Mr. 
MacLeod,  proceeded  to  give  an  account  of  the  antiquities  of  Hirta, 
and  in  so  aoing  made  plentiful  quotations  from  Virgil,  Suetonius, 
Tacitus,  and  other  ancient  authors;  while,  as  he  advanced,  he  dived 
into  the  historical  records  of  the  Volscse,  Cymbri,  Sacse,  Allemanni, 
Picti,  Scotti,  Brigantes,  Pseones,  Cyclopes,  and  BagandaB,  until  my 
head  ached.  I  bore  the  infliction  however  with  exemplary  patience, 
until  at  last,  I  seized  upon  the  opportunity  to  ask  a  direct  question 
as  the  steward  paused  in  the  middle  of  a  disquisition  about  the  word 

*  Bholg*  which  was,  he  said,  by  general  received  opinion  considered 
pure  Hibernian,  but  which  he  insisted  was  derived  from  the  Rus- 
sian *  Wdga*  the  name  of  a  river,  and  which  carried  him  at  once 
back  to  the  ancient  Rutulians,  when,  as  I  have  remarked,  Mr.  Alex- 
ander MacLeod  paused ;  whether  for  the  purpose  of  taking  breath, 
or  because  he  was  getting  involved  in  the  mazes  of  his  own  discus- 
sion, I  do  not  presume  to  say.  Determined  however  to  gain  some- 
thing to  repay  me  for  listening  so  long,  I  asked  my  host  abruptly, 

•  Pray,  Mr.  WlacLeod,  can  you  tell  me  the  meaning  of  *  Woedallah  1' 

*  Wcedallah !'  said  the  steward,  a  little  peevishly,  looking  at  the 
same  time  not  a  little  disconcerted ;  *  Woedallah!'  'T  is  a  word  never 
used  as  a  compound.  *  Weed'  is  simple  enough ;  *  allah'  is  well 
understood ;  but  they  are  never  put  together.  Unless  you  use  it  as 
a  corruption  of  the  good  old  Norwegian,  *  JJdMer^  signifying  the 
original  chief  or  possessor  of  the  soil.' 

'  Then  you  have  never  heard  the  word  before  ?'  said  I,  inquir- 
ingly. 

*  It  is  not  used  as  a  compound,  my  young  gentleman,'  retorted  the 
steward,  quickly,  and  without  answering  my  question  ;  *  but  I  have 
puzzled  your  brain  enough  for  once,  I  see  very  plainly.  And  now/ 
said  the  steward,  looking  at  me  very  significantly,  *  pray  let  me  ask, 
since  you  are  so  determined  on  a  visit  to  Hirta,  what  it  is  that  takes 
you  there  V 

*  Curiosity,'  replied  I,  slightly  piqued  by  the  peculiar  manner  of 
the  questioner ;  *  curiosity,  now  still  more  active  to  witness  the  won- 
ders you  have  described  to  me.*  Mr.  Alexander  MacLeod  slowly 
placed  the  fore-finger  of  his  right  hand  upon  the  side  of  his  nose, 
^ving  that  latter  member  a  slight  deflection  to  the  lef^,  nodded  know- 
ingly, as  much  as  to  say  '  I  understand  it ;  never  mind  an  explana- 
tion ;'  then  took  his  finger  down  and  remained  silent  It  was  now  my 
turn  to  ask  a  solution  of  such  conduct,  which  in  this  connection  ex- 
cited my  curiosity  to  the  highest  pitch ;  but  just  then  the  steward  was 
moned  to  attend  to  something  requiring  his  immediate  presence,  and 
much,  very  much  to  my  disappointment,  our  conversation  was  not 
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again  resumed.  I  felt  satisfied  however,  from  what  had  passed,  that 
tlie  steward  knew  more  about  the  mysterious  word  than  he  was  will- 
ing to  admit ;  and  this,  together  with  his  significant  gestures,  greatly 
disturbed  me.  But  I  had  no  opportunity  for  explanation,  for  the 
next  day  we  took  leave  of  our  hospitable  host,  who  gave  us  a  letter 
to  the  minister,  Mr.  David  Cantyre,  commending  us  to  his  especial 
care.  As  we  were  departing,  Mr.  MacLeod  came  close  up  to  me,  and 
taking  my  hand  whispered :  '  Have  a  canny  care  of  yourself,  my 
young  friend ;  you  will  not  find  the  coast  so  clear  as  you  imagined 
perhaps ;  and  take  care  —  take  care  P  And  not  waiting  for  an  an- 
swer, the  Btewj&rd,  with  a  hearty  'GrOD  bless  you!'  turned  hastily 
away. 

We  set  sail  at  once,  and  after  touching  at  North  Uist,  we  stood 
out  for  the  stormy  Hirta. 

During  our  voyoge  we  had  constant  occasion  to  admire  the  promp- 
titude, the  coolness,  the  ready  wit  and  able  seamanship  of  Old 
Christie.  I  could  not  but  reflect  how  little  we  could  judge  x>f  an 
individual,  until  he  was  placed  in  a  position  to  call  forth  his  real 
powers.  It  occurred  to  me  more  than  once,  during  moments  of  perils 
when  our  lives  depended  upon  the  self-possession  and  thorough 
seamanship  of  one  person,  how  little  the  wisdom  of  the  statesman, 
the  devices  of  the  political  intriguer,  the  subtlety  of  the  lawyer  or 
the  crafl  of  the  scholar,  could  avail  to  save  life  and  limb,  as  we  were 
situated,  with  the  sea  lashed  into  fury,  and  the  winds  howling  around 
us.  How  rapidly  men's  relations  to  each  other  change  under  cir- 
cumstances of  danger !  I  learned  many  lessons  of  practical  utility, 
which  I  shall  never  forget,  from. Old  Christie  in  that  voyage. 

At  length  the  wished-for  point  was  made.  We  had  experienced 
a  terrible  '  blow'  which  had  shortly  subsided,  and  about  three  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon  the  sun  came  out,  when  suddenl^/toHubert  cried  out, 
'  Land  Ho !  Huzza  !  huzza !  huzza !  See,  seq,  St  Leger !  There 
is  old  Hirta  herself!' 

I  looked  in  the  direction  indicated  by  Hubert,  when  I  beheld  what 
appeared  to  be  the  point  of  a  high  rock,  rising  abruptly  firom  the 
ocean. 

*  Why  do  n't  you  look,  Christie !'  continued  Hubert ;  *  there  is  St. 
Rilda.'  She  bears  by  compass  just  as  our  friend  MacLeod  told  us, 
'  north-west  by  west  half-north.'  Do  n't  be  in  ill-humor  because 
you  did  not  see  it  first.    Look !  look !' 

A  smothered  exclamation,  savoring  somewhat  of  contempt,  es- 
caped from  Christie,  at  the  mention  of  the  name  of  Mr.  Alexander 
MacLeod;  but  he  simply  replied :  '  Not  quite  so  fast.  Master  Hubert  I 
I  see  nothing  of  St.  Kilda,  though  I  do  see,  and  have  seen  for  half  an 
hour,  the  jcpreat  rock  of  Boreray.  We  ha  vet  two  leagues  of  southing' 
to  make  from  there,  at  any  rate,  compass  or  no  compass ;  and  after 
that,  we  must  double  Livinish  (another  large  rock)  before  we  make 
St.  Kilda.' 

Christie  was  right,  as  usual ;  but  the.  wind  was  happily  in  our 
favor,  and  the  ffale  had  abated.  We  rapidly  passed  both  of  these 
stupendous  land-marks,  when  St  Kilda  itself  actually  came  in  view. 
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I  cannot  desoribe  my  emotions  on  beholding  at  laat  the  towering 
cliffi  of  this  storm-beaten  isle.  My  ideas  were  mdistinct ;  my  thoughts 
were  confused ;  so  I  tried  not  to  think  at  all,  but  turned  my  atten- 
tion to  the  localities  of  the  spot  which  were  becoming  more  and  more 
visible.  We  passed  near  what  sfeemed  to  be  an  unmense  battle- 
ment of  fearful  rocks,  and  laid  our  course  to  what  was  called  the 
landing-place,  which  was  no  more,  nor  less  than  a  solid  rock  sloping 
down  into  the  sea,  and  called  by  the  natives  *  The  Saddle.'  We  were 
espied  by  the  inhabitants  long  before  we  were  ready  to  land.  A  large 
party  of  men,  women  and  children  had  assembled  to  receive  us,  the 
arrival  of  a  'boat'  being  a  remarkable  event  in  their  history.  Amone 
the  number  was  the  worthy  missionary,  Mr.  David  Cantyre,  who  haa 
hastened  down,  on  learning  that  a  strange  boat  was  approaching,  in 
order  to  render  all  necessary  assistance.  By  the  hearty  exertions  of 
the  men  on  shore,  we  effected  a  landing,  though  with  considerable 
difficulty,  not  imattended  by  danger,  as  the  sea  still  ran  high,  and  the 
'  saddle'  was  covered  with  a  species  of  Lichen  Marinus,  called  in 
Scotland  slatok,  which  was  so  slippery  that  it  was  almost  impossible 
to  take  a  step  upon  it  without  faflmg. 

Our  arrival  seemed  a  matter  of  considerable  surprise  to  the  na- 
tives, when  they  perceived  that  we  had  not  put  in  in  distress,  nor 
come  upon  any  business  of  the  steward.  But  the  first  thought  which 
struck  me,  on  observing  these  people,  was,  that  they  were  warm- 
hearted and  hospitable.  The  habitation  of  each  was  freely  offered 
to  us  so  long  as  we  chose  to  stay ;  and  we  should  have  been  puz- 
zled where  to  have  made  choice,  had  it  not  been  for  the  missionary, 
whom  we  very  soon  discovered,  and  to  whom  we  presented  the  let- 
ter of  Mr.  Alexander  MacLeod,  which  served  at  once  to  procure  for 
us  the  warmest  reception.  Proceeding  a  short  distance  n:om  where 
we  landed,  we  cafhe  to  what  might  be  termed  *  the  village,*  where 
dwelt  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  island.  It  consisted  of  a  double 
row  of  square  stone  huts,  not  over  nine  feet  in  height,  with  flat 
roofs,  and  which  certainly  gave  no  very  striking  indications  of  good 
cheer  within. 

Hubert  cast  a  rueful  glance  at  the  prospect  before  us,  for  it  was 
near  night-fall,  and  we  were  all  much  fatigued  and  needed  repose ; 
but  the  good  missionary,  guessing  what  was  passing  in  his  mind,  re- 
marked :  '  We  have  few  inducements  here  to  tempt  our  visiters ;  but 
I  have  an  abundance  of  room  in  yon  habitation  to  accommodate  you 
all,  and  plenty  of  homely  fare  to  stay  your  appetites,  if  you  will  con- 
sent to  become  my  guests.  • 

The  invitation  was  thankfully  accepted  for  ourselves ;  but  Christie, 
with  his  usual  tact  and  good  sense,  said  that  he  had  already  made 
arrangements,  for  himself  and  his  two  followers,  with  a  Harris  man, 
whom  he  had  once  sailed  with  on  a  herring  cruise,  and  who  had 
taken  up  his  abode  at  St.  Kilda.  Leaving  Christie,  therefore,  to  take 
care  of  himself  and  his  men,  we  followed  the  minister  to  his  resi- 
dence. Passing  through  the  first  apartment,  which  was  unfhmished, 
we  came  to  the  next  and  only  habitable  room  in  the  dwelling.  Here, 
it  seemed,  we  were  to  eat,  drink  and  sleep ;  although  I  could  dis- 
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cover  no  accommodations  for  perfq^ing  the  last-named  function, 
unless  npon  bare  floors.  A  smoking  supper  soon  put  the  apprehen- 
sion to  flight,  by  appealing  to  my  present  wants.  This  consisted  of 
a  roasted  Solan  goose,  stuSed  with  gibain  ;  eggs,  cooked  and  raw,  in 
several  varieties,  but  all  of  wild  fowl ;  tulmers,  fried  in  their-  own 
oil,  and  hot  cakes  of  oat-meal.  Our  sharp  appetites  were  a  suflicient 
incentive,  and  we  did  ample  justice  to  the  minister's  board. 

Drowsiness  soon  succeeded  the  repast;  whereupon  our  host 
threw  down  a  little  door  in  one  side  of  the  apartment,  and  discov** 
ered  to  us  a  wide  bed,  inserted  as  it  were  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
wall.  This  was  so  much  better  than  I  had  anticipated,  that  I  did  not 
stop  to  scrutinize  ;  but  telling  Hubert  to  follow  me,  I  crept  through 
the  narrow  door- way,  and  throwing  myself  upon  what  proved  a  very 
delightful  down-bed,  was  soon  in  a  sound  slumber. 
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'Thb  ^rondoliera,  as  off  they  bore 
The  dame  and  her  inamorato, 
To  cheer  the  labor  of  the  oar 
Struck  up  a  chorus,  as  of  yore 
They  saug  from  the  divine  ToRdUATO. 

Now  Ta880*s  lays  are  thrown  aside, 

With  Tyranny's  neglected  trophies  ; 
And  Venice,  to  her  ocean-bride, 
Ev'n  when  the  moonbeams  tip  the  tide, 
Repeats  no  more  his  tender  strophes. 

Perchance  the  pilgrim,  wandermg  therei 

May  hear  some  ballad,  quaint  or  pretty^ 
Some  silly  words  and  foreig^n  air, 
Some  German  trifle  by  Auber, 
Or  slight  conceit  of  Donizetti  : 

Bat  when  romantic  Johnitt  flies 
From  his  dull  hole  in  smoky  Britain, 

He  thinks  beneath  Italian  skies 
.  To  hear  each  dog  bark  melodies, 
And  music  mew'd  by  every  titten. 

And  when  the  Yankee  cockney  goes 

To  Venice,  on  his  Virgin  trip,  he 
Is  apt,  green  sapling !  to  suppose 
/  He  shall  hear  sweeter  strains  than  those 

That  charm'd  him  on  the  Mississippi* 

roL.  xxtrn.  32 
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Bvt  that'i  a  fidlaey ;  for  dl, 

On  the  Ohio,  I  have  listened 
To  barcatoles  so  strangely  soft. 
That  while  at  the  mde  words  I  scoff 'd, 

The  moisture  m  mine  eye  has  glistened. 

And  oftentimes  the  dnlcet  drone 

Of  those  qneer  western  river-oatehea 
Moves  a  man  more  than  he  will  own : 
Such  music  I  have  seldom  known 

As  the  poor  negroes  make  at  Natches. 

Bat,  this  digresrion  to  give  o'er, 

The  gondoUen  howled  forth  a  ditty. 
And  fast  receded  from  the  sh<»e 
Where  Pleasure,  but  an  hour  bef<Nre, 

Revelled,  sole  regent  of  the  city. 

Low  in  the  west  the  sinking  moon 
Gleamed  faintly,  looking  wan  and  jaded ; 

And  sadly,  o'er  the  dark  lagune. 

Died  the  dead  Carnival's  last  tune, 
The  carnival's  last  glimmer  faded. 

Afar  a  crimson  lantern  diowed 

Where  a  small  hrigantine  awaited 
The  coming  of  its  final  load ; 
Toward  this  with  speed  the  boatmen  rowed. 

Though  afanost  sure  they  were  belated. 

The  lady  drew  the  string  that  Raised 

The  tiny  window's  silken  curtain, 
And  oat  into  the  darkness  gazed, 
And  maik'd  the  light  that  redly  blazed, 

Whether  from  ship  or  shore,  unoettain. 

They  reached  the  bark ;  the  master  cried, 

*  madam,  for  you  alone  we  tarry ; 

The  wind  is  lucky,  and  the  tide ' 

<  For  me  alone !  —  no,'  she  replied, 

<  Sinee  here  are  fws  of  os  to  cany.' 

She  olimb'd  the  deck ;  her  ftuthfiil  squire 
Lent  her  his  hand,  and  fbUowed  after ; 

He  knew  her  coyneas  soon  must  tire, 

And  for  his  insolent  desire 
Bead  happy  omens  in  her  langbtar. 

Oh,  yes — she  smiled !  ke  knew  she  wonld — 

Li  friendly  mood  they  passed  together 
To  the  snali  osliin,  where  a  brood 


Of  passengers,  as  best  they  could, 

Slept,  snugly  sheltered  from  the  weather. 

A  drowsy  scene .'  for  all  around, 

In  spite  of  close,  unsavory  quarten. 
Lay,  fast  in  sweet  oblivion  bound. 
And  with  harmonious  noses  drowned 
The  gurgle  of  the  sullen  watera 
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CloM  packed,  at  bees  withm  a  hive. 

Some  nestled  underneath  the  table ; 
Each  nook,  each  an^le  waa  alive  -*- 
The  bertha  were  ciammed,  and -four  or  five 

Lay  cuddling  round  a  eoil  of  cable. 

But  through  the  ewarm,  with  caieftd  p«ee, 
O'er  anna  and  le«.  confnaedly  miai^ed, 

O'er  many  a  leg  and  many  a  face 

He  crept,  and  found,  by  luck,  one  place 
Which  none  for  their  repcae  had  aingled. 

<  Be  thk  thy  couch  to-id|^t  —  thie  cheat ; 

So(m  may  the  breathing  of  the  billow 
Rock  thine  eihauiAed  limba  to  reat ;' 
With  thie,  her  hand  he  gently  preaaed, 

Sank  down,  and  made  her  l4>  hie  pillow. 

Here  much  that  paaaBil  I  will  omit, 

Of  ally  talk  and aiUy  Uaaea; 
For  mcdeaty  afaonld  go  with  wit, 
And  a  ohaate  muae  alone  ia  fit 

For  anch  a  moral  age  aa  tfaaa  la. 

Cloae  at  hia  aide  another  dame, 

Hid  in  her  mantle,  waa  reponng, 
From  whom  upon  hia  wenry  firame 
A  aort  of  magnetiem  there  came, 

Hia  aenaea  to  a  calm  eompoaing. , 

And  nothing  long  hia  eyea  could  keep 

FYee  from  that  bleaMd  aeal  of  aomw, 
And  care,  and  thought,  and  pleasure — 8leep» 
Sweet  Bleep !  ao  perfect  and  ao  deep, 

Ab  though  there  could  be  no  to-morrow ! 

At  last  he  woke  to  see  the  sun 

In  at  the  open  hatches  peeping ; 
But  his  companions,  every  one, 
As  thou^  their  Uiss  were  just  begun. 

Lay  sSu,  their  brains  ia  juethe  steeping. 

She,  like  the  rest,  indulged  her  nap ; 

Hushed  was  the  heart  that  lately  fluttered. 
Heedless  of  pleasure  or  miahap ; 
But,  <  O !  that  this  were  Bsetba'8  lap» 

Or  this  were  not  my  head !'  he  muttered. 

Then  curiosity — the  vice 

First  bom  of  womankind--^  came  o'er  him. 
And  half  aednced  him,  onoe  or  twice. 
To  kMik  upon  this  pearl  of  price 
'  That  lay  thus  caaketed  before  him. 

^  And  often,  as  his  courage  rose, 

He  raised  hie  head,  but  straight  withdrew  it ; 

There's  something  sacred  in  repose, 

£ven  in  an  after-dintter  doie ; 
Oba  £mui  too  rudely  to  break  thraagh  it. 
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Deep,  deep  in  happy  dreami  she  lies ! 

Now  might  he  gaze  on  her  securely ; 
He  lifts  her  mask  —  at  once  her  eyes 
Fasten  on  his :  *  Great  Heaven  !*  he  cries, 

<  How  like ! — how  like !  —  '<  ts  Bbetba,  surely  !* 

I£s  Bertha's  laogh  disturbed  the  snore 

Of  the  veiled  heap  of  dormant  matter 
That  lay  beside  him  on  the  floor ; 
She  threw  her  cloak  off —  Leonoeb  ! 

He  gaxed  in  palsied  horror  at  her. 

'O!  forastorm!'  bethought;  'a aqua]!! 

Breakers !  or  but  a  burst  of  thunder ! 
O  !  that  a  water-spout  would  fall ! 
Or  aught  that  might  this  jade  appal. 

And  keep  her  soul  of  mischief  under  V 

But  Fate  consented  to  the  jest ; 

Widow  and  wife  would  have  their  Uughter ; 
And,  ere  the  vessel  touched  Trieste, 
All  was  forgiven  and  all  confessed, 

And  Peace  dwelt  with  them  ever  after. 


PASSAGES     OF     LIFE     IN     TEXAS. 


BT    nAMtT    RSOXLH*. 


It  was  in  the  Bpring  of  1840  that  Licencio  Canales,  the  leader  of 
the  Federal  forces  of  the  Northern  frontier  of  Mexico,  after  a  severe 
engagement  with  the  Centralists  under  Arista,  was  ohliged  to  re- 
treat and  take  refuge  on  the  western  bank  of  the  Nueces.  Here 
he  besought  the  aid  of  the  Texan  Government,  to  assist  himself 
and  comrades  in  their  struggle  for  freedom  and  present  release 
from  military  oppression.  The  authorities  however  did  not  afford 
them  the  relief  they  sought,  as  the  Mexicans  would  not  promise  to 
recognize  the  Rio  Grande  as  the  boundary  of  Texas,  in  the  event  of 
the  success  of  the  Federation.  Still  the  leaders  of  this  revolt  were 
permitted  to  trjivel  throughout  the  country,  to  solicit  and  receive 
contributions  from  her  citizens,  and  to  engage  a  large  number  of 
her  subjects  to  serve  under  the  Federal  banner,  as  auxiliaries 
against  the  Centralists.  The  month  of  May  saw  encamped  upon 
the  precise  spot  now  occupied  by  our  Army  of  Occupation,  (that  is, 
in  and  about  the  town  of  San  Patricio,)  some  twelve  hundred  men, 
about  five  hundred  of  whom  were  Texans ;  men  who,  by  promises 
of  monthly  pay,  and  a  hope  of  plunder,  had  been  induced  to  join 
diis  standard.      Aq  will  readily  be  conjectured,  these  were  all  men 

Cleaned  from  the  refuse  of  a  country  which  could  well  spare  them, 
'hey  were  indeed  brave,  reckless  and  daring ;  brave,  from  a  cob* 
Btant  exposure  to  danger;  reckless,  from  lack  of  all  other  occupa- 
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tion  and  means  of  maintenance ;  daring,  from  a  long  contact  with 
crime  and  escape  from  punishment.  .  This  was  the  character  of  the 
mass  of  those  who  joined  Canales  and  his  generals  as  soldiers  un- 
der pay.  There  were  othere  who  were  persuaded  to  accompany 
them  under  inducements  like  the  following  : 

In  the  peregrinations  of  Ganales  throughout  Texas,  he  solicited 
assistance  in  the  shape  of  contributions  of  money,  clothing,  arms 
and  ammunition ;  and  some  of  these  he  bought  on  credit,  while  he 
bargained  with  others  to  deliver  him  their  goods  at  Corpus  Christi 
Bay,  and  receive  their  equivalent  in  money,  horses,  mules  and  cattle, 
which  were  procured  from  Mexico,  and  delivered  at  such  a  price  as 
would  admit  of  their  being  driven  into  the  settlements  and  sold  at 
a  profit.  Many  goods  were  obtained  in  this  manner,  and  were  faith- 
fully paid  for ;  others  were  contracted  for,  were  landed  at  Corpus 
Chnsti,  and  delivered  in  good  faith  to  the  Mexicans,  when  an  an- 
nouncement was  made  that  the  enemy  had  cut  off  all  farther  sup- 
plies by  occupying  the  passes  at  the  Rio  G-rande.  Canales  thto 
proposed  to  advance  the  army,  or  a  portion  of  it,  to  the  frontier,  to 
drive  back  the  Centralists,  and  A)  forward  supplies.  Colonel  Nepo- 
moceno  Molano  was  despatched  with  three  hundred  Mexicans  and 
one  hundred  and  twenty  Texans,  the  latter  under  the  command  of 
Colonel  Joi^dan.  These  made  a  rapid  march  upon  the  town  of 
Laredo,  which  they  took  and  occupied  just  before  day-break ;  the 
garrison  being  alike  unsuspicious  and  unprepared.  Some  little  con- 
sternation arose  from  this  '  coup  de  main,'  when  the  enemy  retired 
from  the  frontier,  and  supplies  were  again  forwarded,  but  not  in  suf- 
ficient quantities  to  pay  for  the  goods  already  delivered.  In  this 
emergency,  Canales  suggested  to  the  merchants  who  were  waitinr 
for  their  pay  to  advance  with  him  to  the  Rio  Grande,  when  he  would 
deliver  them  their  cattle  and  provide  them  with  an  adequate  escort 
across  the  Rio  Nueces.  This  was  acceded  to  by  fourteen  of  the 
creditors,  who  were  young  men,  the  narrator  among  the  number. 

Attached  to  the  immediate  staff  of  Canales,  was  a  young  Ameri- 
can, of  northern  birth  and  education,  who  occupied  a  position  as 
aide-de-camp  and  interpreter,  with  the  rank  in  the  Mexican  army 
of  '  Tenient^-Colonel.'  This  rank  entitled  him  to  some  luxuries 
not  enjoyed  by  the  mass  of  Texans  with  whom  he  was  daily  more 
or  less  associated  ;  such  as  two  Mexican  servants,  three  horses,  and 
the  necessary  rations  and  provender  for  all.  These  considerations  ex- 
cited a  degree  of  envy  in  the  minds  of  some  few  of  his  own  color ;  and 
although  he  never  injured  but  oftentimes  benefitted  his  countrymen, 
it  was  plain  that  he  was  by  no  means  popular  among  them.  He  was 
himself  conscious  of  the  fact,  which  was  made  more  apparent  each 
successive  day,  as  he  promulgated  the  various  orders  from  head- 
quarters. In  his  situation  as  mterpreter  he  labored  assiduously  in 
their  behalf,  and  thus  convinced  some  among  their  number  that  he 
was  not  deserving  of  their  opprobrium.  Notwithstanding  his  zeal 
in  their  behalf,  however,  there  were  aome  few  who  deemed  them- 
selves so  much  aggrieved  at  their  non-success  in  certain  of  their  va- 
rious applications  to  the  (xeneral,whenhe  acted  as  their  interpreter^ 
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that  tfaej  attributed  to  him  their  &ilure,  and  upon  him  was  vented 
all  their  vindictiveness.  So  hr  was  this  carried  that  his  life  was 
several  times  attempted ;  and  more  than  once  he  heard  the  bullets 
whistle  in  close  proximity  to  his  person.  His  horses  were  stolen, 
maimed  and  killed ;  and  in  various  ways  he  was  molested,  until, 
with  patience  utterly  exhausted,  he  one  morning  appeared  unat- 
tended in  the  midst  of  the  American  camp,  and  openly  accused  some 
three  or  four,  whom  he  well  knew  were  guilty,  of  their  meanness  and 
cowardice,  and  dared  them,  to  injure  in  his  presence  the  horse  which 
had  carried  hiib  thither,  and  which  then  stood  at  a  little  distance  oC 
His  unexpected  appearance,  his  manly  accusation,  and  hb  brave 
daring,  instantly  won  him  a  host  of  friends  among  those  who  had 
been  too  ready  to  be  his  foes ;  and  Lester,  for  that  was  our  young 
hero's  name,  left  the  camp  unharmed,  accompanied  by  a  dozen  or 
more,  who  praised  him  for  his  boldness  and  warned  him  against  the 
hatred  and  malice  of  those  whom  he  had  so  lately  incensed. 

'A  few  days  after  these  events,  the  remainder  of  the  army  took  up 
their  line  of  March  for  the  Rio  Grande,  and  travelled  by  journeys 
of  some  twenty  or  thirty  miles  a  day  to  effect  a  junction  with  Mo- 
lano  and  his  division,  and  to  give  battle  to  Arista  as  soon  as  practi- 
cable. It  was  Lester's  duty  each  evening,  preparatory  to  encamp- 
ment, to  point  out  the  various  locations  for  the  several  departments; 
to  place  the  posts,  station  the  sentinels,  visit  each  pait  or  the  entire 
encampment,  and  then  report  to  the  General  previous  to  retiring  to 
his  own  camp-fire.  It  was  his  custom  also  to  attend  in  person  to  a 
fiivorite  horse,  which  carried  him  in  these  nightly  excursions ;  to  wa- 
ter him,  and  tie  him  where  he  could  graze  to  die  best  advantage ; 
and  oftentimes  in  the  middle  of  the  mght  would  he  arise  and  take 
his  steed  to  a  ftesh  pasture-spot ;  for,  as  no  com  or  grain  was  fur- 
nished by  the  army,  this  was  requisite,  in  order  to  keep  the  animals 
in  good  condition.  More  effectually  to  give  his  own  n^e  opportu- 
nity to  graze,  it  was  sometimes  necessary  to  remove  him  quite  out- 
side the  camp,  that  he  might  not  become  entangled  in  the  cabrestas 
of  the  other  horses,  and  thereby  deprive  himself  of  the  circle  af- 
forded by  the  length  of  his  tether.  This  custom  of  Lester's  was  well 
known  to  all  the  camp  ;  and  when  absent  from  his  place  for  any 
length  of  time,  it  was  remarked,  *  Dan  Lester  y  stm  cavauo  stmjwUoi  ;' 
*  Lester  and  his  hone  are  inseparable.'  And  this  was  almost  lite- 
rally true.  His  attachment  to  his  favorite  steed  often  robbed  him 
of  die  time  allowed  him  for  repose  and  refreshment. 

On  the  night  of  the  sixth  day  after  leaving  the  Nueces,  the 
army  arrived  at '  Aqua  Dulce ;'  three  beauuful  lakes  in  the  midst 
of  a  desert  prairie,  surrounded  by  musquit  and  live-oak  timber. 
This  was  the  selected  location  for  the  night's  encampment ;  and  at 
an  early  hour  the  next  morning  they  were  to  start  for  a  ro^eaii, 
some  twenty  miles  distant.  Lester  completed  the  usual  duties  of 
the  occasion  and  retired,  having  placed  hu  horse  some  four  hundred 
yards  from  his  place  of  repose.  He  awoke^  a  little  after  midnight^ 
and  with  his  steed  passed  the  line  of  sentinels,  and  watered  him  at 
die  nearest  lake,  and  then  'slaked  him'  in  the  timber,  within  a  short 
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distanoe.  Thb  task  was  scarce  accomplished,  when  he  felt  himself 
▼iolently  seized  from  behind,  his  arms  pinioned,  his  mouth  filled  with 
the  end  of  a  hair  cabresta,  so  that  the  jaws,  bleeding  and  lacerated, 
were  painfully  distended.  In  this  manner  he  was  dragged  for  some 
distance  into  the  midst  of  a  thick  grove  of  musquit,  by  three  men, 
whom  he  recognised  in  the  obscure  light  as  his  most  inveterate  foes 
among  the  Texans.  Their  names  were  Brown,  Ormsby  and  McDa- 
niels.  Here  he  was  tied,  with  his  hands  behind  him,  to  a  thorny 
musquit  tree,  and  so  fastened  that  he  could  neither  sit  nor  stand  with* 
out  danger  of  dislocation  of  his  arms  at  the  shoulders.  As  his  merci- 
less enemies  left  him,  they  assured  him  that  they  would  revisit  him 
on  their  return  from  Mexico  and  divide  their  plunder ;  and  should 
he  then  demand  it,  he  was  promised  the  lion's  share.  This  refine- 
ment of  cruelty  convinced  him  that  he  had  no  hope  of  either  lifis  or 
mercy  at  their  hands.  He  was  abandoned  to  hunger,  torture  and 
death !  He  well  knew  that  in  a  few  short  hours  we  army  would 
have  left  the  spot.  His  absence  would  be  unheeded  for  a  time,  and 
then  his  friencu  would  suppose  him  searching  for  his  horse,  the  ani«- 
mal  having  naturally  strayed  farthear  than  usual ;  and,  confident  ia 
his  perfect  knowledge  of  prairie  life,  they  would  expect  to  see  him 
follow  up  their  trail,  and  overtake  them  before  another  halt.  This 
was  not  an  unfrequent  occurreijce ;  and  there  would  theopefore  be 
the  less  reason  for  alarm  at  his  protracted  absence. 

These  thoughts  passed  through  Lester's  mind  with  the  rapiditr  of 
light ;  and  in  a  moment  he  was  fully  alive  to  the  awful  fate  which 
awaited  him.  An  hour  of  agony  passed  on,  with  nothing  to  inter- 
Tupt  the  horrid  silence,  save  the  wind  as  it '  soughed'  through  the 
dense  fbUage  around  him,  and  the  occasional  neigh  of  some  hone 
in  the  distance.  He  could  perceive  a  slight  change  in  the  scene  as 
the  first  glimmerings  of  the  approaching  sunrise  shed  their  faint  rays 
in  the  heavens ;  and  the  three  shrill  notes  of  the  '  clarine,'  as  he 
blew  the  matin-call,  startled  his  now  sensitive  ear,  and  convinced 
him  of  the  short  time  he  would  remain  in  the  vicinity  of  those  who 
might  succor  him.  Moments  were  to  him  hours.  A  struggle  to  sun- 
der the  bonds  which  confined  him  only  sent  the  hot  blood  in  rapid 
leaps  throughout  his  stiffening  frame.  Hb  efibrts  were  useless ;  the 
cox^  were  selected  for  their  office,  and  fastened  by  those  well 
versed  in  secure  knots.  Many  a  wild  mustang  and  mule  had  striven 
in  vain  to  free  himself  from  them.  Lester  knew  that  it  was  wone 
than  folly  to  attempt  to^ liberate  himself,  and  he  made  no  faither  ef> 
fort ;  but  with  brain  seared  and  reeling,  and  eyes  dimmed  by  his 
overpowering  exertions,  his  sense  of  hearing  was  stretched  to  its 
utmost  tension ;  and  on  ihu  Hope  Hneered.  As  long  as  he  could 
vecoffttize  the  accustomed  sounds  of  his  comrades,  though  never  so 
faintly,  he  felt  that  he  was  not  all  alone,  and  that  some  fortunate 
circumstance  might  lead  a  stray  footstep  to  his  vicinity ;  or  peihaps 
his  presence  might  be  required  in  the  camp,  and  he  be  sent  for,  m 
which  case  his  rescue  was  almost  certain.  Failing  this,  it  had  no- 
thing on  which  to  rest ;  and  the  future  was  a  blank  of  a wAil,  despair- 
ing thought ;  it  was  to  dwell  upon  protracted  toxtore,  which  was  to 
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end  in  certain  yet  lingering  death.  So  long  however  as  his  acate 
ear  could  detect  the  sounds  of  preparation  in  the  camp,  his  mind 
reverted  less  keenly  to  the  future ;  each  instant  of  the  present  was 
a  life  of  all-absorbing  interest  to  him.  The  next  few  minutes  would 
decide  his  earthly  destiny.  Again  the  clarine's  call  brought  to  his 
ears  the  sienal '  To  horse !  to  horse  V  His  heart  sank  within  him 
as  he  heard  the  occasional  voice  of  a  soldier  leading  his  horse  near 
his  position,  as  they  passed  toward  the  camp.  At  length  even  these 
sounds  became  less  and  less  frequent,  and  nnally  ceased  altogether. 
Then  the  bugles  sounded  'the  march  ;'  he  heard  the  last  commands 
swelling  on  the  breeze ;  then  faint  and  more  faint,  until  Silence  had 
possession  of  that  awftil  solitude  ! 

The  overburthened  mind,  too  long  held  in  dread  suspense,  now 
quickly  awoke  to  stem  reality.  Tears,  bitter,  unavailing  tears, 
coursed  down  his  cheeks,  as  he  more  fully  realized  his  situation ;  but 
even  these  '  drops  of  the  heart'  were  a  relief  to  the  intensity  of  his 
feelings.  Visions  of  home  and  happiness,  of  life  and  love,  flitted 
through  his  mind,  forming  a  strange  contrast  with  his  present  pros* 
pects.  Hark  !  —  a  rushing  sound  !  Something  is  rapialy  approach- 
mg.  Ah !  he  has  been  missed,  and  is  searched  for !  No ;  't  is  but 
a  startled  fawn,  roused  by  his  late  companions,  who  are  now  far  on 
their  march,  and  dashing  through  the  neighboring  thickets,  fearful 
of  pursuit.  So  directly  toward  him  came  the  aflrigfited  deer,  that 
Lester  could  not  but  assure  himself  that  he  was  saved.  But  his 
self-congratulations  were  doomed  to  a  sudden  reverse.  A  long  in- 
terval of  uninterrupted  stillness  gave  him  ample  opportunitiy  to 
ponder  on  his  sad  fate.  At  this  moment  a  huge  vulture-buzzard, 
with  wide-extended  wings,  sailed  slowly  by,  and  sank  more  near  the 
earth ;  then  slowly  wheeling  in  a  large  circle,  he  returned  and  hovered 
over  the  head  of  the  wretched  captive.  Soon  numbers  more  ar- 
rived, to  keep  the  first  in  countenance,  until  at  length  myriads  filled 
the  air ;  now  high,  now  low  ;  their  gyrations  decreasing  in  circum- 
ference until  the  sky  seemed  darkened  with  their  presence.  Lester 
knew  but  too  well  the  attraction  that  brought  them  in  his  vicinity ; 
too  well  he  knew,  that  before  life  had  left  him  they  would  be  feed- 
ing upon  his  vitals.  Instinct  had  taught  the  horrid  creatures  that  he 
was  doomed  for  their  sustenance,  and  they  only  awaited  his  perfect 
supineness  to  commence  their  promised  repast.  Again  a  slight 
noise  is  heard  in  the  distance.  Is  it  another  aeer  ?  No ;  it  is  more 
like  the  slow  and  cautious  movement  of  a  wolf.  It  nears  him — still 
nearer !  Can  it  be  voices  ?  No  ;  such  hope  is  futile.  It  is  !  it  is ! 
He  hears  words  distinctly  spoken,  and  in  the  Mexican  language ! 
Oh  !  for  a  chance  to  call  for  succor !  but  the  wish  is  unavailing ;  for 
the  cabresta,  in  thick  coils,  is  so  inserted  in  his  mouth  that  all  utter- 
ance is  pevented. 

Mexicans  indeed  they  were,  six  in  number,  belonging  to  the  army, 
and  in  search  of  mules  which  had  strayed  away  during  the  night. 
Seeing  no  tracks  in  the  neighborhood,  they  passed  on,  and  once 
more  Lester  was  doomed  to  bitter  disappointment.  Still,  he  heard 
their  voices  occasionally ;  and  once,  when  far  distant,  the  neigh  of 
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their  faoiBes  reached  him,  and  to  his  surprise  it  was  answered  by  an- 
other animal,  apparently  very  near  him.  He  heard  a  shout  given 
by  the  men,  ana  listened  to  dieir  rapid  return.  From  the  sounds 
close  at  hand,  he  knew  they  had  secured  their  mules,  and  he  could 
hear  them,  distinctly  hear  them,  converse  in  their  own  language. 

'  But,  comrade,  these  buzzards  are  certainly  expecting  a  meal ; 
they  do  not  fly  in  company  in  this  manner,  so  near  the  ground,  un- 
less something  is  dying,  or  about  to  be  abandoned.  If  it  were 
already  a  carcass,  they  would  be  down  upon  it,  and  gorging  them- 
selves. No ;  it  is  either  a  wounded  deer  or  some  poor  jaded  horse, 
deserted  by  these  Texanps.  Let  us  search  for  the  body ;  if  it  is  the 
first,  we  will  save  it  for  our  meal  to-night ;  if  it  is  the  latter,  the 
main  and  tail  will  serve  us  for  cabrestas.  We  can  find  it  easily ;  it 
must  be  near  at  hand,  and  we  can  soon  overtake  our  division.' 

Thus  speaking,  they  parted,  and  wandered  in  different  direc- 
tions, often  hailing  each  other,  so  as  not  to  separate  too  widely. 
During  this  '  scena,'  which  was  heard  distinctly  by  Lester,  his  sus- 
pense was  rendered  still  more  intolerable ;  but  he  now  felt  sanguine 
that  they  would  not  leave  the  vicinity  till  they  had  satisfied  their  con- 
tending doubts.  He  did  not  wait  long  before  he  heard  a  loud  and 
guttural  call,  made  by  one  of  the  buzzards,  as  he  swooped  and  al- 
most touched  his  person  with  his  falcon-like  beak.  This  attracted  the 
immediate  attention  of  the  Mexicans,  and  convinced  them  that  the 
object  they  sought  was  at  the  very  point  where  the  cry  was  given. 
They  reached  the  spot  simultaneously,  and  vied  with  each  other  in 
their  efforts  to  release  their  beloved  officer.  Their  exclamations  of 
horror  and  surprise  were  unheeded  by  him,  for  he  had  lost  all  con- 
sciousness. The  first  glance  at  his  liberators  had  overpowered  him 
with  conflicting  emotions,  and  exhausted  nature  could  no  longer 
support  him.  It  was  a  long  time  before  cool  water  from  the  lake 
brought  back  his  dormant  raculties,  and  made  him  fiilly  alive  to  his 
escape.  At  length,  however,  supported  on  the  breast  of  one  of  the 
Mexicans,  he  glanced  wildly  around,  and  became  conscious  that 
bonds  no  longer  confined  him.  He  bounded  to  his  feet,  and  cried 
out,  in  an  agony  of  despair, '  Help  !  help  !'  He  then  fell  prostrate 
upon  the  ground,  bathed  in  blood  and  tears.  An  hour  passed,  and 
still  he  remained  unconscious.  They  resolved  to  carry  him  in  turn 
upon  their  saddles,  they  sitting  upon  the  horses  behind,  and  care- 
fully securing  him  f^om  falling.  In  this  way  they  had  advanced  some 
ten  miles,  when  he  showed  signs  of  returning  animation,  and  at  last 
became  fUlly  aware  of  what  was  passing  around  him.  He  had  had 
a  very  narrow  escape  from  a  dreadful  death,  a  fact  which  he  has 
never  ceased  to  feel,  and  for  which  he  can  never  cease  to  be  grateful. 


EPITAPH    IN     A    MABBLE-YARD. 

*  Fabkwxll  !  my  little  Duvflb  dear  I 
We  would  tun  have  kept  70a  here ; 
But 't  wu  Jnufl'  will  that  you  «hoald  die. 
And  Hb  will  Mxm  your  plaee  supply  I' 
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CLINO       TO       THY        MOTHER. 


»t    aSO.    W.  BBTfiTTirX. 


CLiNa  to  thy  mother ;  for  ihe  wat  the  fint 
To  know  thy  heing,  and  to  feel  thy  life  ; 

The  hope  of  thee  through  many  a  pang  she  nnnt ; 
And,  when  midst  angoish  like  the  parting  strife, 

Her  babe  was  in  her  anna,  the  agony 

Was  all  forgot,  for  blin  of  loying  thee. 


Be  gentle  to  thy  mother ;  Iouf  she  bore 
Thine  infant  fretfulneas  and  silly  youth ; 

Nor  rodely  scorn  the  faithful  voice  that  o'er 
Thy  cradle  prayed,  uid  taogfat  thy  lisping  tnth. 

Yes,  she  is  old ;  yet  on  thy  nmnly  brow 

She  looks,  and  claims  thee  as  her  child  e'en  now. 


Uphold  thy  mother ;  close  to  her  warm  heart 
She  carriedi  fed  Uiee,  lulled  thee  to  thy  rest ; 

Then  taught  thy  tottering  limbs  their  untried  art, 
Exulting  in  the  fledgling  from  her  nest : 

And,  now  her  steps  are  feeUei  be  her  stay, 

Whose  strength  was  thine,  in  thy  most  feeble  day. 


Cherish  thy  mother ;  brief  perchance  the  time 
May  be,  that  she  will  claim  the  care  she  gave ; 

Passed  are  her  hopes  of  youth,  her  harvest-prime 
Of  joy  on  earth ;  her  friends  are  in  the  graTe : 

But  for  her  children,  she  could  lay  her  head 

Gladly  to  rest  among  her  precious  dead. 


Be  tender  with  thy  mother ;  words  unkind. 
Or  light  neglect  from  thee,  will  give  a  pang 

To  that  fond  bosom*  where  tiion  art  enshiiDsd 
In  love  unutterable,  more  than  pang 

Of  venomed  serpent*    Wound  not  her  strong  trust. 

As  thou  would'st  hope  for  peace  when  she  is  dust ! 


O  mother  mine  !  God  grant  I  ne'er  forget. 
Whatever  be  my  grief,  or  what  my  joy. 

The  unmeasured,  uneztinguishable  debt 
I  owe  thy  love  ;  but  find  my  sweet  employ, 

Ever  through  thy  remaining  days,  to  be 

To  thee  as  faithful  as  thou  wert  to  me. 


'  Eow  abarpar  tb«B  %  B«rpant^  tooth  it  la. 
To  h«Ta  « thanklon  ohild ! '        Lxaji. 


LITERARY     NOTICES 


Tbx  HxRomT  or  Lono-Island,  r»ox  its  Dxscovkbt  and  Btrmxaxm  to  tbic  prxssrt 
vna :  with  many  inportant  and  interattinf  Hatten;  including  Notacea  of  nnmerona  Indiriduala 
and  Familiw,  ete.  Bt  Bmxuajun  F,  THOvraoN,  Counaellor  at  Law.  In  two  Toluaaa.  pp.  1099. 
Bacond  Edition. 

TiCBSB  yolumes,  dedicmted  thoagh  they  are  to  a  particular  hiatory,  oommend  them- 
mikwrn  hy  their  richneoi  to  the  general  reader.  The  author  is  a  patient,  ancere,  un- 
requited antiquarian.  By  the  collation  of  materiala  which  his  pains-taking  has 
saTod  out  of  old  tovm  annals,  we  are  enabled  to  preserve  a  true  and  curious  picture 
of  the  life  and  manners  of  the  Long-Islanders  two  hundred  years  ago,  embracing  both 
the  Dutch  and  English  settlers ;  and  our  remoteness  in  point  of  feeling,  more' than  of 
time,  we  venture  to  assert,  is  enough  to  provoke  a  smile  at  such  primitive  modes. 
ThB  gaunt,  stark,  moody  Puritanism,  whose  stiff-cut  garment  was  forced  upon  the 
supple  and  cultivated  figure  of  the  age  at  home,  sat  here  like  true  Nature,  where  its 
backward  tendency,  humored  as  if  by  the  kick  of  Necessity  itself,  reached  the  very 
savageness  of  the  year  one.  Here  all  was  in  character ;  the  howling  wilderness,  the 
far-fltretching,  desolate  plains ;  the  breakers  bursting  upon  the  sea-shore,  like  a  per- 
petual eannflttade ;  and  as  the  stem  settler  in  his  Sunday  clothes  stalked  to  the  meet- 
ing-house, pulling  his  musket  after  him  through  the  thick  briais,  he  encountered  only 
the  suUen  front  of  the  Indian,  or  some  of  the  Half- Moon  squadran,  the  gmnting*and 
phlegmatic  Dutchman  of  the  Manhadoes,  pontive  of  his  prior  right  Puritanism 
might  have  been  bom  here,  instead  of  being  wafted  to  the  neighborhood  by  any 
<  May-Flower.'  As  it  was,  it  wag  the  right  soil  wherein  to  plant  dragon's-teeth,  and 
a  precious  crop  of  warriors  rose  up  to  battle  for  conscience,  armed  cap-d-pt«  with 
their  own  prejudices.  Thrown  back  into  the  midst  of  savage  nature,  and  of  savage 
men,  they  brought  with  them  an  aj^ropriate  garment  of  external  manners ;  and  that 
which  was  treason  against  taste,  when  it  threw  itself  into  violent  eontrast  with  the 
fantastic  elegance  of  the  first  Charlbs,  here  became  very  proper.  For  how  riiould 
men  be  of  a  winning  or  joyous  aspect,  when  every  occasion  of  a  hard  repulsive  liie 
scowled  dismally,  and  the  eye  wandered  over  pickets  and  palisades  on  a  landsei^e 
never  caressed  as  yet  by  the  hand  of  culture  ?  And  farther :  is  it  to  be  wondered  at 
that  Woman,  whose  mitigating  beauty  knows  how  to  light  up  with  an  adorable  lustre 
the  worst  scenes,  contracted  the  complexion  of  the  time,  and  Religion  smiled  horribly 
a  ghastly  smUe  7  Here  was  not  the  place  for  the  rogeida  melU,  the  sweet  Uwidish- 
mants  of  society,  where  the  earth  was  ferocious:  outer  modes  were  theieford  «on- 
sislent,  but  certam  principles  of  action  were  inconsistent  Xiot  us  not  forget  that  we 
«M  BOW  to  arrange  aanals.     Though  the  sofl,  much  of  it  be  baimii  aai  UMovy 
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detotM  bat  few  (yet  important)  pages  to  thie  field,  theae  ialaiuien  have  preeenred 
among  them  aome  materiala  which  will  not  be  deemed  onintereating,  aa  illuatrating 
the  character  of  the  Puritanii  Tender  conaeience,  aa  will  be  leen,  (the  bugbear  ef 
the  time,)  waa  found  aaMKsiated  with  rough  hands ;  and  aa  drink  now-a-dayi,  ao  meat 
then '  made  many  brotheri  to  offend.*  For  conaeience*  nke  they  fled  from  tyranny ;  to 
wordiip  God  according  to  conscience,  they  erected  an  asylum  ;  toleration  and  the 
rights  of  conscience  they  were  prepared  to  maintain,  though  they  bad  to  bum  a  lew 
Quakers  with  intolerably  hot  flamea.  To  their  honor  be  it  said,  on  the  first  breathing- 
apell  which  they  could  get  from  the  sayagea,  and  after  a  few  encloaurea  had  been 
erected  to  protect  them  from  the  more  imperative  wolyea,  their  very  firit  care  was  to 
proyide  for  the  support  of  a  miniater,  and  to  build  a  meeting-houae,  (without  a  bell,) 
where  they  might  conacientiously  worship  God.  This  is  the  first  praiaeworthy  memo- 
rial on  the  record  of  every  town ;  and  the  transmisBon  of  this  pious  trust  to  succeed- 
ing generations  has  since  served  to  beautify  the  landacape  of  many  a  New-England 
village.    Noticea  like  the  following  are  of  frequent  occurrence : 

'At  a  Jineral  towad-meetinf  held  in  Henpatead  the  levanth  day  of  Jaaauary  in  the  yera  of  onr 
LoBD  1617,  It  was  agreed  on  by  the  m^or  rote  that  they  ihould  bild  a  metiof-houaa.  Thti  waa 
oooArmed  at  a  lowml-neetinf  held  the  Ibat  day  of  Baperall.  and  Mr  Skhaxs  and  Jomr  Svim  (!)  waa 
choaen  to  f  oasree  with  Jossph  CAapurrKR  to  bild  a  metinf-boua.* 

'Auo.  1, 1683.— Town  Toied  that  JaasMT  Wood  ahonid  hare  tenahQlinga  a  year*lbr  lookiag 
after  y%  opening  and  ihuttinf  of  ya  windowahnttera  belooginf  to  y«  meeting  hona,  and  to  lookcare> 
fullr  after  y  kowr-glmM* 

'Jan.  S9.— The  town  roced Abbamah  Bmra  thirty  aUllinffa  a  year  ft»r  lastly  ikt  inm  m  Am- 
dmift  and  othermetinff  daya,  to  be  paid  in  iohmee^  jMymcni;  or  wheat  at  aix-nnd-eig  ht  peace,  and  In- 
dian eorn  at  faur  ahiflingt  a  bnahet' 

At  Jamaica,  March  9, 16M, '  Mr.  Joscra  Skttb  waa  choaen  to  go  with  Nbhbmiah  Biotb  to  yt  main 
in  order  to  y  procurement  of  a  miuiater;'  and  Are  year*  afterward  the  town  reaolred  to  erect  a  new 
nnd  larger  houae  for  public  religioua  worahip,  for  which  pnrpoae  the  inhabitanta  were  *dlrided  into 
Are  '  louadrona,'  to  procure  and  bring  to  tim  spot  timber,  atone,  lime,  and  whaterer  materiala  were 
wanted.'  The  followinf  will  »how  how  the  anlary  was  rai*cd :  •  Mat  the  94 :  We  nnder  Righten 
dwo  Ingeage  Ech  and  £f  err  of  ua  to  giro  theae  under  Rig hten  snmea  to  Jbbbjit  Hubabo  yaariy, 
during  the  time  we  line  under  miniatry,  and  to  pay  it  in  com  and  Cattel  at  Prbe  aa  it  Paaia  Cnmnt 

We  have  read  with  intereat  many  other  quaint  paaaagea  fimn  the  old-town  recoids 
contained  in  theae  vdumea,  illuatrative  of  theae  characteriatica,  aa  well  aa  oCfaera  deaerip- 
tire  of  the  intolerant  and  intolerable  peiaecution  of  the  Qnakeri,  (eqiecially  of  those 
who  <  permitted  Quakers  to  quake  at  their  houaea  in  Greveaend,*)  and  of  Lady  Moonr, 
the  HaaTBa  Stamhor  of  her  time,  who  defended  heraelf  against  the  attaeka  of  her 
enemies  with  a  heroic  bravery  worthy  of  Joan  D' Aac.  Indeed,  we  have  gleaned  from 
the  work  before  ua  much  to  illuatrate  the  primitive  mannen  of  the  Long-Islanders, 
which  unto  a  comparativety  late  period  remained  easentially  the  same.  Separated, 
like  the  Britons,  from  the  whole  world,  they  sought  no  change.  For  instance,  the  last 
militia-training  in  Queens  county  aiibrded  a  parallel  to  what  occnned  in  King's 
county  in  1694,  when  *  a  teaman  of  the  town  of  Bushwick  waa  indicted  at  the  aes- 
ikaa  *  for  having  beat,  and  pulUd  the  hair  of  Captain  Peter  Proa  f  while  at  the 
head  of  hia  company  of  eoldiere  !  on  parade  !  V  Agriculture  waa  not  greatly  ad- 
vaaoed,  nor  were  paature-grounds  more  cultivated  in  many  placea,  a  few  yean  ago, 
than  in  the  days  when  *  William  Jacocks  and  EnwAan  Ratnoe  were  appointed  to  be 
oow-keepa  for  the  yeare ;  the  people  to  be  ready,  at  the  Bounding  of  the  horn  to  send 
ont  their  cows,  and  the  keeper  to  be  ready  to  take  charge  of  them,  %un  half  an  boor 
Ugh,  and  to  bring  them  home  half  an  hour  before  annaet'  Education  waa  then 
limited  to  readhig  and  apelling ;  sometimes  extra  gnilderi  being  devoted  to « a  writer* 
Scandal  went  about  aeeking  for  food,  and  conrtahip  waa  accompanied  with  as  d»- 
flidMAymaaaa  as  the  vnUwftil  kiai  stated  to  have  been  atolen  ftum  thoaiaeet  Jgpa 
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of '  Brm  ScuDDBK.'  There  wen  no  turnpLke-roads,  and  the  facilities  of  trayel  were 
Tery  timited.  The  Kings-connty  men  knew  nothing  of  the  Queen>*eonnty  men,  and 
both  were  ignorant  of  the  Suffolk-men  ;  and  the  pall  of  ignorance  became  denaer  aa 
the  circle  widened.  Forty  years  ago  the  late  learned  and  yeneraUe  Doctor  Dwioht 
trmTened  the  island,  and  remariced :  *  The  views,  affections  and  ponmits  of  the  people 
must  of  courae  be  always  limited  Almost  all  their  concerns  are  absolutely  confined 
to  the  house  or  to  the  neighborhood,  and  the  neighborhood  rarely  extends  beyond  the 
confines  of  a  small  hamlet'  In  order  to  become  aware  of  the  great  changes  which 
an  now  going  on,  and  will  soon  revolutionize  this  secluded  spot,  it  is  necessary  to  h>dk 
over  the  volumes  under  notice.  They  contain  a  mass  of  information  on  topics  which 
we  can  now  scarcely  mention  ;  memorials  of  the  revolution ;  biographical  sketches 
of  many  distinguished  men ;  a  catalogue  of  the  birds  of  Long-Island,  furnished  by 
Jamks  E.  Dbkay,  M.  D.,  etc.,  etc. 

The  accuracy  of  information  on  local  points  is  not  to  be  complained  of  TlerB  is 
no  doubt  the  author  would  go  fifty  mites  to  settle  a  date,  never  minding  dust,  weeds 
and  the  rank  grasses.  He  possesws  the  keenest  scent  for  a  fact,  tracking  it  and  re- 
tracking  it ;  pausing  momentarily  at  any  fence  or  obstruction  ;  throwing  up  his  head 
with  a  little  uncertamty,  and  then  on.  By  threshing  about  the  sands  and  scrub-oaks, 
he  has  hunted  up  some  birds  of  pretty  good  feather,  and  drawn  up  many  a  noblo 
tree  and  genealogy,  proving  this  one  to  be  the  son  of  a  distinguished  lord,  that  one  of 
a  *  merry  cobbler.'  It  turns  out  that  there  is  armor  enough  among  the  old  farm- 
houses to  fumidi  a  herald's  office,  and  Smithtown  is  a  hot-bed  of  nobility.  Most  of 
the  facts  saved  are  valuable  ;  otkeri,  which  must  have  been  attained  by  dint  of  much 
labor,  will  not  be  appreciated  by  the  obtuse  public,  while  the  ignorant  might  apply  to 
them  that  very  apposite  remark  made  by  the  President  of  the  Long-Island  rails, 
who  when  threatened  with  law-suits  because  he  had  gone  sparidng  through  the  pine 
timbers  and  kindled  a  rousing  flame,  said  with  a  happy  raillery,  that  <  the  company 
was  like  a  south-side  crow,  very  hard  to  catch,  and  not  worth  any  thinj;  when  it  was 
can^t'  So  much  for  the  annals  of  Long-Island,  which  no  one  hitherto  has  taken 
the  pains  to  explore ;  reckonmg  it  some  sandy  Pylos,  some  barren  region,  where  only 
the  pines  grew,  those  excrescences  of  barrenness,  and  every  aspect  was  altogether 
savage.  But  the  invasion  of  modem  travel  is  at  last  there,  letting  m  the  noisy  world, 
and  from  *  Coneyn  Eylant'  to  Montauk  Point  waking  up  the  pulses  of  a  new  life. 
Once,  the  low  market-wagon  with  its  forlorn  horses  crawled  to  such  places  of  inaus- 
picious title  as  Cow-Neck  or  Mosquito-Cove.  The  very  names  of  things  have  been 
dianged  ;  <  Glen-Cove'  and  *  Rodyn'  now  allure  the  traveller  with  their  euphonious 
sound.  We  have  seen  the  gigantic  engine  roll  over  the  solitudes  of  the  great  plams,  the 
white  smoke  rising  in  columnar  masNS  like  the  many  pillars  of  the  Giants'  Causeway ; 
the  brilliant  fragment  of  a  rainbow  upon  the  escaping  Bteam,and  athwart  the  path  a  deer 
springmg,  like  a  swift  memory  of  the  past,  to  plunge  into  the  waters  which  the  Indians 
loved  so  dearly,  and  which  was  almost  their  only  lake  —  Ronconeema!  The  dis- 
covery has  been  made  that  the  island  possesses  many  a  delightful  Tempe,  many  a 
chosen  spot  of  unsurpassed  picturesqueness  and  beauty.  On  all  hands  are  beheld 
some  objects  worthy  of  the  judicious  traveller ;  whether  he  rambles  on  the  borders  of 
the  Atlantic  coast  or  looks  down  from  a  loftier  promontory  where  luxurious  mansions 
take  In  the  prospect  of  the  Long-Island  Sound,  or  have  been  builded,  like  another 
Baias,  on  the  very  margm  of  its  delicious  waves ;  and  we  cannot  but  hope  that  Mr. 
Thoidbon's  book  will  make  the  pnbUc  still  better  aajnamted  with  then  i 
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Tarn  Oanca  or  raa  Oubki.    By  O.  A.  Psuicabu,  A.  IL,  lata  C<mm4  of  tho  Uaited  Suim  at 
Atheai.    N«w-Tork :  Paxnb  and  Burokm. 

Thu  intereotiiig  work,  as  its  title  indicate*,  preaents  to  ua  the  condittoii  of  modem 
Greece,  and  ia  dedicated  to  thoae  who  are  interested  (and  who  ia  not  7)  in  the  fate  of 
that  nation.  A  Greek  by  birth,  but  an  American  by  adoption  and  education,  we 
find  oar  author,  as  United  States'  Consul,  on  his  way  to  Greece,  in.  1837.  He  left 
that  comitry  in  his  early  youth  ;  and  our  interest  in  his  work  is  greatly  heigfatene4 
by  the  peculiar  relation  aubaisting  between  himself  and  the  land  he  describes.  It 
brings  to  mind  the  psychological  triangle  of  Colbudob,  on  one  of  the  angles  of  which 
he  placed  an  ideal  representatiTe  of  the  public,  on  one  other  angle  his  imaginary 
self,  and  on  the  remaining  one  took  his  stand,  to  observe  how  he  appeared  before  the 
public,  and  relatively,  the  public  to  him !  *Oar  author  reached  Athens  in  the  begin- 
ning of  1838,  and  soon  after  we  find  him  threading  his  way  through  the  valleys,  the 
ruin-crowned  passes,  and  rocky  islands  of  his  native  land.  He  visited  all  the  locali- 
ties of  historic  renown,  and  those  connected  with  the  strange  events  of  the  Greek 
RevolutiQa ;  and  of  all  these  he  has  given  clear  and  spirited  descriptions,  together 
with  the  reflections  unavoidably  awakened  by  the  nature  of  his  themes.  The  woik 
opens  with  a  summary  review  of  the  existing  government  of  the  country ;  of  the 
eironmstances  connected  with  its  fonnation ;  and  of  the  system  of  diplomacy  purraed 
bf  the  allied  powers,  from  all  of  which  the  author  presents  this  conclusion:  *  The 
history  of  the  last  fifty  yean  has  recorded  many  wiangs ;  many  acts  of  oppression 
and  injustice ;  but  neither  the  history  of  the  present,  nor  the  annals  of  ancient  and 
modem  times,  can  afford  us  a  mora  terrible  example  of  national  vassalage  than  that  of 
Greece,  or  which  more  vividly  portmys  the  beauties  of  an  exotic  policy,  justly  charac- 
tftrixed  by  Macauult  as  *  the  worrt  species  of  slavery.'  We  are  compelled,'  he  says, 
'  to  acknowledge  that  no  form  of  government  can  give  a  guarantee  for  peace  and 
aecurity  in  Greece,  so  long  as  her  people,  her  assemblies  and  her  courta  are  dis- 
tracted by  the  Machiavelian  intrigues  of  the  foreign  diplomatisti.'  In  his  ofafeerva- 
tions  on  the  condition  of  the  people  and  the  resouroes  of  the  country,  Mr.  PaaDiCAam 
has  frequent  cause  to  remark  upon  the  injurious  operation  of  the  government,  and 
in  no  respect  does  it  display  so  great  a  want  of  wisdom  as  in  the  disposition  of 
the  public  domain.  Some  of  the  most  fertile  districts  are  lying  waste,  and  losing 
their  population,  from  the  exorbitant  rents  demanded  of  the  peasants  who  cultivate 
them.  They  are  obliged  to  pay  to  the  national  treasury  twenty-five  per  cent  of  the 
gross  produce  of  the  soil ;  and,  as  if  that  were  not  enough,  they  are  farther  subjected 
to  the  vexatious  exactions  of  the  tithe-gatherers,  who  are  the  worst  scourges  of  the 
land.  A  government  deeply  in  debt  has  yet  rulera  so  stupid  as  not  to  know  that 
the  prosperity  of  the  people  is  necessary  to  that  of  the  nation ;  or  who  prefer  to  keep 
them  in  poverty,  in  order  to  make  them  the  better  slaves.  Notwithstanding  all  that 
is  said,  however,  in  disparagement  of  the  government,  our  author  s^^aks  favorably  of 
the  King,  whose  character  and  position  he  has  well  considered.  Indeed,  throughout 
the  work  the  writer  has  manifested  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  character  and  con- 
dition of  the  Greeks,  and  a  comprehensive  insight  into  the  operations  of  the  govem- 
ment,  for  good  and  evil,  upon  them.  And  althou^  he  finds  much  in  the  system  of 
politics  through  which  their  native  energies  are  thwarted  that  tends  to  retard  the 
development  of  the  resouroes  of  the  country,  he  does  not  despair  of  their  ultimate 
triumph  over  all  oppression,  and  every  discouragementt  and  the  final  achieveaaat  of 
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a  new  and  giorioiu  destiny.  His  hopes  of  thk  contummation  are  founded  upon  their 
deep  nationality  of  feeling ;  their  inetitutione  of  religion  and  education ;  the  sncoes 
of  their  reroltttion,  and  their  '  late  and  splendid  triumph  in  hehalf  of  constitutional 
liberty.'  Wa  Vnnst  refer  the  reader  to  the  work  itself  for  the  biographical  sketches 
of  DucAS,  CoLcoTRONi  and  BlAaco  Bozzakis,  which  are  admirably  written,  and 
replete  with  interest  In  fine,  to  the  antiquary,  the  artist,  the  poet,  the  student  of 
nature,  of  art  and  of  political  economy  —  to  all  readers,  in  short — we  cordially  com- 
mend the  volumes  whose  merits  we  have  so  imperfectly  indicated. 


TstB  Axnm  or  Ajobica:  a  Sxbixs  or  Biographical  Skstchcb  or  Avkbican  Abtists  ;  with 
Portraits  aad  Detign*  on  stool.    By  C.  Eowaads  Lrstm.    New.York :  Bakka  and  Scbxbnxb. 

Tbb  immediate  object  of  this  series  of  biographical  sketches,  the  writer  informs  us 
in  his  prefece,  is  to  make  our  artists  and  their  works  better  known  at  home.  *  I  have 
long  believed,'  he  says,  *  that  the  insensibility  of  the  nation  to  the  claims  of  art  and 
artists  was  more  owing  to  a  lack  of  information  on  these  subjects,  than  to  any,  per- 
haps aU  other  causes ;  and  I  have  long  desired  to  see  this  want  supplied  with  some 
work,  uniting  beauty  of  execution  and  cheapness  of  price  vrith  authenticity  of  facts, 
to  secure  for  it  general  circulation.  Artists  themselves  will  not  do  it,  although  well 
qualified  for  the  task ;  perhaps  they  could  not  do  it  without  suffering,  however  unjustly, 
unkind  imputations.  No  one  else  seems  inclined  to  make  an  attempt,  and  I  have  re- 
sdved  to  try  it  myself.  Confining  myself  strictly  to  the  object  of  the  work,  already 
stated,  I  shall  endeavor  only  to  make  our  artists  and  their  works  better  known  to  their 
own  countrymen.  No  alarm  need  be  felt  by  them ;  for  I  shall  not  consider  it  my  busi- 
ness to  deal  with  Hving  men  without  their  consent,  however  current  the  old  adage  may 
be,  that  pubbc  men  are  public  property.  I  do  not  propose  to  compare  one  artist  with 
another,  nor  to  praise  any  body.  All  an  artist  or  an  author  needs,  is  to  be  known  through 
his  works.  If  these  convey  his  eulogy,  let  him  have  no  solicitude  about  his  fame.' 
Mr.  LisTBK  opens  his  series  with  a  biographical  notice  of  Washington  Allston,  ac- 
companied by  a  fine  portrait  of  his  iUustrions  subject  The  following  admirable  lines 
by  Mr.  Calks  Lton,  of  Lyonsdale,  after  the  manner  of  Swain's  *  Funeral  of  Sir 
Waltu  Scott,'  have  an  appropriate  place  of  honor  in  the  present  sketch : 

WASHINGTON     ALLSTON. 

CASATom  of  the  Beautifol,  which  lives  through  distant  years, 

Jfethought  I  saw  a  Amoral  band  Ibllowinf  thoo  in  tears ; 

*T  was  not  the  tread  of  mortals,  but  a  strange  ethereal  train, 

For  stars  shone  brightly  through  then,  while  sweeping  o'er  the  plain. 

The  Dead  Man  of  Elxsba  pass'd  sadly  in  ray  dream, 
And  the  Angel  of  St.  Fsm  shone  like  the  morning's  beam ; 
/  With  Eluar  from  the  Deeert,  and  Uniii.  ftom  the  Sun, 

Mourning  in  tearless  silence  the  great  departed  one. 

RoSAUS's  radiant  form  was  there,  her  tresses  flowing  wild ; 
Man's  ^orious  Madonna,  a  Mother  and  her  Child ; 
Baox.  and  the  Witch  of  Endor ;  and  then  a  Bloody  Hand 
FhMtod  bsforo  Staultbo,  at  he  followed  in  the  bead. 

MoN ALDT,  gazing  wildly,  mored  with  an  air  of  pride ; 
Gn.  Blab,  with  iiir  Lucbxtia,  went  weeping  by  his  side ; 
CAXBXsnca  and  Fstbucbio,  and  sweet  Aim  Paox  were  there } 
And  then,  the  noble  and  the  brave,  and  women  pure  and  Air. 
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The  Aamlf  puntd,  with  Jacob,  wrajwl  In  Glory'i  dioi, 
Thalr  •hiniiif  wingn  half  (bided,  and  qaWeriiif  for  the  sklei ; 
The  prophet  Jxasmxab  aa  he  •tood  •nblime  of  old. 
And  the  Destructioa  of  JeruaaleiB  to  afod  R&auch  told. 

Fair  Rsbscca  from  the  well,  whote  tean  were  ttnuaiag  jhit, 
With  the  imperial  Mibiax.  who  glided  alowlir  past ; 
And  darkly  strode  BcLStfASXAB,  for  wv  his  Feast  was  done. 
With  terror  on  his  cvrtinf  lip  and  fear  mpon  Ua  tosfae ! 

They  fathered  round  the  yawning  graTe,  a  group  of  Shadows  wild. 
And  pour*d  their  lean  of  incense  oV  Colunbia's  gifted  child  i 
The  night  wind  blew  a  solean  dirge,  and  bright  stars  twinkled  dim~ 
'  He  rested  firom  his  labors,  and  his  works  did  follow  him.' 

We  ean  ■carcely  pnuae  too  highly  the  care  of  the  new  and  enteipiinng  pnblirii- 
en  in  the  matter  of  typography  and  p^>er.    Both  are  excellent 


Tan  Posai  or  Aurtsn  &  BnaiT.    First  eomplote  BditioB.  In  one  Tolume,  ocUfa    New-Toik : 
Clabx  and  Auamr. 

Wb  were  about  to  indite  a  ghort  roTiew  of  our  eeteemed  friend  and  oorreepoodent'e 
▼ery  beantiful  yolume,  when  the  foUowing  notice  of  the  lame  woiriL,  from  the  c^m- 
Ue  pen  of  Mr.  C.  F.  Hoffman,  in  *  ExceUior,  (a  most  gentlemanly  journal,  *  too 
early  lort,*)  met  oar  eye,  and  we  at  once  decided  that  we  coold  do  nothing  half  ao 
felicitous  as  to  aay  <  ditto  to  Mr.  Bueks,*  and  make  the  notice  '  oon  by  adoption:' 
'  Mr.  Stuit  is  the  Tbnibes  of  American  poets.  Perfect  in  his  limited  and  peculiar 
range  of  ait,  as  is  Lonofbllow  in  his  more  extended  and  higher  sphere,  SmBftr  ■ 
the  very  daguerreotype  of  external  nature.  And  yet  his  portraiti  are  not  mere  me- 
chanical copies  of  her  features,  so  much  feeling  as  well  as  truth  is  there  in  his  micro- 
scopic delineations.  He  has  not  indeed  the  fervid  minstrel  power  of  Wbittibb  ;  the 
high  medttatiTO  philosophy  of  Bbtant  ;  the  fine  lyric  inspiration  of  Haxxjbck  ;  the 
beautiful  and  luminous  sentiment  of  Lonofbllow  ;  nor  is  there  the  vivid  creative 
power,  the  iparfcling  fancy  and  impassioned  grace,  which  divided  among  some  of  our 
female  poets,  is  as  yet  blended  upon  the  page  of  neither  sex,  in  our  still  nuning  litera- 
ture. Yet  that  characteristic  still  remains  to  him,  without  which  all  these  others  are 
as  nothmg ;  and  which,  poasesMd  to  the  frill  degree  in  which  it  fills  the  soul  of  Stkbbt, 
makes  him  a  true  poet ;  namely ,/MZtfig — an  intense  feeling  and  appreciation  of  his 
subject ;  a  devotion  like  that  of  a  lover  to  his  mistress ;  a  love  for  nature  unaffiscted, 
enthusiastic,  unceasing ;  a  love  vigilant  as  a  mother's  for  her  oflipring ;  reverential  as 
that  of  a  child  for  iti  parent  He  watches  her  every  look  and  feature,  with  no  end 
save  the  tender  delight  of  thus  watching ;  he  woiships  her  every  expression,  with  no 
motive  save  the  gratification  of  his  full  feeling  of  homage.  And  if  the  issues  of  so- 
cial life  chance  at  times  to  Uend  with  the  accidents  of  his  theme,  the  flow  of  inspiration 
from  such  sources  is  wholly  subordinate  to  the  natural  tides  of  his  song.  With  the 
pedantic  or  superficial  reader,  Stebbt  might  still  be  left  as  the  maker  of  mere  de- 
scriptive verMs,  which  had  no  merit  save  a  kind  of  Chinese  fidelity  to  purely  physi- 
cal realitieB ;  but  he  who,  impelled  by  the  true  love  of  Nature,  shall  look  more  curi- 
ously into  his  song,  will  find  Stbbbt's  poetry,  like  the  face  of  the  divinity  her- 
self, frill  of  suggestivenesB.  As  an  instance  of  this,  we  may  mention  that  we  have 
before  us  an  illustrated  London  publication,  in  which  one  of  his  poems  (regarded  by 
matter-of-fact  people  here  as  characteristically  matter-of-frMst,)  has  suggested  to  a 
spirited  artist  two  of  the  most  striking  sketches  that  the  seaam  has  prodnced.' 
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TbbTibatbxca]:.  Appbxnticuhxp  aivd  Anxcdotxcal  Rxcollsctions  or  Sol.  SmrB,  Comedian, 
Attoniey-«t«Law,  etc^  etc ;  with  SketchM  of  Advanturea  in  after  yean.  In  one  volume.  Phila- 
delphia: Cajubt  AND  Hart.    New-York:  Bdboxss  and Strinoxb. 

BucKTHORMB,  the  poor-doTil  actor  and  author,  under  the  facile  hand  of  Washino- 
TON  Ietino,  became  a  very  renowned  personage  ;  and  we  doubt  nob  that  <  Old  Sol. 
SicrrH/  (M-called,  we  rappoee,  because  he  is  still  a  young  man,)  in  *  attempting  his 
own  life/  will  make  his  *  travers  history*  equally  famous.  But  comparison  apart, 
we  have  here  a  very  pleasant  book ;  full  of  amusing  and  evidently  truthful  gossip, 
eomprising  adventure  and  incident  sufficient  to  supply  any  six  volumes  of  those 
wordy  native  *  novelists'  (novelists  by  courtesy,)  who  cover  large  slices  of  bread  with 
uncommonly  small  pieces  of  butter.  We  hardly  remember  to  have  seen  the  hap- 
hazard existence  of  a  strolling  player  so  graphically  depicted  as  in  this  little  wock. 
Here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow ;  now  with  a  well-filled  purse,  the  result  of  acci- 
dent or  unforeseen  good-luck ;  anon,  despairing  of  a  shilling,  and  with  no  hope  of  even 
compassing  that  current  coin  ;  to-day  harried  by  the  officers  of  the  law  ;  to-morrow 
free  as  air,  and  happy  as  a  tinker.  By-the-by,  the  descriptions  of  the  manner  in 
which  that  necessary  evil,  a  sherifT,  was  occasionally  *  done'  by  our  actor-author  in 
his  dark  days,  are  among  the  pleascmtest  reading  in  the  book.  Observe  how  he 
'  sold'  a  functionary  in  this  kind  one  Saturday  evening,  at  Wellsburgh,  Virginia : 

'Patino  wa«  out  of  the  queition.  I  could  not  think  of  going  to  prison.  Outwitting  the  sheriff 
wae  my  only  chance.  It  was  Saturday  nifht.  I  directed  the  door-keeper  to  in?ite  Mr.  Sheriff  to 
take  a  seat  among  the  auditors,  and  I  would  attend  to  him  as  soon  as  our  performance  should  conclude. 
This  waa  satisfactory  to  the  officer.  He  seated  himself  and  enjoyed  the  entertainment  very  much. 
By  introducing  a  few  additional  songs,  I  contrived  that  the  curtain  should  not  fall  until  after  twelve 
o'clock.  The  good-natured  sheriff  was  then  invited  behind  the  scenes,  and  ho  proceeded  to  execute 
the  writ,  apologizing  for  the  necessity  which  compelled  him  to  perform  the  disagreeable  duty.  *  My 
dear  Sir,*  said  !« leisurely  proceeding  with  my  undressing  arrangements,  '  don't  apologize ;  these 
things  molt  be  done ;  but  why  did  you  not  serve  your  writ  some  minutes  ago  ?  You  are  now  too 
late.'  *  Too  late !  How  so  f '  •  Why,  my  dear  Sir.  it  ia  Smmd^f,  and  I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  trans- 
act buaineas,  particularly  law  businest,  on  the  Sabbath.'  The  sheriff  here  consulted  his  watch,  and 
Ibvad  be  had  been  overreached.  '  Sure  enough,  it  t«  past  twelve,  I  do  believe,  and  I  do  n't  think  1 
can  touch  you.  Well,  curse  me  if  I  can  be  angry  with  you,  Mr.  Dabbt.  Come,  all  hands,  and  take 
a  drink.'    On  Monday  morning  we  were  in  Ohio,  where  Old  Virginia  could  not  reach  us.' 

On  another  occasion,  our  hero,  being  dogged  even  to  the  stage,  made  his  escape 
by  falling  through  a  '  vampyre-trap'  in  the  boards,  while  a  theatrical  accomplice  put 
the  officers  upon  a  false  scent  But  reduced  though  he  often  was,  and  sometimes 
almost  beyond  the  pale  of  hope,  the  star  of  *  Old  Sol.*  was  in  the  end  always  in  the 
ascendant.  It  was  otherwise  with  many  of  his  Thespian  associates  ;  some  of  whom, 
after  a  life  of  trial  and  vicissitude,  met  with  an  untimely  death.  One  was  eaten  up 
by  wolves  while  camping  out  at  night  in  one  of  the  everglades  of  Florida  ;  leaving  no 
vestige  behind  save  a  few  tickets  of  admission  and  *  some  wigs  and  stage  properties, 
torn  into  small  pieces.'  While  at  Cincinnati,  in  1822,  receiving  applications  as  man- 
ager for  engagements  with  him,  Forrevf,  '  who  was  then  performing  hi  the  small 
towns  of  Ohio,  with  no  success,'  applied  to  him  for  a  situation  in  his  company,  which, 
for  reasons  not  connected  with  the  professional  merits  of  our  difitinguished  tragedian, 
was  declined.  An  amusing  incident  arose  out  of  this ;  for,  in  a  pet  with  our  author, 
FoaaBST  repaired  to  a  neighboring  circus,  and  hired  himself  to  the  proprietors  ■  as  a 
rider  and  tutkbler  for  a  year!'  Mr.  Smith  called  upon  him  and  found  him  sur- 
ionnded*by  riders,  tumblers  and  grooms ;  smd  on  remonstrating  with  him,  Forrest 
eonrmced  bun  of  his  ability  to  sustain  his  new  r6le,  <  by  turning  a  couple  of  ffip-flaps 
on  the  spot !'  But  we  are  at  the  end  of  our  rope ;  having  only  room  to  add,  that  Mr. 
Siotd's  woik  is  profusely  and  admirably  illustrated  by  Darlet.  Success  to  it ! 
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A  viirr  TO  ths  Geati  or  Geat,  in  his  *Coumtet  Cbubch-Yakd.' — We  have 
been  rittin^  to-night  for  a  fall  hour,  by  the  mantle-clock  of  oar  goodly  sanctum,  lie- 
tening  to  the  February  tnow-storm  raging  and  howling  without,  and  doing  '  nothing 
else,*  faye  to  gase  upon  ao  simple  a  thing  as  an  EnglUh  daisy t  prened  between  the 
leaTeo  of  a  manuscript  memorandum-journal,  kept  by  an  old  and  congenial  friend, 
lately  returned  from  a  fruitful  rather  than  *  the  usual*  European  tour.  We  said  we 
had  been  doing  *  nothing  else  ;*  but  we  should  correct  the  expression  and  the  impres- 
sion. We  have  been  repeating,  veiie  by  vene  of  matchless  melody,  Geat's  '  Elegy 
in  a  Country  Church-Yaid,*  looking  stedfrwtly  the  while  upon  a  daisy,  plucked  in  the 
leafy  month  of  June  last  from  the  very  *  lap  of  earth*  on  which  the  worid-renowned 
poet  laid  down  his  honored  head  in  its  last  repose.  Sacred  ever  to  us  will  be  the  little 
*  eye  of  day,*  or  *  clay't-eye,*  kmdly  given  to  us  by  our  fHend ;  and  pleasant,  to  the 
reader  as  to  ourseWes,  wiU  be  the  admirable  record  of  the  occasioii  which  traasfenred  It 
to  the  journal  before  us : 

<  A  SMAKT  drive  of  half  an  hour  on  the  Great  Western  Railway  brought  us  to 
Slough,  the  station-house  of  Eton  and  Windsor,  distant  twenty  miles  from  London, 
and  about  two  frcnn  Windsor  Castle,  the  torrets  and  walls  of  which  are  distinctly  via- 
ble on  the  left  *  The  crowd*  hurry  to  the  castle,  to  '  gaie  and  wonder  as  they  gaie* 
upon  this  gorgeous  pile,  surrounded  and  filled  as  it  is  with  all  that  is  picturesque  in  na- 
ture and  beautiful  in  art  —  the  magnificent  summer  retreat  of  the  Qubem  and  Royal 
Family.  We  did  not  follow  the  crowd ;  but  turning  to  the  left,  sought  out  a  *  neglected 
spot,*  and  one  more  congenial  to  our  taste  and  feelings,  consecrated  to  genius  and  immor- 
tality—the '  Country  Churoh-Yafd*  of  Geat,  where  he  composed  his  '  Elegy,*  and 
where  repose  his  ashes.  It  was  an  *  incense-breathing  mom,*  and  we  punued  our 
way,  for  a  mile  or  more,  through  green  lanes  decked  with  daiaes,  and  hawthom-hedges 
scattering  abroad  their  ambrosial  sweets,  (would  that  they  were  perennial,  and  that 
we  could  walk  and  breathe  among  them  for  ever !)  when  a  sudden  turn  in  the  road 
brought  us  in  full  view  of  the  modest  little  church  of  Stoke-Pogis,  with  its  neatly -ta- 
pering spire.  It  is  the  misfortune  of  most  travellers  that  their  imagination  invests 
scenes  and  men  with  characteristics  and  attributes  that  on  intimate  acquaintance  they 
are  found  not  to  possess.  Such  however  was  not  the  <;ase  on  the  present  occaaon 
My  imagination  could  not  have  drawn  a  picture  more  like  to  truth  than  this ;  so  re- 
tired, so  shut  out  from  the  busy  worid  around  me,  that  I  felt  as  if  I  wen  eapaUe  of 
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writing  an  *  Elegy*  there  mywlf !  We  entered  tbfongh  ft  gate  that  swung  dowly  upon. 
its  hingei.  Gkat  had  come  and  gone  through  that  same  gate :  we  walked  along  the 
naxTOW  pehUed  path  leading  to  the  portal ;  Ohat  had  often  trod  theaame  path ;  we  fan- 
cied we  could  aloKMt  letf  the  impreoi  of  hie  footitepe.  We  paand  the  portal ;  how  many 
times  had  ke  paned  th]*ough  the  aame  portal ! — how  many  happy  little  urchins  and 
laughing  girb  had  he  chucked  under  the  chin,  and  bade  them  a  <  Good  Morning*  or  a 
'  God  bless  you !'  We  entered  the  church,  antique  and  curious  in  its  fittings  and  fumirii- 
ings,  and  carefully  preserved  in  its  origmal  simplicity.  *  That/  said  the  old  lady,  whom 
we  found  busily  engaged  m  dnstmg, '  was  the  pew  where  As  used  to  sit'  '  She  knows 
our  business,*  thought  I, '  iHthout  our  telling  it.  Does  she  see  it  in  our  faces  V  I  saw 
'  ike  shiUing*  plain  enough  hi  bar's.  Alas !  that  the  *  Elegy*  should  also  be  turned 
to  pence !  *  To  what  base  uses  may  we  come  at  last  !*  But  she  Was  n*t  the  worst  of 
the  tribe.  *  And  here  he  used  to  sit  !*  Whether  from  bemg  tired,  or  from  some  feel- 
2kig  of  sympathy,  I  could  not  choose  but  sit  me  down  juSt  Where  *  As  used  to  sit' 
<  Well,  my  good  woman, show  me  where  he  is  buried.'  *  I  will,  Sir ;  but  there  is  the 
stone.*  I  looked  up,  and  saw  a  small  tablet  inserted  in  the  wall,  with  an  inscription 
oeitifying,  that  in  the  adjoining  yard  were  deposited  the  remains  of  Thomas  Gkat^ 
author  of  the  *  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-Yard*  The  old  body  had  told  me  all 
she  knew,  and  I  had  no  desire  farther  to  *  molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign.*  She 
had  told  her  brief  story,  <  all  she  had,'  and  obtained  *  the  shilling.* 

*  We  sauntered  into  the  yard.  The  rooks  tenanted  the '  rugged  elms,*  and  the 
'  yew-trees'  shade*  was  as  grateful  to  us  as  had  been  the  shade  of  the  same  trees  to 
GaAY.    There  they  stood,  in  their  primeval  strength  and  beauty ;  and  there  too 

'  Hkatis  th«  tnrf  in  many  a  mouldariof  heap ) 
Each  in  hia  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  mde  forefather*  of  the  hamlet  sleep.* 

'  Immediately  in  the  rear  of  the  church,  and  beside  his  mother,  ovet  whose  grave 
the  tender  poet  had  erected  a  fittmg  monument,  lie  the  remains  of  the  illustrious  dead. 
A  stone  inserted  in  the  wall  of  the  church,  with  an  appropriate  and  short  inscription, 
only  marks  the  spot.  I  plucked  some  daisies  from  his  grave,  and  lingering  around, 
busied  myself  in  deciphering  the  inscriptions  on  the  tomb-stones ;  and  although  many 
were  overgrown  with  moss,  and  illegible  through  age,  yet  there  were  some  that  bore 
date  previous  to  the  composition  of  the  *  Elegy,*  and  were  within'the  compass  of  Gray's 
eye  when  he  wrote  it.  The  surrounding  country,  in  pioturesqueness  and  beauty,  is 
just  such  as  would  inspire  the  sentiments  of  the  *  Elegy.'  *  The  place'  (we  were 
told  by  a  man  cutting  grass  in  the  yard)  *  ia  not  much  visited  ;'  so  that  it  is  indeed  '  a 
neglected  spot*  in  whicl^  reposes  the  dust  of  the  immortal  author.  A  neighboring  park, 
within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  church,  contains  a  lofty  cenotaph  erected  by  the  proprie- 
tor of  the  grounds,  commemorative  of  the  poet,  and  on  either  side  are  appropriate 
Terses  from  the  *  Elegy.'  Flowers  adorn  its  base ;  and  hastily  plucking  a  few,  and 
casting  a '  longing  lingering  look  behind,'  We  bade  adieu  to  the  village  church  of  Stoke- 
Pogis.' 

Wb  are  glad  to  be  enabled  to  promise  our  readers  the  gratification  of  perusing 
hereafter  other  passages  from  the  same  *  blotter-journal,'  as  our  friend  designates  it, 
whence  we  have  derived  the  foregoing  interesting  'single-entry.'  We  have  had  oc- 
casion to  see,  in  glancing  hastily  over  its  leaves,  that  many  scenes  and  incidents  which 
your  common-place  traveller  would  have  passed  as  un-notewoithy,  are  recorded  m 
the  true  spirit  of  one  who  travels  *  to  observe,'  and  who  knows  *  how'  to. 
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<  Chaldean  Chkoniclbs  of  Gotham.' — Tho  oystar-cellar  of  AiUEOtB  in  *  Aaid 
Roekie'  was  made  famoua  by  the  <  NoctM*  of  Chaibtophkk.  Noeth,  in  Bi^ckwood*s 
Magazine ;  and  we  verily  believe  that  a  tithe  of  the  literary  commentaiies,  the  felid- 
toui  layingB,  the  ecientific  diacuanons  and  the  poetical  flights ;  the  racy  anecdotes, 
qyrightly  burlesques  and  trenchant  satires,  which  are  heard  in  the  coiuse  of  a  month 
at  our  Ambrose's,  would  compose  a  fund  of  enteitainment  that  would  be  *  hard  to 
beat*  Some  wag,  with  whom  *  upon  a  time*  we  must  have  forgathered  at  *  the  cavern 
of  the  man  whose  name  is  as  the  Wind  that  bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  as  the  dnst  of 
the  earthi'  has  sent  us  the  subjoined '  Chaldean  Ckroniele  of  Gotham,*  which  hits  off, 
in  a  style  closely  resembling  the  Chaldean  manuscripts  of  the  earlier  Blackwood, 
some  of  the  perwnal  characteristics  of  certain  eminent  legal  functionaries  and  othem 
among  us,  who  sometimes  snatch  a  hasty  repast  at  *  the  place  aforesaid.*  listen  to 
the  words  which  are  written : 


AND  th«re  dweh  in  the  citj  of  Gotham  a  man 
whoM  habiiatioo  was  in  a  cavern,  in  which 
were  many  manaions,  and  whoae  name  was  like 
unto  the  ttorroa  of  heaven. 

2  For  the  name  of  this  man  was  aa  the  Wind 
that  bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  aa  the  doat  of 
the  aarth. 

3  IF  And  he  dealt  in  the  good  things  of  this  life  : 

4  And  rtrong  drink. 

5  And  in  the  cavern  of  this  man  was  an  upper 
chamber,  in  which  much  people  did  congregate. 

6  And  they  did  oat,  drink,  and  were  merry ;  for 
tltoy  did  not  know  but  that  on  the  morrow  they 
Bifhtdia. 

7  And  the  chief  of  these  men  satin  high  places; 
yet  nevertheless  he  cast  off  his  robes,  and  became 
as  one  of  the  people;  yea,  and  he  was  comely  to 
look  upon. 

8  And  this  man  was  fair  of  speech,  and  in  his 
toof  oe  was  the  law  of  kindness. 

9  And  tho  widows  and  the  virgins,  yea,  even 
the  married  women  of  the  city  of  Gotham,  wor- 
shipped him : 

10  And  worshipped  he  them. 

11  And  after  him  there  came  to  the  mansion  of 
the  man  whose  name  was  like  unto  the  storma  of 
heaven,  a  citizen  of  short  stature,  and  wboee 
countenance  was  like  unto  the  cherubim  and  the 
seraphim,  whose  heads  are  engrafted  on  the  tomb- 
stmes  of  the  ancients. 

12  But  he  preached  unto  the  multitude  in  an 
unknown  tongue : 

13  Because  they  did  not  understand  the  wisdom 
of  the  words  which  he  uttered. 

14  Howbeit,  when  he  asked  of  them  concern- 
ing their  understanding  of  the  words  which  he 
preached,  they  answered  and  said  uuto  him, 
*  Yea,  verily,  we  do  understand  the  wiadom  of  thy 
words :' 

15  But  they  lied  in  their  throats. 

16  Nevertheless  this  man  was  upright  in  the 
Ihce  of  the  Loa]>,  and  he  remembered  the  widow 
and  the  fatherless,  and  forgat  them  not. 

CHAP.  n. 

AND  one  of  the  people  which  did  congregate 
in  the  cavern  of  the  man  whose  name  was 
like  unto  the  storms  of  heaven,  dwelt  afar  off, 
even  beyond  the  river  of  Jordan. 

9  And  there  was  a  wall  about  hia  dwelUnf, 
and  he  wore  a  coat  of  many  colors. 

3  Nevertheless  this  man  dispenaed  hia  sab-  j 
atanee  with  a  free  hand  and  a  bountiful  to  all  who  ; 
•Btsrad  his  gates :  I 


4  And  the  Loan  proepered  him,  for  be  loved 
his  fellow  men. 

5  But  he  wrangled  with  the  man  whose  face 
w«s  like  unto  the  cherabim  oo  the  tomb  atoaes  of 
the  ancients. 

6  And  after  they  had  disputed  for  a  long  space, 
the  one  said,  *  I  have  conquered.* 

7  IF  But  the  other  answered  and  said,  *Lof  I 
have  conquered  thee,  this  day.* 

8  Nevertheless  they  remained  steadfast  in  their 
friendship,  and  they  did  eat  and  drink  togaChor,  aa 
before. 

9  And  the  words  which  they  ottered  paaaed 
for  nought. 

10  And  yet  another  man  came  into  the  upper 
chamber,  who  was  well-favored. 

11  And  all  the  men  of  Gotham,  yea,  and  lika- 
wtse  the  women  thareoC  turned  their  hearts  to- 
ward him ;  for  he  also  was  fair  to  look  upon. 

12  And  this  man  delivered  unto  the  pet^le  flroa 
time  to  time,  even  once  every  foil  boob,  a  book 
of  surpassing  wisdom. 

13  For  in  it  was  engraven  the  wisdom  of  the 
wise  in  all  the  region  round  about 

14  And  the  name  of  this  book  was  like  unto  the 
Great  Enemy's,  and  the  color  of  the  covering 
thereof  was  as  the  firmament  of  heaven. 

15  And  the  young  men  and  maidens  of  Gotham 
yearned  for  the  book,  fl>r  great  was  their  adain> 
tion  thereoC 

CHAP.  m. 

AND  it  came  to  pass  that  while  theae  men  were 
making  merry  in  an  upper  chamber,  there 
came  a  sound  like  unto  an  horseman  horsing  upon 


his 

2  And  there  appeared  in  their  midst  a  scribe,  of 
a  countenance  like  unto  the  sun  in  the  brightnesa 
of  his  risins,  and  of  much  leamins  in  the  law. 

3  And  when  he  looked  around,  and  saw  the 
loaves,  and  the  fishes,  and  the  fowls  of  the  air 
spread  before  him,  and  likewise  the  hidden  trea- 
sures of  the  sand,  he  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Becanao  he  was  an  hunrered  or  athirat  coa* 
tinuallv,  and  greatly  coveted  the  companionship 
of  his  brother-scrifaiea. 

5  Howbeit,  he  was  a  friend  to  the  poor,  aad  to 
him  that  cried  in  the  highways  of  the  city. 

6  Moreover,  when  even  was  come,  he  played  a 
strain  upon  a  wind-instrument. 

7  Now  it  came  to  pass  that  when  the  flsaa  who 
was  a  scribe,  and  a  man  of  much  learning  in  the 
law.  beheld  the  fowls  ef  the  air.  the  fisheoof  the 
sea,  and  the  hidden  troasuna  of  the  send,  ha  did 
laugh  in  his  heart. 
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8  If  Bnt  wh«a  th«  nes  aaked  of  him  ooaeeraiiif 
bia  mirth,  he  UMwer«d  and  aaid  onto  than^  *  Yaa, 
T«ri]y,  I  cannot  anawer.' 

9  And  the  man  wkoaa  coiialaaaBca  waalfka  aa- 
to  tka  cherubim  took  from  andar  hia  finlla  a  box 
of  cnrioui  workmanahip,  inlaid  with  («ld,  made 
by  the  handa  of  a  eunainf  artifiear. 

10  And  whan  he  had  opened  the  box,  he  took 


tkaraflrom  a  weed  of  ttrosf  flaror,  whiek  ke  put 
into  hia  month,  and  dkl  chew  i^  eran  aa  tka  ox 
ekeweth  kia  end. 

11  And  ka  retoriMd  fka  box  of  evHona  work- 
maaakip  back  to  the  plaea  wkeaca  it  aama. 

19  And  after  tka  bmu  kad  partaken  of  (k<  feaat, 
tkey  left  tka  cavern,  and  the  iMnaloM  thiraoC 
and  went  on  their  way  rejoieiaf  . 


For  the  iMt  of  thoM  <  Cluadeaii  ChitmielM  of  GoUmoi/  Me  tbey  not  written,  and 
at  this  time  reponng  in  the  cmpacioas  hreechee-pooket  of  the  oapaetom  nothor  thjueofi 
Of  a  yerit](,  inch  and  no  other  is  the  caie  I 


MsMoia  or  tbb  Litb  op  Hbnet  WAsn,  Jr.»  bt  hh  BaoTan,  John  WamMp 
M.  D. — *  To  the  memory  of  the  FATHia,  whoee  example  and  initmetmna  gnided  the 
life  and  formed  the  character  of  Ths  Son,  thiaTdnnie  ia  reverently  inaeribed.*  Sooh 
IB  tha  ample  and  touching  niecriptton  of  a  volome  that  well  merita  the  eztenBre  pern* 
sal  which  it  has  obtained  Without  eepeoial  regard  to  the  aobjeet  of  the  memoir,  it 
foima,  aa  a  mere  ipeeimen  of  pleasant  biography,  an  admirable  model,  both  in  the 
style  of  the  original  matter  and  in  the  judicious  arrangement  of  the  letters  and  ex* 
tracts  of  which  it  is  mainly  composed.  No  method  of  rslating  the  history  of  a  man's 
life  is  on  the  whole  comparable  with  this  of  allowing  the  individual  to  speak  for  him* 
selfl  Certainly  there  can  be  no  more  perfect  photograph  of  a  pemn's  chaimeter  and 
habits  of  mind  than  his  familiar  correspondence  with  friends  so  mtimate  with  lum  that 
all  di«g"M»  or  artifice  of  tone  or  thought  are  out  of  supposition.  This  mode  of  nar« 
ration  however  can  only  succeed  when  undertaken  with  a  clear  appreciation  of  what 
ia  to  be  preserved  and  what  rejected.  The  'vattiMi  taboUa*  must  not  be  too  much  en- 
cumbered with  foreign  details,  which  tend  rather  to  divert  attention  from  the  atoiy  than 
to  illustrate  it.  A  want  of  attention  to  this  important  requisition  has  of  late  forced  a 
great  many  dull  biographiea  upon  the  public,  and  spoiled  many  from  which  we  ex- 
pected much  enjoyment  No  one  can  have  read  the  late  life  of  Lord  Eu>on,  or  of 
Doctor  Abnold,  without  lamenting  tl\a  labor  so  necessary  to  cull  and  reject  and  find 
out,  amid  so  great  a  maai  of  materials,  what  was  excellent  and  important,  and  what 
might  without  loss  have  been  dispensed  with.  We  are  loth  to  adduce  so  strong  an  in- 
stance of  error  in  this  kind  as  a  recent  biography  of  Doctor  Bxu.  Such  is  our  im- 
piesrion  of  the  prodigious  dulness  of  those  three  vast  octavoa,  that  we  shrink  from 
dwelluig  upon  them,  lest  their  stupidity  infect  our  editorial  pen.  Doctor  Waeb  has 
pursued  a  wiser  comae,  and  the  result  is,  that  we  should  be  unwilling  to  spare  a 
angle  page  of  his  delightful  volume ;  for  there  is  a  freshneaih  a  naturalness,  and  what 
m  a  consequence  of  these  qualities,  a  life  and  spirit  informing  the  work,  which  can 
scarcely  be  too  highly  praised.  He  informs  us  that  the  aelections  from  his  brother's 
correspondence  bear  but  a  small  proportion  to  the  quantity  of  manuMvipt  matter. 
From  the  excellence  of  the  portion  which  he  haa  given,  there  is  reaaon  to  believe  that 
he  might  have  been  fu  less  scrupulous  in  his  edecticiBm  without  becommg  amenable  to 
critiokm  like  the  foregoing.  In  its  kind  his  book  reminds  us  not  a  little  of  LooKRAaya 
Life  of  Scott  ;  and  to  the  many  who  knew  and  admired  HamiT  Wabk,  it  poswspea 
hardly  an  inferior  degree  of  interest  To  the  higher  and  more  solid  reputation  which 
thia  excellent  divine  haa  left  behind  hhn,  must  be  added  that  of  being  one  of  the  most 
graceful  and  charming  of  modem  letter-writera. 
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*  What  iohi  PcorLi  think  op  Doing  in  Hnavkn*  is  the  title  of  an  eaay  frmn  a 
clever  coireipoiident,  whichi  whUe  it  contains  many  paaiagei  of  genuine  thought  and 
fincible  aatire,  ia  neverthele«  marred  by  others  which  admonish  us  that  its  publica- 
tion entire  in  these  pages  would  scarcely  conduce  to  general  edification.  We  annex 
therefore  a  few  segregated  extracts  only,  to  show  the  drift  and  purpose  of  our  new 
eontribntor.  '  In  spite  of  the  distance/  he  remarks,  *  which  a  heavenward  conjecture 
must  travel  before  reaching  its  mark,  I  have  sometimes  heard  men  and  w<amen,  in  a 
fit  of  communicativeness,  or  a  dash  of  good-humor,  express  themselves  to  the  eflfect 
that  they  meant  to  do  this,  or  hoped  they  could  do  that,  when  they  liad  *  shuffled  off 
thfc  mortal  coil'  Then  they  would  stammer  and  blush,  as  if  they  had  got  on  forbid- 
den ground,  and  would  half  retract,  or  at  least  breach  another  and  unconnected  topic. 
But  from  these  scarce-utterod  sentences,  these  random  instancee  of  opening  the 
heart  and  revealing  its  secrets,  I  have  caught  a  glnnmer  of  the  troth.  Men  dt 
waste  a  thought  or  two  on  the  occupations  of  their  leisure  hours  after  death,  although 
few  acknowledge  it,  even  to  themselves ;  they  hug  it  close  to  their  own  bosoms, 
baldly  knowing  it  is  there ;  they  treasure  it  up  as  a  choice  idea  or  holiday  sentiment, 
which  they  only  dare  to  think  upon  in  dark  comers  before  the  candles  are  brought 
in ;  they  are  sure  to  glide  into  its  train  whenever  they  get  upon  a  brown  study  in  a 
secluded  rocking-chair ;  though  perhaps,  if  you  were  to  say  to  one  of  them,  ■  Dear 
me.  Uncle  John,  what  are  you  thinking  of?'  he  would  start  and  cry,  *  Bless  my 
senl !  I  do  n*t  know  that  I  was  thinking  ^f  any  thing  !*  I  find  that  men  hmne 
a  lingering  idea  that  although  we  are  to  enter  a  diffnent  state  of  being,  it  is  .after 
'  all  pretty  much  like  the  present  They  cannot  bear  it  long  in  mind  that  matter 
is  to  be  destroyed,  and  every  thing  ooiporea]  to  be  disembodied ;  they  cannot,  or 
at  any  rate  do  not,  separate  the  soul  from  the  creature,  the  mind  ftom  the  body. 
Glorified  spirits,  they  seem  to  imagine,  must  have  legs  and  arms  as  well  as  them- 
selves. 

'  It  does  not  occur  to  them,  or  only  as  an  after-thought,  that  trades  and  pnH 
fessions  will  be  proscribed ;  their  own  peculiar  line  of  business,  especially,  seems  to 
be  safe  from  the  ban  of  proscription.  There  is  a  continual  forgetftilnessof  the  awful 
destiny  of  the  material  world ;  of  the  rolling  together  of  the  heavens  like  a  scrollf 
and  the  final  conflagration.  In  Jersmy  Bbntham's  memoirs,  I  believe,  there  is  a 
worthy  old  lady  spoken  of,  whose  simple  and  only  idea  of  heaven  was  '  to  sit  for- 
ever in  a  clean  white  apron  and  sing  psalma*  Unsophisticated  creature !  She  pic- 
tured to  herself  a  yellow  rocking-chair  and  a  nicely-sanded  floor,  the  very  counterpart 
of  her  little  back  parior  in  Queen-street  Perhaps  too  she  imagined  a  Mack  tabby- 
eat  reposing  snugly  on  the  hearth,  purring  in  the  blaze  of  a  hickory  fire.  Nice  eld 
lady !  commend  me  to  such  an  one  when  sickness  has  got  the  better  of  me  ;  when  I 
aarame  the  various  colors  of  the  rainbow  under  the  prismatic  influences  of  a  aeariet 
fever,  a  black-and-blue  iheumatism,  or  a  yellow  jaundice.  There  is  an  old  scribe  in 
one  of  the  insurance  offices  in  Wall-street,  a  scrivener  of  the  old  school ;  one  of  that 
glorious  fraternity  of  which  Tim  Linkibtwatbr  was  chief;  who  in  a  moment  of 
befievolence  whispered  in  my  ear  the  simple  wishes  of  Us  honest  heart :  *  If  ever  it 
w^  his  good  fintune  to  mingle  with  the  blessed  in  Heaven,  he  would  stand  at  the 
lecording-angers  desk  and  marie  his  system  of  book-keeping !  He  would  nairewly 
watch  how  he  conducted  his  accounts  with  us  poor  creatures  below,  and  notioe  whe* 
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th«r  he  entered  into  a  regular  statement  of  debtor  and  creditor,  or  whether  he  pre- 
ferred the  nmple  form  of  ain^e-entry !'  I  can  imagine  him  turning  over  the  leaves 
of  the  ponderous  volume,  too  wrapt  in  awe  to  comment  on  the  divernty  of  its  con- 
tents, too  deeply  reverential  even  to  marvel  at  its  dreadful  accuracy.  For  myself  I 
do  not  wonder  at  his  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  he  can  unclasp  the  sacred 
volume  and  run  over  its  holy  pages ;  and  if  you  could  see  the  pleasure  he  takes  in 
looking  over  his  own  spotless  columns  of  addition  and  subtraction ;  the  exactness  of 
the  footings,  the  symmetry  of  the  figures^  and  the  perfect  sphericity  of  the  cyphers, 
yon  too  would  hardly  be  surprised  that  he  should  carry  his  admiration  of  accounts 
even  to  the  <  Sealed  Book.'  If  the  good  old  soul  could  have  his  own  will  in  the  ap- 
|iointments  of  his  death-bed  scene,  he  would  wait  the  last  summons  with  hm  ledger 
in  his  arms,  and  his  faithful  pen  behind  his  ear.  One  could  wish  him  no  happier 
destiny  than  to  spend  an  eternity  in  the  midst  of  divine  folios,  and  draw  his  breath 
over  the  perpetual  evaporation  of  an  immortal  inkstand.  But  apart  from  that  claai 
of  persons  who,  like  our  friends  the  old  lady  and  the  accountant,  so  guilelessly  think 
of  heaven  as  little  more  than  an  extended  and  diversified  earth,  thera  are  othen  who 
fimn  disposition  and  education  look  up  to  it  as  the  final  home,  whera  thera  is  provi- 
sion for  every  want,  ralief  for  every  wo,  and  whera  the  thousand  innocent  pleasnres 
that  may  be  experienced  in  this  life  ara  expanded  into  one  endless  round  of  unalloyed 
happiness.  The  graat  divine,  Robbet  Hall,  whose  whole  life  was  spent  in  almost 
unbearable  agony,  endured  it  only  in  the  belief  that  rest  would  come  at  last ;  it  was 
his  trust  and  hope  that  the  ceaseleai  pain  which  had  gnawed  his  vitals  for  mora  than 
twenty  years,  would  merge  at  length  in  an  eternity  of  ease  and  quiet  The  mild  and 
gentle  Wilbxkporci,  who  found  his  highest  delight  in  acts  of  kindness  and  efibrts  at 
ralieving  misfortune,  and  whose  life  dropped  away  in  beneficence  and  good  offioes, 
maintained  that  heaven  offered  an  extended  field  for  benevolence  and  tenderness ; 
that  though,  thanks  to  God  !  none  would  need  ralief,  or  feel  the  pressing  want  of 
sympathy,  yet  kindly  impulses  and  gracious  acts  were  not  on  that  account  to  be 
proscribed ;  that  the  virtues  of  humanity  and  pity,  which  the  world  so  exereises  and 
brings  to  maturity,  will  not  wither  and  decay  in  a  heavenly  atmosphere.  Beside 
the  various  notions  held  by  mdividuals  on  the  subject  of  an  after-death  life,  whole 
nations,  unenlightened  by  the  spirit  of  Christianity,  have  been  prodigal  in  fancies  and 
conceits  as  to  whera,  how  and  how  long  they  shall  drew  the  breath  of  a  spiritual 
life.  The  Greeks  infused  their  natural  love  of  beauty  and  harmony  into  their  specu- 
lations on  futurity,  and  conjured  up  the  delicious  dream  of  the  Elysian  Fields.  The 
Great  Spirit,  the  Indian  believes,  conducts  the  brave  and  the  honest  to  perannial 
hunting-grounds,  where  the  heather  of  the  prairie  blooms  in  one  continual  spring, 
and  whera  every  brake  conceals  a  bufilalo.  The  voluptuous  Moor  looks  forward  to  a 
ceaseless  alternation  of  the  placid  pleasures  of  the  bath  and  the  drunken  delhium  of 
love  ;  a  state  of  blissful  intoxication,  where  oceans  of  perfumed  waten  and  the  gor- 
geous sparklhig  of  datzling  eyes  ara  the  raward  of — heaven  knows  what  virtue ! 
Ages  of  metempsychosis  must  elapse  befora  the  Hindoo  raaches  hh  heaven :  those 
dreadful  crimes  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  where  children  are  drowned,  and  the 
living  husband  is  interred  with  the  dead  wife,  must  be  expiated  and  atoned  for,  through 
a  half  eternity  of  transmigration.  Not  until  the  soul's  corruption  has  been  purged 
away  by  dwelling  in  the  bodies  of  animals,  and  by  taking  upon  itself  the  dull  stagna* 
tion  of  the  lifo  of  plants,  can  it  hope  for  final  beatitude  m  the  prasence  of  Brama.' 
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GoMOP  WITH  RiADKM  AND  CoiKMFoifDiim.— We  Open  our  little  budget  with 
an  eameft  recommendation  to  onr  metropoUtan  readen  to  Iom  not  an  hour's  time  in 
■eenring  the  high  gratifieation  which  is  to  be  derived  from  a  Tint  to  the  Mmnan  Gal- 
Ury  of  Paintingtf  now  open  for  the  benefit  of  his  family  at  the  Arts-Union  Room, 
in  Broadway,  opposite  the  Hospital.  It  is  a  most  admirable  collection  of  an  hundred 
atad  twenty  paintings  by  onr  lamented  friend,  and  embracee  very  many  of  his  latest 
and  most  admired  productions.  Aside  from  a  great  number  of  eminent  citizens  of 
our  own  conntry,  living  or  '  gone  hence,'  there  are  several  of  his  latest  portraits  and 
landscapes,  executed  during  the  artist's  recent  residence  in  Great-Britain.  There 
are  portraits  of  WoaoswoaTH,  Macaolat,  Chalmsbs,  Lord  ComifHAif,  and  other 
eminent  penonages,  pronounced  absolutely  faultless  as  likenesses,  and  combining  the 
best  characteristics  of  Inman's  happy  pencil ;  a  most  chamung  view  of  *  Rydal  Water* 
Rydal  Mount,  near  the  residence  of  the  poet  who  has  made  the  scene  immortal ; 
with  the  last  landscape  ever  painted  by  the  artist,  the  most  sweet  and  beautiful 
*  October  Afternoon^*  a  picture  of  itself  abundantly  worthy  of  a  separate  exhibition, 
and  alone  worth  the  small  price  charged  for  admiarion  to  the  entire  collection.  The 
Inman  Gaijj»t  will  soon  close  ;  it  therefore  behoovee  all  who  have  not  visited  it  to 
avail  themselvee  of  theur  very  earliest  leisure  to  do  so,  for  the  opportunity  cannot 
again  occur.  ...  A  flbasamt  friend,  whose  hand  we  should  like  to  grai^  this  raw 
and  Mustering  niglit,  gives  us  in  a  late  gossipping  epistle  the  annexed  daguerreotype 
of  Mobile,  (Alabama,)  and  the  region  round  about  Is  not  the  limning  graphic  and 
artisticalT  'Amid  dusty  law-books,  in  a  dimly-lighted  room,  the  damp  walls  of 
which  are  covered  with  crystallizations  of  salt,  with  the  nasty  drizzly  rain  of  our  wet 
season  pattering  monotonously  against  fly-bespeckled  window-panes,  I  despatch  to  you 
this  '  white-winged  messenger  of  a  pure  friendship.'  Mobile  may  be  divided  into 
two  parts ;  'MohiU  Hell '  and  'Mobile  Heaven.'  The  former  is  the  city  itself,  where 
the  business  is  transacted.  Let  me  show  you  the  scene.  Along  the  wharves  an 
hundred  steam-boats,  vomiting  forth  thick  pine  smoke,  and  lashing  the  watento  foam 
with  their  fanpatienf  wheels ;  drays  hurrying  to  and  fro,  driven  by  the  blackest  set  of 
negroes  the  worid  can  show  ;  swearing,  laughing,  talking,  joking,  singing,  as  only  ne- 
groes can  sing ;  and  all  this  jargon  in  the  most  villanous  English  you  ever  heard ; 
the  front  streets  strewed  with  cotton-bales,  placed  in  just  such  harmonious  confusion 
as  the  Griant's  Causeway  in  Ireland,  amid  the  intricate  passages  of  which  *  cotton- 
samplen'  are  seen  winding  their  way,  now  stopping  before  a  bale  and  boring  down  to 
the  very  heart  of  it  with  a  long  iron  anger,  and  drawing  forth  huge  tufts  of  the  '  wool,' 
white  as  snow,  then  despatching  their  boys  to  the  office  with  samples.  In  the  distance, 
as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  the  surfoee  of  <  Polecat  Bay*  is  dotted  and  harrowed  by 
gigantic  arks  (called  steam-boats)  covered  all  over  with  cotton,  through  the  apertures 
of  which  are  seen  two  huge  Uack  iron  chimneys,  belching  forth  dense  volumes  of 
duk  smoke,  such  as  issues  from  the  crater  of  Vesuvius.  'MolNle  Heaven*  is  the 
locale  of  the  conntry  residences  of  the  wealthy,  about  a  mile  below  the  city,  on  the 
beaolifrd  bay ;  without  exception  the  most  magnificent,  luxurious  situation  in  this  good 
repuUic  All  along  the  banks,  extending  down  to  the  water's  edge,  are  *  Gardens  of 
Hesperides,'  filled  with  the  rarest  odoriferous  plants  and  trees  of  the  <southem 
dime.'  The  sweet-scented,  eye-deligfating  orange  hangs  at  this  moment  in  abundant 
diHteni  fiom  eonntless  trees,  which  foim  thick  and  impenetrable  hedges  all  around 
the  garden  fence ;  and  aroond  and  through  these  hedges  are  creeping  the  fitf-fomed 
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and  most  beaatiiul  soaihem  jewamme,  mingled  with  the  golden  pomegnnate  frnit  In 
the  middle  Qf  these  gaidenB  the  ever-green  leayes  of  the  Magnolia  form  shady  and 
fragrant  groyes.  Here  and  there  in  rows  the  sun-set  hue  of  the  little  limes  charms  the 
eye,  and  eke  the  expanded  nostril.    What  a  spot  for  a  Hudium  ?    And  you  shall 

have  it,  C ,  if  you  will  only  come  and  take  possession ;  for  <  my  govemor*  has  just 

parckased  one  of  the  rarest  of  these  dwellings,  on  the  tuneful  bay,  where  the  wave* 
beat  time  to  the  qnivering,  sighing  leaves  of  the  pines,  as  the  winds  kias  them  with 
■oftest  touch  op  theur  way  to  your  icy  climate,  losing  all  then:  sweetness  long  before 
they  reach  yoo.'  Fam  would  we  accept  our  friend's  kind  invitation,  but  we  are '  tied 
to  the  oar*  in  the  service  of  the  <  Old  Knick.,'  and  cannot  hope  for  such  happiness. 
Mean  time,  next  to  seeing  onr  friend,  is  to  hear  from  him ;  to  talk  of  him,  with  mutual 
friends ;  to  read  his  letters  to  us  and  to  them,  and  their's  to  him.  Apropos  of  these 
latter :  here  is  a  piece  of  <me,  not  yet  transmitted,  which  will  show  how  much  '  the 
dep«rtnre  of  Paul'  is  regretted  in  these  excavations,  or  '  digginV  as  they  are  mele* 
gantly  termed  in  western  regions: 

'  Thxbx  is  no  ftin  in  B  — —  iitre«t,  none  at  all, 
Since  B<~—  street  lost  ber  eliaoipion,  honeat  *PAin.  !* 
No  lonsfer  hit  long  legs  along  the  street 
Are  seen  to  moye ;  no  more  his  glance  I  meet, 
As  1  perform  my  shaving  operation, 
Down  in  the  basement  when  I  take  my  stadon. 
Each  mem,  at  half  past  eight  o'clock  precisely, 
1  saw  Paul  pass ;  his  clothes  were  brush'd  so  nicalj, 
His  spotless  linen  was  so  fkir  to  Tiew, 
That  though  't  was  old  it  seemed  'as  good  as  new!' 
All  looked  so  clean  and  neat,  and  snug  and  trim  — 
Where  %m  the  fellow  that  could  distance  him  t 
Where  is  the  Jocund  face  ?  —  the  merry  laucb 
Which  filled  the  room,  as  he  the  punch  would  qnalTI 
I  could  go  on  for  ever  this  way,  Paui. — but,  hark ! 
I  hear  quick  footsteps !  — '  surehr,  that  is  C — x  1' 
•  I  *Te  heard  from  pAtJi.,*  quoth  I;  'Let 's  see  his  letter  > 
'By  JoYX !'  said  ha,  *  I  never  roMl  a  better  1' 

and  00  forth ;  all  of  which  we  jot  down,  for  the  sake  of  showing  the  public  that  we 
have  *epirtolary  poets'  in  our  midst  of  whom  the  worid  has  not  heard  nntil  now,  and 
to  apprise  onr  friend  that  a  manuscript  missive  is  preparing  for  him,  of  '  hugeous  di- 
mensions.' •  '  '  We  have  rarely  seen  a  clearer  discrimination  between  poetical 
*  talent'  and  <  genius'  than  will  be  found  m  the  following  remarks  of  a  correspon- 
dent, who  sends  us  a  caustic  review  of  Mr.  Pox's  <  Raven.'  We  are  obliged  to  decline 
the  eriticism,  with  which  its  theme  is  not  commensurate ;  hot  we  have  pleasure  m 
heartily  endorsing  the  opening  remarks  of  the  writer : 

'  Qf  the  composition  which  passes  in  the  world  for  good  poetry,  there  are  two  species ;  which  may 
be  geaericaUy  distinguished,  one  as  the  offspring  of  Talents,  the  other  of  Oeains.  The  last  is  the 
kind  which  could  not  have  been  written  in  prose  {  having  an  inherent  necessity  to  be  mmg ;  and 
which  is  produced  in  obedience  of  the  rule  never  to  write  poetry  when  you  4Mua  help  it.  Yon  may 
iail  to  discover  its  secret  and  law ,  but  you  cannot  choose  but  feel  iU  inflneoce.  It  has  a  hunMimff 
of  iU  own }  it  touches  the  soul  kindly ;  you  feel  smtj^lsd.  It  is  like  the  genial  sunlight  to  the  «tye^ 
compared  to  the  fiery  glare  of  burners  and  gas>lights.  It  is  like  the  sweet,  unoetentatious  harmeey 
of  a  master  in  music,  after  the  artistic  but  many^comered  combinationaof  a  talented  imiutor  of  the 
masters.  Yon  cannot  discriminate  the  dififerenee  {  and  yet,  the  restless  pleasure  excited  by  the  one, 
and  the  calm  unquestioning  canUmi  which  the  other  indiicea,aiake  you  oertain  (so  sooa  at  least  aa  the 
first  drunkenness  has  subsided)  that  the  latter  knew,  the  former  only  guessed  at,  theaeeret  of  natiir«. 
The  other  kind  of  poetry,  the  offspring  of  talents,  is  produced  by  a  more  or  lass  oonadotts  obedieiiee 
to  rules  of  art,  generalised  flrom  the  practices  of  genius.  Its  growth  is  not  by  assimiUiien,  but  by 
accretion.  Genius  produces  an  organic  being;  talents,  a  piece  of  mechanical  tttistry.  To  both 
Fancy  furnishes  the  elementt;  but  the  fomer  flues  them  iMo  uify;  the  latter  wilflilly  dove^aila 
them  into  a  tmblUau*  of  unity.    An  unlabored  consistency  and  karMiy  of  all  the  parti  is  thessfera 
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the  proper  arark  of  the  handiwork  of  geaioj}  for  the  parte  eoaepire  in  an  ocfanle  ene.  The  work 
eiineei  deeSfa }  all  iu  elemenu  are  under  the  control  of  an  overruling  purpoee.  In  the  other  kind  of 
poetry,  on  the  contrary,  there  ia  no  lilendinf ,  no  Alston,  no  growinf  together  of  the  eleoMnta ;  bat  only 
a  e«nniaily*wrongkt  iaUmMmvimg  of  them.' 

Thk&i  b  a  lack  of  moMtare  in  soma  men'i  dispontiont.  The  <  cap  of  fife*  ia  a 
phrase  altofether  oat  of  place,  applied  to  them ;  there  are  no  each  woide  with  them 
aa  <  mingled  with  eweetneai/  *  a  bitter  draaght,' '  the  flow  of  wit,'  etc ;  and  they  can 
noTer  die  of  <  water  on  the  brain.'  They  do  n't  aeem  to  admit  any  thing  which  can- 
not be  eet  down  at  the  very  moment  in  a  table  of  etatiatics  and  reckoned  np.  Their 
memoriee  are  hot  the  treaaare-houee  of  thinge  andonbted,  which  no  mortal  man  can 
or  will  doabt,  and  which  can  be  proved  by  the  Role  of  Three  Direct  Hazutt  hae 
hit  €i/S  very  well  yoor  man  with  one  idea.  This  one  however  is  a  mere  egotist.  He 
may  be  a  dreadfiil  bore,  in  most  conqmnieB,  bat  hie  facts  are  not  qaite  so  demonstrable. 
This  large  opinion  of  himself  is  an  amusing  element,  and  may  -occasion  a  little  r^lple 
of  excitement  in  the  mind  of  the  listener,  or  at  least  a  small  feeling  of  contend 
When  he  ia  rehearsing  his  own  schemes,  or  recites  his  own  praises,  he  has  got  hold 
of  something  which  at  least  tacklee  hia  own  palate ;  hia  own  month  waters ;  and  he  at 
least  liatena  to  himaelf  with  a  high*WTougfat  intereat  He  ia  <  all  eara ;'  bnt  your  mai- 
ter-of-fact  penon  is  another  animal.  For  proper  conceptiona  of  thia  interesting  claaa 
of  peraona,  refer  to  <  Eua'b  paper  on  *  Imperfect  Sympathiee.*  listen  also  to  the 
following  sketch  (from  the  pen  of  an  always  welcome  Northern  correqwndent)  of  a 
highly  matter-of-fact  yoong  lady : 

*  MAmr  yean  ago  I  fell  in  company,  for  a  few  dayi,  with  a  very  worthy  young  lady,  of  good  flunfly, 
and  of  rare  personal  beauty.  I  think  I  have  never  seen  a  finer  face,  in  every  particular,  save  that  of 
expreiiioo.  Of  this,  one  could  only  eay,  In  the  very  temperate  euloglum  of  the  Dublin  crilie  upea 
Mn.  StDDOifS'  playing,  that  it  waa  *»et  ee  hmd,*  It  wee  neither  silly  nor  stolid,  nor  yet  etrikii^ 
latelleetaaL  Perhaps  I  should  eay  now,  that  she  had  a  rather  unlmMgiaative  and  matter-of.fact*ex- 
pression.  f,  am  sure  I  bad  no  such  idea  at  first  sight;  I  only  saw  that  she  was  very  handsomo,  and 
aceordiogly  '  fell  ia  love'  on  the  instant,  with  the  *  strange  alacrity*  in  that  sort  of  *  sinking*  which  is 
mpt  to  chamcterixe  boys  of  eighteen  who  have  sanguine  temperaments,  and  have  rend  Bouts  and 
BnoN.  With  lees  than  an  hour's  acquaintance,  I  began  to '  make  love  ;*  at  leastl  Catted  it  with  greai 
flueaoy  and  fervor ;  and  '  talking  of  love  it  making  love,*  notwithstanding  the  assertion  of  Dr.  FiujOL- 
X.IV,  that  *  one  might  as  well  attempt  to  make  a  pudding  or  a  plaster  by  the  same  prescription  I*  Un- 
luckily for  the  Doctor's  dogma,  the  common  experience  of  mankind  u  against  It  The  Doctor  was, 
after  all,  bnt  a  matter-of-fact  man,  and  could  only  talk  understandingly  of  thunder  and  llghtnluff,  and 
such-like  sensible  things,  that  he  could  see  or  handle^  As  I  wee  sayiog,  I  talked  of  love  t  of  love  'ia 
the  abetrect,*  to  be  sure,  as  Virginians  are  said  to  treat  polities ;  bntatiU  of  love ;  of  the  fond  oon- 
mnnion  of  souls ;  of  the  twin-union  of  hearts;  of  '  clouds  that  mingle  into  one,' '  and  all  that  aort  of 
thing.*  Much  I  discoursed  of  '  eottfideuet,*  as  the  soul  and  essence  of  the  ethereal  passion.  I  fear 
me  I  must  have  talhed  '  transcendenully ;'  or  if  not  transcendentally,  at  leest  up  to  the  sublimity  of 
the  *  Scotch  metephyeics,*  which,  though  always  several  keys  below  the  German  pitch,  may  be  Toty 
beaatifiilly  unintelligible  notwithstanding.  From  first  to  last  my  Ihir  companion  gave  sdMenCtve  an- 
dience,  *  and  with  a  greedy  ear  devoured  up  my  dieeourse.*  Still,  when  I  expatiated  oa  the  ghnriag 
'eonfideaoe  of  ieve,'  she  seeiMd  a  little  perplexed.  But  I  could  not  explain,  even  had  I  supposed  an 
aaplaaatlon  neeeseary.  I  think  I  know  what  I  meent  to  say,  butlcan't  be  positive.  By  *  confidence* 
I  certainly  meant  a  very  different  thing  from  the  article  that  is  alleged  by  bankers  and  merehants 
to  have  been '  lost*  in  1836-7.  It  positively  never  occurred  to  me  to  exphdn  that  I  was  talking  of  a 
trust  something  higher  and  more  exquisite  then  the  coafldence  which  it  is  necessary  to  repose  ia  one's 
cordwainer  or  tailor.  In  the  fall  belief  that  1  had  been  •  making  love*  to  the  happiest  purpoee,  I 
paueed,  tike  BavTOS,  for  a  ra^y.  My  lady's  eyee  seeiMd  to  sparkle,  in  token  of  intelligent  sy  mpethy, 
as  she  answered :  *  What  you  have  said,  Sir,  is  very  true :  confidence  is  a  very  good  thing,  if  one  (»ly 
knew  where  to  place  it.  Some  people  make  ooofldaats  of  half  their  acquaintance ;  hmt  1  —sure  yen 
/Jtoee  fiemsd  te  le  uery  cm-^  wie  /  frwet  •  eeeref  rnfth/*  She  wouldn't  have  uadentood  Kakx 
or  CoUBnMi%  that  girl— but  she  wee  veiy  haadeome,  for  all  that !' 
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Tbk  admirable  paper  from  the  pen  of  our  Natchez  (Mieswippi)  correipondeiit, 
■  A  Visit  to  the  Home  of  my  Childhood,'  ie  filed  for  ineertion.  Very  tonchinif  are  bit 
remembrancee  of  the  brother  who  was  his  companioa  m  boyhoodi  and  who  '  in  the 
flneh  of  youth  laid  him  sadly  down  to  die.'  Not  unlike  the  reflections  of  our  cooee* 
pondept  are  the  beautiful  linee  of  Lbtdbn  : 


'Trb  l4teat  word,  that  feebly  died  awey, 
Reviaita  oft  the  ear  in  accenu  weaks 
The  latest  aspect  of  the  unbreathing  clay, 
The  this  dew  ahimof  on  the  lifeleea  cheek  t 

*  The  fteexioff  ervttal  of  the  cloaiof  eye, 

la  faney'a  wakinf  dreams  revive  afahi , 
And  when  o«r  boson  heaves  the  deepest  sigh, 
A.  mournful  pleasure  mingles  with  the  pidn. 


>  WhUe  still,  the  gUmmerinff  beam  of  joy  to  elood, 
Returns  aoew  the  wakefbl  sense  of  wo ; 

Again  we  seem  to  lift  the  fancied  shroud, 
And  view  the  sad  proeossion  noving  alow. 

'  And  must  thou  sink  forgotten  in  the  day ; 

Thy  generous  heart  in  dull  oblivkin  lie  1 
Like  the  young  star,  thwt  on  its  devious  way 

Shoots  from  its  brightcompaniona  in  the  skyf 

Oh,  no !  with  brighter  glow  and  more  effulgent  beam,  that  star  ehall  rise  and  shine 
fonrerin  the  constellation  of  Gois  who  called  it  into  being !  .  .  .  Thiri  are 
oocasionaUy  quite  clever  things  to  be  encountered  m  our  sprightly  contemporary,  the 
'  Fs/e  Literary  Magazine.'  There  are  mad  wags  among  '  the  boys'  in  the  time- 
honored  college  of  New-Haven ;  and  the  writer  of  '  Oheeuritatie  Plena  Qimm- 
tionee,  eum  Noiie  Copioeie  ad  Explicatianemf  in  the  last  issue  of  the  *  Literary/  is 
'  one  of  *enL*  Hear  him :  <  Nunc  itaque  Yalenses !  tua  capita  scalpatote  I  fiontes 
contrahite !  oculos  claudite !  tum  has  questiones  subjunotas  excogitate  V  Perhaps 
two  or  three  of  the  questions  which  ensue  were  found  difficult  to  answer.  They  are 
wone  than  Hood's  '  Given  G.  A.  B.  to  find  Q.,'  for  in  that  case  the  student  had  only 
to  get  a  cab  and  take  a  pleasant  ride  to  Kew,  which  was  very  easily  accomplished, 
we  remember  tightly : 

*If  three  men  work  ten  days  on  a  fertile  farm,  what  is  the  logarithm  t 

*lt  three  men,  one  of  them  a  colored  man  and  the  other  a  female,  set  out  simultaneonslv,  which  'II 
get  there  first  1  Required  also,  from  these  premises,  the  time  of  starting,  starting-point,  aeatination, 
and  tho  *  Natural  Number'  belonging  to  the  other. 

*ExplsmetorfN9t$.—X  =  O—Bt  the  probable  age  of  the  parties  multiplied  Into  the  distance 

' Of  what  use  is  a  compass  without  a  needle,  and  which  way  does  it  point) 
•JVete.— Xssfluppoteduse.    8  =s  South. 

*  What  is  the  required  length  of  a  limited  atoel  wire  which  runs  the  other  way  Y 

*  N0U.  —  X  +  X  -f  X  =  other  way/ 

In  the  sdution  of  the  problem,  <  As  a  general  thing,  which  will  do  the  most  good?' 
an  <  allegational  formula*  is  given  which  defies  our  types.  The  solution  however,  it 
is  but  just  to  say,  is  as  clear  as  the  question  itself !    We  annex  two  or  three  others : 

*  In  a  large  household  neither  Ikther  nor  mother  knew  any  thing.    How  waa  it  wKA  the  ftmily  t 

*  Is  a  man  ever  justifiable  in  either  ease,  and  if  so,  wkiek  J    Noit.  — 9C  ss  B^th. 

•Two  men  unable  to  travel  set  out  on  a  journey,  at  different  times,  in  company  with  a  third  In  the 
name  condiUon.  For  three  hours  the  first  two  kept  ahead  of  each  other,  when,  a  vkdeat  SBOw^torm 
arising,  all  three  lost  their  way.    What 's  required )  .„   ^  ^ 

'  If  n  hard  knot  be  tied  in  a  cafs  tail,  which  way,  how  kwg,  and  with  what  sneeeaa  wiH  she  run  aftmr 
U?    Alao^  who  tied  the  knot  r 

The  conditions  of  this  last  problem  are  extremely  vague ;  but  we  cannot  help  t]bink- 
ing  that  many  minds  have  been  '  diseipUned'  by  mathematical  problems  which  were 
of  quite  as  much  practical  value  as  this,  or  any  of  the  others  which  we  have  quoted. 
We  beg  leave  to  subjoin  a  few  kindred  qnestiops,  mvolving  maritime  law,  the  seienoe 
of  heat,  scripture  history,  etc. : 

L  fluFFOsa  a  canalboat  heads  west^wrth-weat  Ibr  Iho  horae*a  trfl,  and  has  the  wind  nbaam.  with 
•  flaw  coming  up  in  the  south ;  would  the  capuin,  aocordhig  to  maritime  law,  be  juatifled  in  taking  a 
reef  in  Che  stove-pipe  without  asking  the  cook  f  /i:«^  . 

%  The  chief  property  of  best  is,  that  it  ejipaada  bodtoa,  while  cold  contracts  them.  0»f e  » 
familiar  example  of  this  operation  of  a  natural  Uw.  '  Yes,  8ir{  m  summer,  when  it  la  hot,  the  day  if 
loBg;  la  winter,  when  it  is  eold,  the  day  coatractsaadfaeeomeaveiyahoxt.* 
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3.  Hoi#  much  did  it  cost  per  week  to  pwt«ra  NxBUCiuiMnezXAm  durtaif  the  ••▼«■  jmn  Ikat  ho 

'  wu  *outongraM?'  ^ 

4.  Can  there  be  a  rule  without  u  exeeptiou  f  'Te* ;  the  dbmI  orftn  is  indiipensable  to  a  comely 
human  countenance.    *  How  boaotiflil  is  the  ihee  of  Nature !'  —  yet  we  look  in  vaiu  for  a  noeei 

Vine  la  BagaielU  /  .  .  .  Humanitt  recoite  at  the  outrageoaa  crndlty  recently  er- 
posed  in  the  investigation  concerning  the  convict  Plumb,  who  was  lately  v>hipj^d  to 
death  in  Auburn  state's-prison,  by  an  under-keeper !  The  testimony  before  the 
grand  jury  is  revolting  in  the  highest  degree.  We  wish  to  add  onr  influence  in  as- 
sisting the  public  every  where  to  point  the  slow  unmoving  finger  of  scorn  and  detesta- 
tion at  07  Melanethon  W.  Cary,  who  whipped  a  poor  convict  to  death  in  the  state's' 
prison  at  Auburn,  As  the  newspapen  have  it,  sometimes,  *  Pass  him  on !  pass 
him  on  !'  .  .  •  Wb  perceive  m  the  daily  journals  an  announcement  of  the  death 
of  Mrs.  Eliza  Kip,  relict  of  the  late  Samubl  Kip,  of  Kip's-Bay,  in  the  seventy-fourth 
year  of  her  age.  Dbatb  is  oontinoally  walking  the  rounds  of  a  great  city,  and 
sooner  or  later  stops  at  every  man's  door ;  but  at  few  dwellings  where  he  calls,  can 
he  find  the  old  KmoKSRBOCKBB  worthies,  who  have  grown  up  with  the  gieat  metropo- 
lis in  which  it  is  their  happiness  to  reside,  and  whose  memories,  by  near  links,  go  back 
abnost  to  the  golden  age  of  the  Manhaddoes.  Of  this  class  of  time-honored  citizens 
was  Mrs.  Kip  ;  a  kind  and  affectionate  mother ;  a  friend,  beloved  and  cherished ;  a 
christian  lady ;  who  has  fallen  *  like  a  shock  of  com  fUlly  r^  in  its  season.'  Few 
and  fewer  will  be  the  record  of  the  deaths  of  these  honored  relicts  of  a  past  genera- 
tion. May  the  present  inculcate  their  shnplicity  and  purity  of  character,  and  imi- 
tate their  many  virtues.  .  ...  Tm  reader  will  be  sony  to  miss  the  fSscile  ha^d  of 
John  Watbbs  in  the  pages  of  the  present  number.  The  pen  of  this  raro  essayist, 
however,  has  not  been  idle,  *  as  will  more  fully  appear  hereafter.*  Meantime,  hav- 
ing nothing  from  him,  let  us  speak  a  word  or  two  of  him  ;  or  rather,  let  us  hear  what 
the  '  Newark  Daily  Advertiser,*  of  New-Jersey,  an  excellent  and  tasteful  journal, 
says  concerning  him.  In  a  review  of  the  different  papers  in  a  late  issue  of  the 
Knickbrbockxb,  the  Editor  observes :  *  But,  decidedly,  the  most  flavorous  dish  of  the 
cuisine  is  furnished  by  that  most  cunning  of  all  culinary  artists,  rare  John  Watbbs  ; 
the  delicate  dew  of  whose  spirit  is  imparted^  like  that  of  *  Mr  Unclb,  thb  Pabson,' 
whose  memory  he  embalms,  *  in  a  manner  graceful  and  effortless  as  Evening,  and 
fertilizing  the  Soul  with  passages  of  Heaven.'  He  is  our  American  Eua,  and  often 
reminds  us  of  OoumincnE's  beautiful  definition  of  genhis ;  that  it  consisis  in  carrying 
on  the  feelings  of  the  child  into  maturer  yean.  There  is  always  something  child- 
like in  geniua ;  a  sportiveness,  a  nalvet^,  a  simple  giadness,  an  opening  of  the  heart 
to  all  sweet  influenuM.  While  your  men  of  mere  talent  are  pompous,  and  solemn, 
and  dignified ;  ever  feeling  and  acting  like  <  grown-up  men  ;'  or  so  sentimental,  so 
reflective,  or  moralizing,  that  the  simplest  object  in  nature  only  suggests  some  grave 
maxim,  or  solemn  truth ;  true  Genius,  calling  <  Goodness  its  playfellow,'  givee  itself 
up  with  a  '  teachable  spirit'  to  the  first  simple  impiessionn  of  common  things ;  content 
to  wonder,  and  smile,  and  admire,  just  as  though  it  wexe  a  child.  Nature  has  many 
a  sweet  learon  for  thoae  who  love  to  ftolic  with  her ;  who  treat  her  as  a  play-fellow 
rather  than  a  school-mistress ;  and  such  is  John  Watbbs.  May  his  shadow  never 
grow  less  !'  <  Amen  to  that !'  will  be  silently  breathed  or  fervently  said  by  thousands 
who  peruse  these  pagea  A  stranger  to  *  glorious  John,'  as  he  terms  him,  who  writes 
us  that  he  has  *  borrowed  his  likeness  from  his  likings,'  says  of  the  class  of  gentlemen 
in  which  be  places  him,  (with  remarkable  truth,  for  <  an  entire  stranger,'  let  us  add,) 
that  <  you  see  in  their  countenances  tbftt  they  are  at  home,  and  in  quiet  posMonon  of 
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the  prweol  mstaat  u  it  punt,  without  deningr  to  quicken  it  by  gntifyingf  any  pai- 
WKn  or  pnoBecnting  any  new  deaign.  Then  are  the  men  formed  for  society ;  the 
entertainen  who,  in  imparting  to  every  gueet  a  new  enjoyment  of  himself,  benevo- 
lently secure  their  own.'  •  •  •  A  bmilb,  we  think,  will  pass  over  the  reader's  coon* 
tenance  on  perusing  the  following  morctau.  It  relates  to  the  fact  of  the  Duke  of 
WaujitOTON,  then  8ir  Artbue  Wblleslxy,  being  sent  to  Portngal,  somewhere 
about  the  year  1809,  to  supenede  Sir  Harry  Bcrrard  and  Sir  Huoa  Dalrtm rut  in 
the  command  of  the  British  army,  then  stationed  at  Lisbon : 

*  Thb  brave  Sir  AsTHua  Wsllkslbt, 

Sir  Hasbt  and  Sir  HuoB, 
Doodle-doodle  I  doodla-doodle  I 

Doodlenloodle  doo ! 
The  first  be  wm  a  gallant  kni; bt, 

But  for  tbe  otber  two. 
I>oodleKioodle  I  doodte-doodle  I 

Doodle^oodledool' 

At  the  end  of  the  sixth  line,  heave  a  dubious  sigh,  and  shake  your  head !  •  *  •  Ws 
are  well  confirmed  in  the  beUef,  and  by  those  whose  judgment,  as  Shaxspiarb  hath 
it,  <  cries  in  the  top  of  ours,'  that  an  umqwhile  correspondent  and  6iend  U  in  error,  as 
we  informed  hhn  he  was,  in  his  opmion  concerning  a  matter  which  he  will  remember. 
Let  us  see.  In  a  late  number  of  the  *  Democratic  Review*  there  appeared  a  criticism 
upon  a  paper  in  the  '  Southern  Quarterly,'  from  the  pen,  as  we  noted,  o(  *  a  volumi- 
nous Southern  novelist,  now  in  the  decadence  of  a  limited  sectional  reputation,'  upon 
the  theme  of  '  American  Humor.'  The  critic  of  the  '  reviewer,'  after  remarking 
that  he  *  regarded  slightingly  the  mass  of  that  writer's  romantic  and  poetical  efibrts,' 
and  did  not  consider  him  '  a  very  fine  or  delicate  judge  of  either  men  or  books,'  added 
with  truth,  that  '  humor  was  a  quality  which  appeared  very  faintly,  if  at  all,'  in  any 
of  his  muKitttdmous  productions ;  and  that,  *  nngifted  with  an  appreciation  of  that  ge- 
nial attribute,'  it  was  not  perhaps  to  be  wondered  at  that  he  should  have  erred  so 
widely ;  and  the  critic  proceeded  (and  but  for  a  most  ridiculous  revelation  of  his  idea 
of  humor,  as  illustrated  in  the  *  writings'  of  a  sad,  tad  *  humorist'  in  oar  midst,  pro- 
ceeded well)  to  animadvert  upon  the  pretentions  assumption  of  the  'reviewer'  in 
question,  that  America  was  <  without  any  humorous  literature  f  that  *  our  puhlishtd 
humor  woo  a  blanks*  and  so  forth.  We  went  still  farther ;  and  *  knowing  hereof 
we  spoke,'  took^the  liberty  to  indicate,  that  neither  the  acquirements,  the  perception, 
nor  the  literary  reputation  of  the  reviewer,  entitled  him  for  one  moment  to  sit  in 
judgment  upon  the  admiraUe  '  published  humor'  of  such  <  Americans'  as  Irvino, 
Sanos,  Sandbrson,  and  many  othen  who  might  be  named.  Why,  we  had  but  to 
turn  to  omf  port-folio  and  read  in  the  hand-writing  of  the  immortal  Sir  Waltbr  Scott 
Ida  opinion  of  a  specimen  of  the  '  published  humor'  of  one  of  the  American  authors 
thus  tabooed,  Knickerbockbr's  *  excellently  jocose  History  of  New-York,'  as  the 
gnat  novelist  termed  it,  firpm  which  he  had  derived  so  uncommon  a  degree  of  enter- 
tainment :  *  I  have  been  reading  the  work  to  Mrs.  Scorr  and  two  ladies  who  ate  our 
gnests,*  he  writes,  <  and  our  sides  have  been  absolutely  sore  with  langhmg.  I  beg,' 
he  adds  to  his  corre^Kmdent,  *  that  yon  will  let  me  know  when  Mr.  lavnro  takes  pen 
in  hand  again,  for  assuredly  I  shall  expect  a  very  great  treat,'  etc.  That  *  treat'  was 
snbsequently  afibrded  him,  and  publicly  acknowledged  in  one  of  his  woild-renowned 
works ;  the  very  leatft  attractive  of  which,  we  may  add,  will  be  read  and  cherished 
with  delight  when  the  labored  '  pen-and-ink'-lings  of  the  <  anthor-reviewer'  whose 
baseloM  and  un- American  assumptknui  we  in  common  with  our  *  Democratic'  oon- 
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temporary  rebuked,  ahall  have  remained  iMiried  for  eenlnriee  in  the  duet  of  their 
early  and  eacapelesi  obliyion.  •  •  •  It  may  be,  nay  doubtieH  it  is,  a  moibid  /eeliof 
which  prompts  the  meditative  man  to  pause  and  look  up  at  the  sucoetiiye  etoinee 
■lowly  sinking  into  their  resting-places  in  some  public  edifice  in  process  of  erection ; 
thinking  the  while  how  long  those  inanimate  blocks  will  remain  there,  and  how  many 
will  gaze  up  at  them  when  the  present  beholder  is  mouldering  into  dust  Such  have 
often  been  our  own  thoughts  in  looking  at  the  public  temples  which  have  hten.  bnilded 
in  this  city  within  the  last  fourteen  years.  But  we  have  been  thinking  to*day  how 
(could  we  but^mow  it)  the  fronts  of  our  earlier  edifices  would  be  found  written  all 
over  with  kindred  thoughts,  if  they  who  gazed  at  them  could  have  left  the  impresB 
of  their  reflections  upon  the  stones  which  arrested  their  attention.  They  are  gone ! 
yet  nature  is  as  gray,  the  sun  shines  as  bright,  men  are  as  busy  in  getting  gain,  as  in 
the  centuries  that  are  past    Ah !  well  may  the  thoughtful  man  exclaim : 


*  WHsas,  where  are  all  the  birds  that  MBf 

A  hundred  years  ago  t 
The  flowers  that  a]l  in  beauty  spraof 
A  hundred  years  ago  t 
The  lips  that  smiled. 
The  eyes  that  wild 
In  flashes  shooe 
Soft  eyes  upon ; 
Where,  O  where  are  lipe  and  eyes, 
The  maiden's  smiles,  the  lover's  sif  ha. 
That  lived  so  long  sgo  T 


•  Who  peopled  aU  the  city  streets 

A  hundred  years  agol 
Who  filled  the  church  with  faces 
A  hundred  years  agoT 
The  soeerittg  tale 
Of  sister  frail. 
The  plot  that  work'd 
A  brother's  hurt; 
Where,  O  where  are  plots  and  sneers, 
The  poor  man's  hopes,  the  rich  man's  fear% 
That  lived  so  long  ago  r 


*  Tbb  Uttermost  parts  of  the  earth'  wouM  seem  to  be  penetrated  by  the  <  Old 
Kmcx.'  The  *  islands  of  the  sea'  hear  of  ns,  and  speak  well  of  our  Ubon  and  the 
labors  of  onr  correspondents.  Lo !  here  is  a  copious  file  of  <  The  Polyneemn,*  from 
the  Hawaiian  Islands,  in  the  Pacific,  m  which  are  copied  sundry  articles  from  all  the 
departments  of  Maga.  We  are  indebted  to  the  editor  of  *  The  Polynesian'  for  these 
nnmbers  of  his  interesting  journal,  as  well  as  for  many  public  documents  from  the 
same  press ;  comprishig  official  reports  ;  correspondence  in  the  ease  of  John  Wilkt, 
(not  our  friend  the  well-known  puUiaher,  but  the  <  American  citizen'  who  was  tried 
for  an  ofience  against  the  laws  of  Hawaii ;)  legal  aiguments  and  decisions  in  admi- 
ralty and  chancery,  reports  of  harbor-laws,  etc.,  etc.  We  can  scarcely  call  to  mind 
any  thmg  which  has  given  us  more  pleasuxie  than  the  following  high  encomium 
upon  our  ezeztious  by  His  Majesty  the  K»o  of  the  Hawaii  Islands  It  will  be 'seen 
that  his  praise  is  entirely  unreserved :  *  Ma  keia,  ke  kan  nei  ka  maaao  o  ka  men 
hoopii,  imua  o  ka  Auabookolokolo  Kiskib,  e  hookdokolo  hon ;  a  na  haiia  mai  a  na  * 
kakania  imua  o'n,  ke  kumu  o  keta  hoopii  ana  i  kei^  la.  I  poe  na  na  e  hooponopono 
i  kona  kanaka  waiwai.'  We  do  not  claim  to  have  earned  these  kingly  cDmmenda- 
tions,  bat  we  shall  do  onr  best  to  deserve  them — <  in  a  horn!'  •  •  •  •  Spbakikg  of 
homs'  reminds  us  of  *  HonCe  Bowling  Saloon,*  at  No.  333  Broadway,  where  se- 
dentary merchants  and  professional  gentlemen  are  wont  to  congregate,  to  promote 
digestion  and  a  free  circulation  of  blood,  in  the  indulgence  of  a  most  innocent  and 
hoalthfnl  exercise.  Fine  alleys  and  an  attentive  proprietor  seem  to  be  the  *  attracting 
power*  of  the  saloon  in  question.  .  .  .  Ws  were  sitting  with  a  <  young  Knick.'  the 
other  day,  whose  boyish  lineaments  Chakles  jAavn,  with  a  most  faithful  pencil,  was 
transferring  to  canvass,  when  we  fa^gan  to  muse  upon  the  treasure  which  Jthat  picture 
would  be  to  us,  should  it  please  the  ALMioirnr  in  his  providence  ta  take  the  dear  child 
to  Himsklp:  then  came  the  recollection  of  a  oomething  which  had  before  awakened 
a  similar  train  of  reflection ;  and  pnoently  Memory  settled  down  upon  •  little  pictnra 
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■o  well  dsmibed  by  Willm  in  one  of  hit  letten  firom  Mayenoe,  addntsed  to  our 
frMBd  FvLLsa's  «zc«Uoiit  journal,  the  ^Evtning  Mimr  .*' 

*In  aa  oat-of  liie-way  comer  of  the  fallery  of  paintingi  attached  to  this  ffltueuin,  hanf  a  naall  pic- 
tan  that  I  ahottld  think  no  man  oould  look  at  with  an  luitrotfbled  heart.  It  was  by  a  livinff  OennaB 
artiflt,  and,  by  iu  position  and  the  cheapneaa  of  its  frame,  aeemed  to  bo  little  thought  of;  but  it  waa 
a  poem  on  canTiias,  and  of  wonderful  pathos  and  beauty.  It  represented  a  yoanf  Oeipaa  peasant 
nod  his  wiA  sittinf  by  the  cradle  in  which  their  child  lay  dead.     The  father  had  eyidently  come  in 


wrung.  The  painter  has  shown  his  cen 
ness  of  the  man's  fealores.  He  is  u3>or-worn,  ill-dressed  and  unambitious,  but  had  a  Heaven  in  hia 
child  that  would  have  blest  a  kinr  I  am  describing,  however,  a  part  of  the  picture  that  f  did  not 
putieularly  notice  the  0rst  time  that  I  saw  it.  In  passing  through  Mayemie  a  second  time,  a  few  days 
after,  I  went  to  «ee  it  once  more,  and  the  fatker'§  look  then  first  impressed  me.  But  tkt  mother  was 
llie  chief  effort  of  the  painter.  She  is  a  younc  woman  of  no  more  than  enough  beauty  to  be  a  pea- 
'    '  .  *    .  '        "traundless  every -day  teaderaess,  and  cspacity  as  boundless 


saoi'a  fireside  an|el,  but  with  a  ihce  of  boundless  every -day  tenderaess,  and  cspacity 
for  mental  sufTenog.  A  crucifix,  which  she  now  forgets,  is  dropping  from  her  fioge 
tamed  fro^  the  cradle  when  her  child  died,  but  remains  motionless  on  her  chair.    Her  Umbe 


•zpressod  thai  the  child  was  all  they  had  on  earth  that  was  beautiful,  and  that  to-morrow  they  i 
come  back  from  the  grave  to  a  home  utterly  uasofteoed  in  its  desolation.  I  know  dot  how  to  express 
to  yo«  the  wonderftil  mkoomco  ^fduignfor  ^§et  with  which  this  touching  picture  is  painted.  It  doea 
not  seem  intended  to  be  seen.  It  looks  mute  and  sorrowfully  truthful,  Uke  a  picture  aa  angel  might 
have  drawn,  to  show  in  heaven  bow  they  suffer  on  earth.  The  artist  evidently  painted  with  the 
world  forgot,  and  had  the  sufferer's  knowledge  of  the  agonies  he  portrayed.* 

Anopof  of  painting!  and  paintefs:  we  do  not  know  when  we  have  eneoun- 
tared'a  more  forcible  tribute  to  an  American  poxtrait-painter  than  is  contained  in  the 
following  extract  from  a  letter  which  a  distinguished  foreigner,  at  present  sojourning  in 
this  country,  recently  reoeired  from  his  wife,  now  resident  in  London.  The  pamage 
refefs  to  the  portrait  of  the  gentleman  m  question,  a  most  speaking  likeness  of  the 
original :  *  At  last  I  can  annoimce  to  you  the  safe  arriyal  of  the  long-expected  trea- 
sure, your  dear  portrait  With  what  delight  I  greeted  it,  is  beyond  my  power  to  ex- 
press. My  impatience  to  behold  your  pictured  countenance  induced  me  to  attempt 
to  open  the  huge  packing-case  unaided,  and  I  soon  succeeded  in  releasing  it  fitom  its 
bondage  ;  and  to  my  heart's  delight  I  once  more  surveyed  your  perfect  image  !  To 
my  idea,  it  is  in  all  respects  a  complete  resemblance  of  yourself;  and  every  day  I  am 
more  and  more  impressed  with  this  opinion. '  I  send  you  a  thousand  thanks  for  this 
to  me  mvaluable  present  It  is  a  treasure  I  would  not  part  with  for  any  earthly  con- 
sideration. Still  I  mu9t  tell  you  that  it  makes  me  feel  moiip  unhappy  and  more  dki- 
oonsolate  at  our  temporary  separation ;  and  so  restless  am  I  to  survey  your  Ukenesi, 
so  truly  depicted,  that  scarce  a  night  passes  without  my  procuring  a  light  and  dwell- 
ing upon  it,  while  all  is  stillness  around  me.  Fkesent  my  compliments  to  the  artkrt, 
and  say  that  I  am  more  grateful  to  him  than  I  can  find  words  to  expresi,  and  that  he 
has  conferred  the  greatest  happiness  on  me  that  this  world  can  afibrd,  next  to  that 
of  sending  me  the  originaL'  The  artist  here  alluded  to  is  Mr.  p.  L.  Eluott,  whose 
studio  is  hi  an  upper  room  of  the  Granite-BuUdings,  comer  of  Chambers-street  and 
Broadway.  Truth  to  say,  the  encomitmi  passed  upon  Mr.  Elliott  m  the  fore- 
going fervent  sentences  is  well  deserved.  Wefknow  of  no  portrait-iminter  among 
us  who  has  advanced  with  more  rapid  strides  towatd  perfection ;  a  fact  sufficiently 
evinced  by  the  patronage  which  he  has  secured  from  the  best  sources  in  the  metro* 
polis.  A  few  weeks  before  the  death  of  the  late  lamented  Henxt  Inm an,  that  fine 
artist  was  in  the  stndio  of  Mr.  Eluott.  After  surveying  the  portraits  of  his  latest 
sitters  with  a  painter's  eye  and  a  painter's  scmtmy,  he  said,  *  I  must  have  you  paint 
my  portrait,  and  I  will  paint  yonr's  m  return.'    '  I  shall  only  be  too  glad  to  do  so/ 
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nplied  Mr.  Eluott  ;  *  I  cannot  help  thinking^  that  I  ahonld  be  aUe  to  elitam  a  cfaaiae- 
teriatic  likenes  of  you.'  *  Yea/  answered  Inman,  (in  a  manner  which  we  can  eee,) 
paaBing  his  hand  oyer  his  face,  with  a  significant  gesticolation ;  <  yes,  I  think  yon 
ooold;  features  plain  and  blocky — bloeky  !*  Would  that  any  New-Yoiker  pos- 
sessed at  t^  moment  a  portrait  of  our  departed  friend,  such  as  he  knew  Eixiorr 
could  have  painted !  •  •  ■  Wk  are  fearful  of  having  got  oniselves  into  *  a  scrape' 
hy  pablishing  the '  Lines  on  Adeline  Cobb,  who  woe  kiUed  by  Lightmng  by  her  friend 
Nancy  Hinks  ;'  for  the  celebrity  which  that  touching  elegy  has  acquired  is  bringing 
upon  us  kindred  effusions  from  ambitious  aspirants  for  fame  who  reside  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  now  distinguished  authoress.  The  subjoined  *  poem'  is  the  <  exclusive  com* 
position  of  Mr.  HoaACi  M.  Jones.'  Wo  publish  it  <  by  request ;'  simply  premising 
that  while  it  sets  forth  the  career  of  an  industrious  citixen,  it  also  establiahes  the  fact, 
•zpressed  in  verse  of  equal  felicity,  that 

*  A  owo  cuBot  make  hiauelf  a  poac. 
No  Biore  'n  a  cheep  cao  nuke  Kaelf  a  go«t  !* 

But  we  are  keeping  the  reader  from  our  correspondent's  '  Adventuree  in  Michigan  f 
which,  if  not  equal  to  '  many*  thmgs  that  have  *  made  their  way  in  Europe,'  are  yet 
superior  to  <  some'  which  have  appeared  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic : 


I  fTABTSD  eariey  in  lift  to  fo  to  the  west, 
To  MMk  my  ibrtune  and  do  my  b««t ; 
I  left  my  friends  by  the  shake  of  the  band, 
And  treat  amoi^  stnnfars  in  a  distant  lend. 

I  travelled  on  till  I  got  to  Mlchif  en, 

1%ere  I  met  an  boaest-lookinf  man} 

He  asked  me  if  I  would  f  o  into  bis  store  as  a  clerk, 

Itold  htm  1  would,  because  I  was  in  search  of  work. 

I  told  him  I  would  go  for  a  hundred  and  twenty 

dollars  a  year; 
Says  he,  *  You  wiU  make  your  fortune  too  quick, 

I  fear  { 
And  if  ^ott  get  rioh  so  very  Ihst, 
I  am  afraid  that  your  riches  will  not  loogly  last' 

I  told  him  to  give  himself  no  alarm. 
For  I  was  always  brought  up  on  a  farm, 
Aad  knew  how  to  save  my  money. 
As  the  bee  doth  save  her  honey. 

The  year  like  an  arrow  soon  passed  by, 

Then  a  hundred  and  twenty  dollars  in  my  pocket 

did  lie; 
I  went  and  bought  me  a  farm. 
And  upon  it  1  built  me  a  house  and  bam. 

Then  I  bought  a  span  of  horses  and  plow. 
And  some  sheep  and  a  three-year  old  cow ; 
Aad  into  debt  1  had  deeply  run, 
Bef<M-e  my  farming  I  had  begun. 

I  put  in  my  crops  in  the  spring  of  the  year, 
And  part  d  my  debts  that  season  did  clear ; 
I  had  debts  of  a  hundred  aod  fifty  dollars  more, 
Which  I  had  to  pay  within  a  year  or  before. 

In  the  ftU  of  that  year  I  put  in  a  large  oop  of 

wheat. 
Which  did  the  rest  of  my  debts  complete ; 
And  if  it  is  not  boasting  too  much  to  tell, 
I  thought  in  three  years  I  had  done  pretty  weU. 

I  began  as  it  were  anew  in  life. 
And  I  thought  that  it  was  time  to  gel  me  a  wift ; 
One  UMwaing  as  I  was  walking  aleog  the  nreet, 
A  beavtifld  young  lady  I  did  i 


Whose  beauty  attracted  my  attention. 
But  the  way  to  get  her  1  thought  was 

invention ; 
But  soou  after,  I  was  iatrodaeed  by  a 
Aud  then  my  visitings  I  bagan. 

Her  dark  and  glossy  hair, 
O!  how  beautiful  and  fkir  1 
Her  bright  blue  eyes 
,  Made  my  affection  arise  1 

Her  fresh  and  rosy  cheek, 
O!  how  ftir  and  sweet! 
Her  dimpled  chin 
My  heart  did  win  I 

We  soon  appointed  the  weddii^-day. 
Which  was  on  the  seventh  day  of  May; 
In  about  six  months  the  tame  came  around. 
And  by  the  asarriafa  tie  we  were  bouml. 

One  day  I  went  out  in  the  woods  to  cat  down 

some  trees, 
And  in  one  of  them  I  found  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
I  took  out  thirty  weight  of  honey. 
For  which  I  got  five  dollars  in  u 


Another  time  I  was  in  the  woods  a-chqppiag^ 
When  I  saw  a  painter  from  tree  to  tree  hoppiag ; 
He  came  over  my  head,  and  jumped  down, 
Andl  drawed  up  my  axe  and  struck  him  on  his 

crowB. 

And  as  I  struck  him  to  the  ground,  he  ftO, 
But  the  sad  news  are  yet  to  tell ; 
He  soon  got  up  and  began  to  bite. 
And  I  with  my  axe  began  to  fight 

I  struck  him,  and  brake  his  shoulder, 
Whkhasade  him  more  fierce  a     ' 
And  as  I  struck  him,  I  run  six  or  eight  feet. 
And  drawed  my  axe,  and  turned  around,  dM 


As  he  came  up,  I  struck  him  a  severe  Uofw  on  Us 

head. 
Which  broke  his  skull  and  killed  Mm  dead : 
I  took  off  has  hide  and  carried  it  to  Mooroe  ooBB^t 
For  which  I  gottwentynfive  dollars  bona^. 
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1  kept  on  fkrminf ,  eojoyiog  «>od  h«allh, 
ADd  yearly  inereattng  in  ireuth ; 
I  cleared  aboat  three  haudred  dollan  a  year. 
Till  toon  I  wu  able  to  buy  a  farm  tKai  wa«oear. 

And  upon  it  I  built  a  houae  and  a  bam,  as  belbre. 
And  let  it  oat  to  a  man  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Hoaa ; 
Ha  waa  to  give  me  a  hundred  dollara  the  Arat  year, 
And  two  acrea  of  woodland  to  clear. 


Before  lonf,  a  new-ftahioned  plow  eame  around : 
Ita  oaual  weight  waa  about  three  hundred  pound  | 
It  went  by  what  we  call  ateam-power. 
And  would  plow  about  two  aerea  an  hour. 

I  boiyht  one  for  two  hundred  doUara, 
Jnat  (or  thepurpoae  of  plowinf  ttiy  anma 
With  it  I  got  aiv  plowinf  de«e  in  time. 
And  that  muat  uuah  theae  renea  of  mine. 


Oim  friend  Nbd  Buntuni  dwells  in  his  last  yam  upon  the  pleasures  of  life  on  ship- 
board ;  but  we  have  another  clever  correspondent,  who  does -not  seem  to  be  exactly  of 
that  way  of  thinkin|f .  The  <  airy  and  grraceful  ri^ng,*  he  says, '  is  usually  well  cov- 
ered with  tar ;  the  '  stately  masts'  with  slush  ;  and  acrose  the  '  snowy  deck'  horrible 
combinations  of  both  describe  circumlocutions  widened  at  every  roll  of  the  vesBct. 
Should  the  stray  end  of  a  rope  brush  across  your  face,  knockingr  your  hat  overboard, 
ai  at  least  over  your  eyes,  or  insinuate  itself  around  your  leg,  (which  ships'  ropes 
have  a  strange  propensity  for  doing,)  and  drag  you  with  inconceivable  velocity  acroae 
the  hen-coops  or  the  back  of  a  stray  pig,  leaving  you  seated  in  a  rivulet  of  tar,  star* 
mg  about  you,  hatlees  and  almost  costless — do  not  mind  it ;  do  not  look  wildly 
around  ydu,  or  sit  grazing  upon  the  detnolition  of  your  wearing  apparel,  endeavoring  to 
extort  a  ghastly  smile ;  but  swallow  your  misfortunes,  though  your  heart  (and  perhaps 
your  dinner)  may  be  in  your  throat  Then  is  no  euro — no  rolnge  !  Your  consola- 
tkm  most  likely  will  be  the  romark  of  some  <  old  salt,'  that  <  such  togs  was  n't  made  to 
come  to  sea  in ;'  a  fact  which  by  this  time  you  will  be  quite  willing  to  acknowledge.' 
These  scenes,  however,  it  should  be  added,  belong  to  a  different  order  of  vessels  from 
'  Uncle  Samuel's'  craft.  Apropos  of  Nid  Buntunk  :  a  new  contributor,  writing 
from  Natchez  on  the  25th  of  November  last,  says :  <  By  the  way,  Ned  passed  throu^ 
here  this  morning,  on  his  way  to  Gallatm,  thirty  miles  distant  Being  on  a  visit  to 
Eddyville,  (Ky.,)  a  few  days  since,  he  heard  that  three  persons,  charged  with  having 
committed  an  atrocious  murder  near  Gallatin  some  time  since,  were  in  the  woods  in 
the  neighborhood.  Arming  himself,  Nkd  *  put  out'  in  pursuit  of  them,  alone.  He 
soon  overtook  them,  when  two  of  them  surrendered,  after  a  short  resistance.  These 
he  tied  to  trees,  and  then  went  on  in  pursuit  of  the  other,  who  had  absconded  in  the 
mean  time.  But  the  fellow  had  too  good  a  start ;  and  Ned,  after  firing  one  or  two 
shots  after  him,  gave  up  the  chase.  He  arrived  here  with  his  two  captives  last  night 
in  the  steamer,  and  as  I  said  before,  went  <m  to  Grallatin  with  ^em  iJok  morning.  He 
has  entitled  himself  to  the  reward  of  six  hundred  dollars  which  had  been  ofFered  for 
their  apprehension.'  Just  like  Ned  !  The  foregoing  was  crowded  out  of  our  last 
number ;  since  the  publication  of  which,  we  have  heard  with  deep  regret  of  the 
death  of  the  young  and  lovely  wife  of  our  correspondent  Such  a  lose  will  make 
him  feel  the  impotency  of  consolation ;  yet  we  cannot  withhold  the  expression  of  our 
sympathy  with  turn  in  his  great  bereavement  The  <  Life-Yam'  will  be  resumed  in 
a  subsequent  number.  •  •  *  We  could  not  help  thinking,  while  listening,  not  many 
weeks  since,  to  a  few  well-chosen  remarks  made  by  the  *  outside  barbarian,'  Captain 
Elliot,  at  a  bountiful  and  tasteful  board,  what  a  sensation  he  had  but  a  little  while 
before  created  in  the  <  Flowery  Land.'  How  many  <  rigorous  and  lucid  orders'  to  de- 
liver up  *  seveml  tens  of  thousands  of  chests'  of  the  '  smoking  weed'  had  he  received 
from  the  *  Great  Emperor,'  <  quaking  with  wrathful  indignation !'  And  how  had  he, 
regardless  of  the  *  many  myriads  of  profits,  the  delightsome  benefits  of  the  heavenly 
reabm,'  which  had  been  bestowed  npon  the  <  red-bristling  fbreignen*  whom  he  re- 
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pcetented,  ponred  upon  the '  flowery  people'  whole '  clonda  of  sodden  and  fieice-whis- 
xing  hallfl !'  How  '  itnpidly  pervene !'  '  Decidedly,  these  were  the  reflections,'  u 
we  listened  to  the  <  outside-land's  delegate,'  while,  the  celestial  dynasty  and  its  con- 
oems  foxgotten,  he  dwelt  with  eloquence  aud  unction  upon  the  fiune  of  Kia€:KEE-  . 
■OCKSR.  •  •  •  Ths  *  BoHon  Courier*  should  heware  how  it  speaks  of  the  productions 
of  the  author  of  <  Great  Ahel  and  the  Little  Manhattan.'  Is  the  editor  aware  that 
in  teiming  them  '  wishy-washy,'  and  in  using  such  language  as  the  following  oon- 
ceming  their  author,  be  is  subjecting  himself  to  the  charge  which  was  brought  against 
OS ;  namely,  that  of  being  *  A  Spy  m  tke  Camp  qf  American  Literature  ?*  *  Coa- 
KBLivs  Mathbw's  mania  appean  to  be  a  desire  to  imitate  the  style  of  Dickxiis  ;  a 
style  as  far  out  of  his  reach  as  the  bounds  of  the  stag  are  beyond  the  imitation  of  the 
nerrous  jumps  of  the  grasshopper,  or  as  the  lively  gamboUngs  of  the  <  Cricket  on  the 
Hearth*  are  to  the  almost  microscopic  insect  that  ticks  in  the  decaying  bed-post !' 
Quite  entomological  in  simile,  but  not  flattering  *  in  point  of  fact !'  •  •  *  SANDEaaov ! 
hospitable  gentleman  of  the  Franklin-House,  Philadelphia,  whose  artiet  de  euieim 
has  no  rival  cm  these  shores,  'thanks,  and  acceptance  bounteous  !'  It  came — the 
'  mysterious  box !'  It  was  opened,  and  lo !  the  *  Pate  de  Froid  Gibier  aux  TrouJUe^ 
not  an  ornament  obliterated,  not  a  scollop  obscured,  lay  temptmgly  exposed  to  the 
'  ravished  beholder !'  Upon  what  subsequently  ensued,  the  first  chapter  of  a  novel 
could  be  written ;  something  in  this  style :  '  It  was  late  one  stormy  morning  in  the 
blustering  and  unruly  month  of  February,  when  four  individuals  might  have  been 
discovered,  m  a  retired  street  of  the  great  metropolis,  seated  at  a  table  upon  which 
reposed  a  path  of  such  exceeding  beauty,  and  so  delicioos  a  flavor,  that  one  of  the 
company  exclaimed,  'Per  Hercules!  but  this  is  rare!    Let  us  at  onoe  fall  to!' 

*  Nay,  by  'r  Lady  !*  observed  the  other, '  not  until  the  generous  fluid  which  brightens 
in  this  long-kept  bottle  descends  the  channel  of  that  silver  syphon  into  yon  glass-en 
vessel !'  A  low  gurgle,  like  unto  the  faint  sound  of  the  crimson  flood,  as  it  fidls  from 
the  pierced  arm  of  Beauty,  was  now  heard ;  and  in  an  inconceivably  short  space  of 
tune,  each  member  of  that  party,  with  glass  in  hand,  rose  upon  his  feet :  '  Sandee- 
SON  the  Younger ! — may  he  always  be  as  happy  as  he  has  made  us  this  day !'  At 
this  stage  of  our  narrative  the  paste-envelope  was  gently  lifted ;  the  aroma  filled  the 
i^Mutment ;  and  for  the  space  of  an  hour  no  voice  broke  the  stillness ;  it  was  only 
interrupted  by  the  subdued  clatter  of  the  table-implements  which  were  now  called 
mto  requisition.  The  scene  of  our  story  now  changes' —  and  so  forth !  •  •  •  Let  us 
aarist  the  unlearned  reader  a  little  in  his  understanding  of  the  Roman  terms  employed 
in  the  admirable  pictures  which  Peter  Schemil,  rolling  back  the  tide  of  time»  has 
exposed  in  preceding  pages  to  the  present  generation :  '  TricUniutiC  is  a  banqueting- 
room ;  '  Umbo'  is  the  bundle  of  folds  of  the  '  toga,'  crossing  obliquely  from  under  the 
right  arm  athwart  the  heart ;  <  stnut,'  the  folds  of  the  toga  falling  in  front ;  *  muUum,* 
a  drink  of  honey  and  wine ;  *  gtutatorium*  consisted  of  dishes  designed  to  excite  the 
appetite ;  * apophoreta*  were  gifts  to  the  Greeks,  which  they  took  away  with  them; 

*  amphortB*  were  bottles  of  wine,  made  of  clay  or  glass,  and  fastened  by  a  cork,  and 
covered  with  gypsum  to  prevent  the  eflTecto  of  air ;  <  colum*  was  a  kind  of  metal  sieve, 
which  was  filled  with  snow,  through  which  the  wine  percolated  before  being  drank . 
'  crater*  the  larger  vessel  in  which  wine  was  mixed  ;  <  cyathue,*  a  measure  m  the 
form  of  a  ladle ;  <  repoeitorium,*  table-trays ;  *  eana,*  the  banquet,  or  principal  meal; 
'caldurium*  a  vessel  for  heating  water;  *calda,*  the  only  warm  drink  of  the 
ancients;  it  consisted  of  warm  water  and  wine,  with  the  addition  of  spice.    By- 
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the-by>  we  have  seen  enough  of  the  myetexious  *  SchbmilV  next  chapter  to  aarara 
our  readen  that  they  haTe  a  second  *  Pahnyrene*  laboring  for  their  edificatkm.  *  We 
aball  eee  anon.'  .  .  .  THsai  is  quite  too  much  inverfton,  both  of  worda  and  mean* 
ing,  in  the  '  stanzas*  of  oar  Portland  (Maine)  correspondent!  Invenian  is  often  an 
admirable  feature,  but  it  must  be  well  managed.  Mr.  Pabsoms,  i&  his '  liaaa  on  a 
Bust  of  Dantb,'  has  a  very  felicitous  example  in  this  kind : 

'  Sn,  flrom  thU  coiiolerftit  of  bin 

'Whom  Arno  ihall  remember  long, 
How  Item  of  lineuueul,  how  grim 
TiM  father  iru  of  Tiuoeii  aoog;* 

Here,  however,  is  another  inyersion,  that  is '  a  bh^  of  another  feather :' 

*Tbkbx  '8  not  a  maiden  in  yoar  hall, 
Though  tired  and  sleepy  ever  to^ 
But  wakos  aa  you  my  name  recall, 
And  long!  the  history  to  know/  etc 

SoMK  of  the  ultra-reformers  of  the  day  are  well  typified  by  an  indefatigrable  dothea- 
cleaner,  who  officiates  daily  in  Wall-etreet  near  William.  A  friend  of  ours,  standing 
with  his  back  to  the  operator,  engaged  in  conversation  with  a  friend,  was  suddenly 
setxed  by  the  collar  the  other  day,  which  m  a  twinkling  was  covered  with  a  sapona- 
ceous fluid ;  and  this  was  forthwith  followed  by  a  rigorous  application  of  a  stiff  brush. 
<  What  are  you  about  V  said  our  friend,  indignantly.  *  Do  n*t  you  fret,  Mister !'  said 
the  offHKOorer ;  '  I  do  n't  charge  you  nothin'  1  Look  at  his  coat,  gents.,'  said  he  to  m 
knot  of  carious  by-standers;  <see  any  grease? — eh?  ThaV9  the  way  it  works!' 
Not  wishing  to  be  considered  either  a  partner  or  a  standing  advertisement  In  such  a 
bnsinesB,  our  gentleman  at  once  *  made  himself  scarce.'  .  .  .  We  wonder  some  . 
one  has  never  written  a  poem  upon  the  power  of  Mtnial  AMaociatimu  No  thema 
ooaU  be  more  prolific  Young  Kotck.  has  just  come  into  the  sanctum  with  an  oblong 
piece  of  wateiy-snow,  indented  with  the  ridges  of  his  little  fingers  nponthe  melting 
'  ball.'  Now  in  letting  a  few  drops  fall  from  it  into  our  dryish  ink-stand,  how  many 
recollections  of  early  school-days ;  of  cut-desks  and  pewter  ink-stands,  infinite  in 
variety ;  of  coarse  and  fine-hand  pens ;  spelling-echools  on  winter-nights  with  antaga- 
mat  districts ;  fox-and-geese  in  the  deep  snow,  *  by  the  whole  company  ;*  how  have 
all  these  come  back  upon  us,  with  their  diversified  associations !  '  O,  the  days  when 
we  were  young !'  .  .  .  *  N.  W.  J.'  had  better  forswear  rhyme.  He  cannot  aoon 
become  a  poet  *  The  Explosion  on  hoard  the  Prineoton*  is  just  the  sort  of  <  poetry' 
that  *  neither  gods  nor  men  permit'    One  stanxa  most  suffice  : 

*TTLKa  and  Tvlvb's  cabinet  were  there, 

Viewing,  with  mien  of  conicious  dignity, 
The  fleet  and  gallant  veeael  onward  bear 
Four  hundred  soula,  in  grand  •ahtiauty  f 

It  is  astonishing,  the  antiquity  of  some  of  the  most  common  sayings  that  one  bean 
every  day.  For  example,  *Let  her  drive  P  which  is  so  often  used,  was  firtt  employad 
by  Saint  Paul.  See  the  twenty-eeventh  chapter  and  fifteenth  verse  of  *  The  Acts 
of  the  Apostles.'  .  .  .  Wx  have  American  sculptors  busy  amoug  us,  who  are  si- 
lently <  modelling  their  own  fame.'  Knxelano  is  bringing  to  a  completion  the  euferh 
horse  upon  which  Washinoton  is  to  be  seated,  the  whole  to  <  eternised'  in  the '  immortal 
iron'  of  Beriin.  This  equestrian  statue,  when  completed,  will  be  every  way  worthy 
of  the  sculptor's  acknowledged  reputation.  Mr.  Hart,  whose  spirited  bust  of  Henxt 
Clav  baa  elicited  so  much  approbation,  is  engaged  upon  a  bust  of  our  neighbor  Horacs 
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GmsKLBT,  which,  u  ikr  m  it  has  advtnced,  is  positively  faultless.  ...  *  I  orbati.t 
admin,'  writes  a  Southern  correspondent, ' yonr  *8t.  Leger  Paper**  That  narratiTe 
is  surely  from  real  life.  The  style  is  easy  and  natoral ;  the  incidents  such  as  one  sees 
must  have  occurred  under  the  circumstances  mentioned ;  and  there  is  a  minuteness  of 
seene  and  character-painting,  which  it  is  easy  to  perceive  is  from  the  hand  of  one 
who  depicts  what  he  sees,  and  describes  what  he  feeU.  Such  writers  can  never 
lack  readers  to  see  and  feel  with  them.'  ...  *  Thk  noble  *  Lines  to  a  ScuU' 
writes  an  obliging  correspondent, '  in  your  February  number,  fint  appeared  in  an  Eng- 
lish provincial  paper,  the  *Maneh€9ter  Exchange  Herald^*  and  after  much  dilute,  - 
have  been  universally  ascribed  to  Dr.  Bowrino,  although  not  acknowledged  by 
him.'  ...  A  LAROi  number  of  communications,  in  prose  and  verse,  received  since 
our  last,  will  be  more  particularly  noticed  hereafter.  The  following,  among  others  in- 
tended for  the  present  number,  will  appear  m  our  next :  *  The  Reformer's  Vision  f 
*  Song,'  by  Z.  BAnTOif  Stout,  Esq. ;  <  Mignon's  Song  f  and  *  The  Lost  One.' 


Pass  TaatkTKK :— AvoiriTA  and  ths  BAU.ST..~Th«  spirit  of '  the  Danee*  has  reipied  trimn- 
phwit  at  this  hoitae  during  th«  past  month.  Th«  charminf  'Giselle'  has  fully  captivated  the  lovers 
of  the  ballet,  through  the  graceful  witcheries  of  the  sylph  Augusta.  *  La  GistlU'  is  a  perfect  little 
gem ;  with  a  fkiry  legend  for  the  denouement  of  a  romantic  story  of  disappointed  love  ;  with  masic 
so  appropriate,  and  so  deliciOely  imbued  with  the  genius  of  the  scene,  that  its  representation  seemed 
Uke  an  enchanting  dream  of  the  sptritpland,  fWf,  far  away  from  the  gross  realities  of  this  corporeal 
life.  Hacknied  as  we  are  in  all  things  theatrical,  be  they  tragedy,  comedy,  meio-drama,  spectacle, 
ballet,  or  farce,  and  cold-blooded  in  temperament,  with  no  more  poetry  in  our  matter«of-f«ct  compo* 
sition  than  there  is  in  a  commercial  price-current,  or  a  treatise  on  conic  sections,  we  can  hardly 
resist  an  inclination  to  rhapsodize  most  enthusiastically  in  exaltation  of  'La  Giselle,'  as  embodied, 
or  rather  shadowed  forth,  (for  there  is  nothing  corporeal  about  it,)  by  the  fairy-like  Augusta  !  We 
earn  not  for  the  Taolionxs,  Che  Rf.iJW.asa,  the  Gusxs.  They  are  wonderful,  no  doubt ;  charm- 
ing to  behold^entnmclng  to  remember ;  but  they  are  things  of  substance ;  they  are  of  the  earth, 
earthy ;  they  have  a  local  habitation  ;  they  eat  and  drink,  laugh  and  cry ;  are  subject  to  the  ills  of 
life ;  liable  to  head-aches,  and  sprained  ankles;  sensible  to  changes  of  weather ;  influenced  by  Lon- 
don porter,  and  under  obligations  to  hair^dressers,  modistes,  and  the  property-man  of  the  theatre. 
Bnc  our  sylph  Augusta  I  -.-who  that  has  seen  her  when,  at  the  beck  of  the  Queen  of  the  Willies, 
•be  join»  that  ma«y  throng  of  fairy  q>riles,  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  cross  that  marks  the  tomb  of 
the  dead  '  Giselle,'  ever  for  a  moment  harbored  the  thought  that  she  was  other  than  the  disembodied 
spirit  of  that  love-lorn  maid  f  Was  there  a  particle  of  any  one  of  the  attributes  of  this  dull  earth 
about  her  f  As  thoroughly  transformed,  as  completely  the  being  of  a  new  clement,  as  the  butterfly 
newly  escaped  fkvrn  its  chrysalis!  She  rested  upon  the  ground  at  times,  'tis  true,  subduing,  as  it 
would  seem,  her  ethereal  influences  only  for  the  convenience  of  her  less  spiritual  companions. 
Her  element  is  the  air ;  and  she  seems  to  soar  tkrwigk^  not  bound  into  it  Her  feet  touch  the  earth 
in  gentle  patterings,  as  the  rain  in  the  mild  spring-time  drops  upon  the  broad  leaves  of  spreading 
trees;  or  lightly  descending  upon  some  green  mound,  she  rests  there,  like  some  spirit-cloud  upon 
the  bosom  of  a  mountain.  Who  ever  heard  of  a  spirit  dancing?  Motes,  they  say, '  dance  in  the  sun- 
beams;' spirits /eet  in  the  air;  and  so  floaU  the  spirit  of  'Giselle;*  borne  up  as  it  were  by  iu  own 
ethereal  essence,  or  attracted  heavenward  by  some  celestial  magnetism.  How  exquisitely  is  the 
nmembrance'of  her  earthly  passion  displayed  in  her  efforts  to  save  her  sorrowing  lover  from  the 
Iktal  daace  of  the  Willies  I  -«  how  sad  the  gentle  dellpaoy  of  her  last  farewell !  In  short,  without  a 
word  of  rhapsody,  bow  like  a  pleasant  dream  is  the  whole  of  that  second  act  of  'Giselle!'  The 
pantomime  acting  of  Augusta,  throughout  this  bijou  of  a  ballet,  was  just  truth  iuelf.  The  old 
adi^  that  'actions  speak  louder  than  words'  was  in  a  peculiar  sense  verified  by  our  Queen  of  Pan- 
bmtime.  Every  movement  of  her  graceAil  person,  every  glance  of  her  eye,  every  lineament  of  her 
expressive  face  uttered  language  as  eloquent  as  ever  the.  musical  voice  of  sweet  Exj.Bif  Trsi 
delivered.  M'Ue.  Augusta  was  well  supported  by  Miss  Inxk,  as  '  Queen  of  the  Willies,'  and  her 
two  attendants,  ami  indeed  by  the  entire  corps-de-ballet.  Mr.  Fabdeiucks  was  quite  effective  as 
*MbreUk,*  nad  Mr.  Pabslob,  as  '  JHUrion,*  ftcquitted  himself  most  creditably.    There  caanot  be 
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!••  Ugk  praiM  lM«tow6d  upon  the  muaic  of  *La  Glwlle.'  Erary  note  teem*  to  heve  iti  peenliar 
boerinf  npm  the  eeooe  an  it  advaaeai ;  more  apt,  or  moie  eharaeterfotie  of  the  ipbit  of  the  etory,  it 
oMld  not  be ;  Ibr  it  aeema  written  fbr  the  eeane  ooncenting  which  it  no  eloquently  diaeonrMt.  On 
the  retnrn  of  ITlle.  AuouarA,  it  ia  hoped  the  may  again  delight  her  world  of  adnirera  by  the  pro* 
dttetian  of  aome  other  ballet,  eqnal  (if  that  be  poaaible,)  to  the  renowned  *  Giselle.*  c. 


LmmABY  Rxoosn.— One  of  the  ▼ety  pleasanteai  booka  of  the  aeaaon  ia THACKBnAY^  *iKplaa  ^ 
«  jMmcf /nam  CenOtS  la  QrmU  Omin,'  juat  pobliahed  by  Metera.  Wiur  and  PvntAJi,  and 

I  Ibraiiiqg  the  fifty-eighth  iaane  of  their  *  eboiee'  Library.  The  anthor  onnaea  hit  render  to  aee  ex- 
actly what  Aa  aeea ;  for  being  an  artist,  he  petnta  to  the  eye  with  hia  pen  aa  eon4»letely  aa  if  he 
were  deplctaog  a  scene  or  character  with  his  penciL  Moreover,  be  ia  the  best  of  good-natnred  com* 
^fnifl^"f,  overflowing  wilh  wit  and  hoflMr,  and  reminding  one  eontinnally  of  the  *  American  in  Paris.' 
We  rqoiee  that  our  friend  Putmam  '  ia  on  the  ground'  in  the  heart  of  the  book-market  of  Britain,  to 
aend  hither  fbr  the  '  Library'  the  earliest  and  beat  litemiy  edibles  of  the  day.  A  weH-deaerred  com- 
pliment  is  paid  by  the '  Wallung  Gentleman.'  in  preceding  pagea,  to  the  selections  in  this  aeriea,  the 
laat  of  which  embraces  the  poetical  works  of  Kxats.  •  .  .  Wn  have  only  apace  to  commend  to 
gooeral  pamsal  a  pamphlet  recently  pnbtiahed  by  Dr.  Johw  H.  Ouboom,  ou  '  Tk*  Smrilarp  Olmrfi- 
taam  a/  tkt  LaUrw^  P^pmUtUm  if  JVaw-rerik.  witA  amgguHtma  fmr  iU  iHipravaaMat'  b  ia  AiU  of 
aooad  and  benevolent  vtewa,  urged  with  force  and  directneaa,  and  claima  the  heedAil  atlentioM  of 
all  who  have  at  heart  the  eonditiott  of  the  most  uselU  daaaee  of  onr  eitiMua. .  .  •  Wb  have  from 
Memra.  Cab^  and  Hart,  Philadelphia,  the '  MiaeeUmiMmu  Strmm •ftkt  ImU  R—.  Syrfnsy  8miik» 
complete  in  one  volume.  There  are  aome  fifty  discourses  in  all,  upon  a  great  variety  of  theoMs^  and 
all  distinguished  by  that  elearnem  of  reasoning  and  nervous  Saxon  English  for  which  the  eminent 
prelata  waa  so  remarkabte.  It  ia  a  volume  replete  with  wisdiMu,  conveyed  in  language  which  will 
cnuae  it  to  be  rsaMaiiarcd  by  the  reader.  .  .  .  The  last  volume  of  that  invaluable  series,  Spabki' 
'  Library  of  American  Biography,'  contains  the  '  Life  of  General  Chablbs  Lbb,  derived  from  his  own 

.original  papers,  ofllcial  correspondence,  etc. ;  and  the  *  Life  of  Joskph  Rbed,  of  Pennsylvania,'  also 
prepared  from  origiual  documents,  hitherto  unpublished.  A  portrait  of  Mr.  Rbbo,  on  steel,  and  ex- 
cellent tyj^ography  and  paper,  are  the  external  characteristics  of  the  volume,  which  reaches  us  ttcm 
the  prem  of  Nesara.  Littlb  and  Bbown,  Boston.  .  .  .  Wa  have  received,  and  shall  take  future 
occasion  to  notice  more  at  large,  the '  O^rretpoiidenee  •f  Mr,  Rmlpk  luurdy  0fS9uth  CareKaa,'  from 
the  year  1774  to  1804,  with  a  brief  memoir.  We  are  indebted  for  the  volume  to  Mrs.  Anns  Ixabo 
DxAt,  a  dnnghter  of  the  distinguished  subject,  ^ho  has  performed  not  only  a  filial  duty,  but  an  ae* 
ceptaMe  aervice  to  our  country's  Jiistory,  In  giving  this  correspondence  to  the  world. .  .  .  Akono 
the  late  publications  of  Messrs.  Haxfbb  and  BBOTHBxa  are  the  firat  of  two  volumea,  containing 
SiTB'a  *  ffamJUriHg  Jag,*  a  new  and  elegant  translation.  proAisely  Illustrated  by  the  muet  eminent 
artlau  of  Paris ;  *  A  Sfstem  of  LefiCt  AaNednattva  and  /Mnctivs  ;*  being  a  corrected  view  of  evi- 
dence and  the  methods  of  scientific  investigation,  by  John  Stuaut  Mxllb;  and  a '  JVcmair  a/  lAa 
lata  .dirxmulsr  Prmtd/U^  D.  iX,'  with  selections  firom  his  diary  and  correspondence,  and  recollec- 
tiona  of  hia  lilb,  etc.,  by  his  own  son.  To  the  first  two  of  these  publications  we  shall  hereafter  more 
pnrtieolarly  adverL  .  .  .  Among  the  new  and  original  undertakings  of  the  metropolitan  pram  is  a 
journal  entitled  *  Tkt  Bmnktrt*  WuUjf  (Hreutmr  amd  StaHatiud  Jteesrd,*  It  ia  published  week^ 
under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  J.  Smith  Homams  and  Mr.  Edwin  Williams  ;  the  latter  well  known 
ior  his  *  facts  and  figures.*  This  Journal  comprises,  In  a  neat  quarto  sheet  of  sixteen  pages,  a  full 
view  of  the  banks  of  the  whole  Union )  their  names,  capitals,  oflieera,  etc. ;  together  with  coplooa 
atatiatica  of  their  condition  aeverally,  and  of  the  financea  of  the  individual  states,  hiatory  of  Euro- 
pean banking  institntiona,  etc.,  and  other  valuable  matters  relating  to  banks  and  finance,  which 
tender  thia  periodical  a  moat  desirable  aoceasion  to  the  records  of  the  banker,  the  desk  of  the  mer- 
chant, and  to  the  table  of  the  capitalist  and  statesman.  The  *  Circular'  is  published  weekly  at  Nou  1 
Sprace-atreet,  at  three  dollars  per  annum. .  .  .  Obbblbt  and  McEulith's  '  FTmtr^  Librmrp 
md  MomtUf  JamnuU  9f  Jfriadhtre*  for  February  ia  «  very  ftill  and  varlooa  number.  Among  ita 
neeftil  pspers  is  one  upon  the  *  aystom'  by  which  M  Gvbnon  dlceovera,  from  external  marks,  pre- 
eiaely  how  much  milk  any  'giten  cow'  will  give.  Engravings  are  preaented  of  eight  cowa,  with 
their  qualities  indicated  in  such  a  manner  that,  reasoning  d  poHtrUri,  the  required  result  may  be 
satisfoctorily  arrived  at  They  have  much  the  appearance,  arranged  in  their  various  *  orders,'  of  a 
small  ruminating  procesaion  of  animal  'Masons,'  or  'Odd-Fellows,'  with  their  several  badgea,  for 
aoaw  caoae  or  other,  worn  in  *  a  revene  poaition.'    The  Pint  Grand  Miatraaa  sporta  a  hiaroglyphi* 
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eal  apron  to  large  that  the  haa  iiardly  room  to  awiaf  her  taiL  •  •  •  A  tbbt  beantif84f-pri«ted 
Tolume  haa  juat  been  publuhed  by  If  knts  and  RorouDT,  Philadelpbia,  cootaiiiiaff  fottrtaen  aelodad 

*  Sermons  fry  OcMya  fT.  Btiktau,'  miniater  of  the  Third  Relbmied  Dutcb  Chureh,  Philadelikhi^ 
The  volume  will  eikit  farther  notice  in  a  anbaequent  iaaue.  It  may  be  had  in  New>York  of  Baxtoii 
AMD  MiLKa,  RoBBnT  CjjiTSB,  and  F.  CoLun. «  •  •  Wb  would  caU  public  attention  to  the 
ndvertiteflMot  of  '  M»rri§*  NaiunuU  Frut^*  at  the  doae  of  the  present  number.  *  The  Brigadier/ 
In  the  fair  white  pafea  of  his  eapaciotta  and  well-filled  fblio,  ia  laboring  for  the  good  of  hia  readers  aa 
he  used  to  do  in  hia  old '  Mirror,'  so  many  years  ago,  and  for  so  many  of  them.  We  are  glad  to  sea 
tbat  onr  old  ftiead  and  contemporary  la  ofory  where  weloomed  with  eoidllHty,  and  to  hmt  that  he 
ia  reaping  the  reward  of  hia  ezeitions  in  Hberal  aubaeripttona.  *Tbe  General*  la  beeonaing  a  litlie 
eorpnleat  Jnst  now,  b«t  wo  would  n*t  have  bla '  shadow'  any '  leaa*  for  the  world !    May  ho  and  his 

*  Pram*  proaper  aa  they  deaerve  to  do  I  •  >  •  Two  of  the  moat  latereeting  and  valuable  recent  issaea 
tnm  the  Measra.  Am.vro2f'a  preaa,  are  *  Ontsot**  IlisCary  a/  tAa  Enghak  JlaoeMim  a/  1640/  and 
Abkoxj>'8  *  IVrsi  and  Sacmid  L^tlm  Jaefc.*  The  firat  we  may  Uke  another  oecaakm  more  particnlar- 
ly  to  notice ;  the  aecond  ia  too  well  known  to  require  a  word  of  eommendation'  at  onr  handa.  •  •  •  Tu 
HABrus  have  published  the  first  of  Ibur  large  volnmea,  (reduced  price,  six  dollars,)  eontuning 
*DmigkC9  7%aels|gy,'  a  lent-book  In  nmat  colleges  at  honw  and  abroad,  and  prooonncod '  the  best 
ayatam  for  Ihmiliea.'  A  portrait  of  the  author  ambelliahea  the  first  volume.  •  •  •  Mbssm.  GnsBLsr 
Airo  McKmatr  have  pebliahed.  In  a  very  large  and  beantlAU  volume,  *  lyitrmeWa  CfmrimiHeg  tf 
JUtarntwe,*  with  a  fine  ateel  portrait  of  the  author.  This  is  a  work  too  well  known  to  require  speci- 
fia  oiitioiaBs.  Porhaps  there  ia  not  in  the  world  another  votanm  which  combinea  ao  much  and  ntk 
vuffiMU  infi>rmation  coneendng  anihora  and  their  produetkma  as  tbla  one  of  D'lanaSLi. 


VAjmmtmorw  at  'Old  Datjmr.'— IU.  GsonoK  \AHnmsuorw  haa  been  playing  during  the 
paat  month  at  the  Park  Theatre.  This  gentleman  waa  regarded  on  hia  first  appearance  in  this 
country  aa  one  of  the  most  promising  actors  that  Britain  Ma  sent  over  for  many  a  day.  At  the  aama 
time  there  waa  a  degree  of  finish  about  hia  performances,  and  a  free  familiarity  with  the  buainem  of 
the  stage,  that  appeared  the  effect  of  old  acquaintanceship  with  the  actor's  difflcult  arL  Oa  his  re- 
turn to  America  from  his  recent  honrnward  tour,  we  were  surprised  to  find  how  rapidly  he  ia  advnncing 
to  the  higheat  rank  aa  a  chaste,  natural  and  vigorous  illustrator  of  the  great  Eagliah  draamtista.  His 
production  of  '  Antigone,*  a  year  or  so  since,  gave  the  public  an  opportunity  of  admiring  hia  power  ia 
the  stately,  elevated,  but  colder  graces  of  the  more  artificial  claaaic  tragedy  of  antiquity.  At  that 
time  we  were  inclined  to  rate  him  aa  the  worthiest  aucceasor  to  his  talented  father,  and  in  hiafother'a 
peculiar,  lofty  style.  The  same  dignity  and  m^eatic  pomp  of  sentiment  that  charmed  us  in  the 
'  Coriolanus'  of  the  latter,  pleased  us  and  compelled  our  applause  in  the  '  Croon'  of  the  yoongar  can- 
didate for  &vor.  We  now  disaent  however  from  our  former  eatimation  of  Mr.  Gaonan  VAKintir- 
BOFF'a  abilities,  and  are  decidedly  of  opinion  that  his  strength  lies  in  comedy.  His  peraonation  of 
*  Benedick,' '  Mereutio,'  and  '  Yonng  Mirabel,'  confirms  us  in  this  faith.  For  all  the  light  and  airy 
eleganciea  of  thia  dars  of  characters  he  seems  to  ua  eminently  qualified.  A  correapoodent  in  Boaion, 
whoae  judgment  jumps  with  ours,  writes  us  that  Mr.  VANDBnBorr  haa  recently  been  gratifying  the 
denisens  of  those  oriental  regiona,  onr  respected  '  Far-downers,'  with  a  series  of  SHAKSFXniAil 
readings.  He  tells  us  too  that  his  comic  readings  were  especially  falicitoua ;  that  hia  *  Dogberry,' 
'Snug,  the  Joiner,'  *  Falstaff.'  and  bully  '  Bottom,'  were  dOno  to  the  life.  Fully  concurring  with  onr 
Boaion  friend  in  hia  opinion  of  Mr.  VAifi»KiiHorT*8  conic  anperiority,  we  would  candidly  adviae  him 
to  give  himaelf  to  this  department  of  his  noble  art.  He  haa  it  in  him,  but  not  without  aindy ;  noi 
without  time  and  renewed  aasidui^ ;  to  nmlLe  us  less  lament  the  gap  which  Cbaslks  Kwbx.b  haa 
leA  in  the  genuine  comedy  of  our  Fntherland.  We  trnst  he  auy  yet  do  much  toward  reviving  the 
atnunch  old  Engliah  oomediea  at  onr '  Old  Drnry.'  There  are  at  the  Park  Theatre  a  Ibw,  bat  alas  I 
anif  a  few  of  the  elemenla  of  argood  company  of  comedians,  ^  aaairt  him  in  this  commendable  woriu 
We  have  Mrs.  Vsutoir,  a  boat  indeed  in  herself,  an  actress  unequalled  in  her  line  in  Americn.  Mn. 
Abbott  and  Mra.  BLAiro^for  the  ladies ;  andfbr  ooaic  old  smb.  there  is  Mr.  Ban,  arkh,  racy  actor, 
of  the  old  aehool,and  one  of  the  very  best  on  onr  boarda;  Fubxb,  AiroBBwaand  BaBnxrr.in  maBy 
ports  unequalled ;  with  othara  mora  or  leaa  raqpectabla.  It  would  be  a  strong  argnmant  in  favor  of 
the  good  tnsto  of  thia  community  to  see  them  crowdii^  to  witnem  the  repreaenUtion  of  aneb  of  the 
atorling  old  comediee  aa  might,  with  theae  nida,  be  revived  under  the  carefid  anporiatoBdnnen  of 
Mr.  VAUBBiniorr. 
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A    GLIMPSE    INTO     FAIRY    LAND. 


Pvox.  How  now,  tpirlt  I  whither  waoder  you  7 
PAt/it.  OTor  hill,  orrvt  dale. 

Thorough  bash,  thonnas)^  hilar, 

Ororpark.  over  pkle^ 

Thorough  flood,  thorouf  h  Are, 

I  de  wander  every  where, 

Swlfker  than  the  moone'e  sphere ; 

And  I  lerve  the  fairy  qaeen. 

To  dew  her  orbe  vponthe  sreen.  MiDBOiiif«m.NxaHTB  Dmak. 


Oh  !  shining  water !  gem  of  the  mountain,  lake  of  the  sunny  isles ! 
how  beautij^l  thou  art ! — beautiful  in  early  mom,  when  the  rolling 
mist  in  floating  waves  of  silvery  whiteness  covers  thy  hill  tops; 
beautiful  at  noon,  when  thy  rippling  waters  dance  in  the  glad  sun- 
shine, and  every  little  cove  and  islet  is  surrounded  by  a  jeweled 
diadem  !  Lie  down  on  that  mossy  bank,  soft  as  eider ;  observe  the 
mine  of  beauty  that  spreads  beyond ;  look  on  those  three  rocky 
promontories ;  each  one  as  it  recedes  pushes  farther  and  bolder  out 
mto  the  blue  water.  As  the  sight  varies,  see  the  changing  pictures ; 
one  moment  in  shade,  they  present  a  mass  and  depth  of  loiiage  that 
looks  almost  entire ;  at  their  sides  the  lake  is  smooth  and  dark  as  a 
floor  of  polished  jasper ;  cast  your  eye  on  the  tiny  bay  between ; 
every  pebble  and  old  log  is  visible  beneath  the  transparent  crystal ; 
and  how  measured,  musical  and  graceflil  the  mimic  surf,  as  it  rolls 
up  on  the  crescent  of  yellow  sand  with  a  coy  yet  frolicsome  caress  I 
the  next,  radiant  in  light,  every  tree  stands  apart  in  its  peculiar 
beauty;  the  flexile  white  cedar  bends  over  the  rocks  until  its 
branches  mix  with  the  gay  mosses  that  paint  their  sides ;  immedi- 
ately beneath,  the  green  water  changes  like  sparkling  emeralds,  and 
shades  off  into  various  bright  hues»  like  the  back  of  a  dying  dolphin. 
The  crests  of  the  waves  that  dance  up  the  cove  are  followed  by  long 
lines  of  golden  light,  outside  of  whicn  others  flash,  twist  and  twine 
with  the  celerity  of  serpents  into  every  possible  sinuosity ;  then,  as 
if  spent  with  contest,  they  lie  quiet  and  still  until  their  brightness 
is  lost  in  the  sapphire  blue  of  the  deepened  water.     And  at  eve, 
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how  boly,  how  religiously  beautiful,  the  summits  of  the  everlasting 
hillsy  hoary  with  age  and  softened  and  warmed  by  glowing  shades 
of  rose  and  purple  :  #ome  of  the  mountain  gorges  lie  almost  black 
in  their  deptn  of  shadow,  and  through  others  streams  a  thin  illumined 
mist,  that  stretches  like  a  lengthened  glory  to  the  very  water's  edge ; 
while  the  calm  lake,  tranquil  as  an  angel  of  peace,  reflects  every 
cloud  that  hoTers  and  every  object  of  beauty  that  decorates,  her 
shores. 

On  such  an  eve,  in  the  centre  of  the  lake,  I  sat  on  a  small  islet, 
so  wrapt  and  overwhelmed  by  feelings  of  praise,  poetry  and  prayer, 
that  I  had  gladly  seen  the  noisy  steamer  with  her  crowd  of  passen- 
gers hasten  by ;  and  thought,  as  I  preferred  moonlight  and  quiet- 
ness for  companions,  that  I  would  row  back  in  my  own  little  skifij 
which  I  had  attached  to  the  steam-boat  when  she  came  down  in  the 
morning,  for  the  purpose  of  carrying  me  to  convenient  points  for 
sketching.  O  thou  good  God  !  how  beautiful,  glorious  and  heavenly 
hast  thou  made  the  night;  what  holy  teachings  from  a  higher 
world  shine  through  its  thousand  eyes  of  love  !  Oh !  serene,  sanc- 
tifying Night !  hope  of  the  wearied,  friend  of  the  mourner,  consoler 
of  the  penitent ;  how  affecting,  purifying  and  exalting  are  thy  divine 
influences ! 

As  I  gazed,  my  whole  being  seemed  to  commune  with  the  change- 
less stars.  I  passed  the  dark  gulf  of  death,  and  rose  into  regions 
calm,  pure  ana  immortal ;  and  as  memoiy  glanced  back  at  the  world 
which  I  had  left,  my  soul  sang  a  solemn  silent  hymn  of  thanksgiving 
that  I  had  exchanged  sin,  suflering  and  commotion  for  heaven's  un- 
changine  eternal  peace.  An  abrupt  challenge  to  oid  Echo,  which 
roared  from  a  cannon  at  the  head  of  the  lake,  awakened  my  en- 
tranced spirit;  yet  the  ideal  had  so  completely  overpowered  the 
actual  that  it  required  a  strong  effort  to  recall  sensation.  I  drew  a 
long  breath,  and  it  was  with  a  saddened  feeling,  like  the  exhaustion 
of  one  whose  whole  being  has  commingled  with  the  full  flow  of 
music,  that  I  felt  returning  life  play  through  the  lung?  and  con- 
sciousness restored  to  the  mind.  The  sweet  soothing  night-breeze 
played  on  the  water ;  the  black  mountain  rose  like  a  giant  against 
the  star-lit  sky ;  as  if  resting  on  its  summit,  hung  the  bright  planet 
Mars,  that  cast  a  long  line  of  radiance  across  &e  otherwise  dark- 
ened lake.  As  I  had  a  long  row,  and  felt  somewhat  in  arrears  to 
father  Time,  I  rose  hastily  to  go  to  my  boat ;  but  somewhat  to  my 
surprise  and  disappointment,  I  found  that  she  had  drifted  off,  ana 
that  I  must  remam  on  my  present  circumscribed  dominion  until  the 
steamer  picked  me  up  in  the  morning.  This  however  was  no  great 
hardship,  as  I  had  spent  nights  in  the  open  air,  but  never  one  in  half 
such  a  delightful  place.  I  looked  for  the  splendid  planet  that  had 
appeared  like  a  sun  amid  the  lesser  lights ;  it  had  risen  higher  in 
the  heavens,  but  the  clouds  on  the  black  mountain  were  breaking, 
white,  ^Iden  and  fleecy,  from  out  of  which  ascended  the  full  moon, 
showering  on  every  height  her  light  of  love.  As  she  rose  in  the 
concave  a  flood  of  effulgent  silver  poured  down  on  mountain,  lake 
and  islet ;  here  and  there  the  water  lay  still  as  a  polished  mirror. 
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while  in  others,  touched  by  a  light  breeze,  i^  tamed  up  a  thouaand 
tiny  ripples,  that  glittered  in  the  moonlight. 

1  took  a  survey  of  the  little  island :  the  body  was  aa  entire  rock 
of  abrupt  and  fanciful  outline,  to  the  sides  of  which  the  water  came 
deep  and  clear ;  one  end  composed  of  sand  and  large  pebbles  soft- 
ened down  to  the  water's  level,  on  which  were  scattered  dwarf  ce- 
dars interspersed  with  golden-iods,  lobelias,  Indian  posies  and  other 
wild  flowers.  On  the  outer  ledges  of  the  rock,  wherever  they  could 
thrust  a  root,  and  for  some  distance  in,  grew  cedars,  white  birch, 
sugar-maples  a^nid  hemlocks,  through  the  flexible  branches  of  which 
rained  a  shower  of  silvej  light.  In  the  centre  was  an  open  space, 
covered  with  green  short  turf^  as  smooth  as  a  carefiiUy-cut  and 
rolled  lawn.  Toward  midnight  I  began  to  feel  somewhat  weary, 
and  thought  that  I  would  make  a  bed  in  the  true  hunter's  style  :  se- 
lecting a  spot  on  the  edge  of  the  green  beneath  the  shade  of  a  fine 
maple,  I  drew  my  knife  from  my  pocket  and  cut  from  the  white  ce- 
dar four  strong  sticks,  forked  at  one  end,  which  I  drov«  into  the 
ground  in  the  manner  of  bed-posts,  with  the  crotches  upward,  on 
which  lengthwise  were  placed  two  poles,  and  across  these  laid  sof^ 
even  branches  of  the  same  fragrant  cedar.  I  would  not  have  ex- 
changed the  pure  air,  die  glorious  sky,  and  luxurious  woodland 
couch  for  the  best  bed  in  a  kmg's  palace  ;  and  I  expended  consider- 
able compassion  on  the  stifled  wights  pent  up  in  cities,  and  thought 
what  a  pity  it  was  that  only  one  pair  of  eyes  drank  delight  from  all 
this  beauty ;  when  I  discovered  an  agile  figure  moving  lightly  be- 
tween the  opposite  trees,  seemingly  looking  for  some  one,  from  the 
manner  in  which  his  eyes  searched  all  directions  :  he  stepped  into 
the  circle  and  carefully  surveyed  it,  but  the  depth  of  shadow  had 
apparently  concealed  me  from  his  observation ;  while  as  he  stood 
in  bright  moonlight,  I  had  full  time  to  examine  him  at  my,  leisure, 
and  well  and  truly  he  re]paid  the  scrutiny. 

He  might  have  been  a  trifle  but  certainly  very  little  over  four  feet 
in  height,  and  though  so  small,  in  his  figure  were  combined  the  pliant 
grace  of  youth  with  the  composed  dignity  of  paanhood ;  his  hand- 
somely-cut features  were  rather  sharp,  and  wore  the  expression  of 
one  who  has  seen  all  sides  of  the  world,  and  though  scorning  cheat- 
ery  and  keen  in  its  detection,  had  much  rather  laugh  at  than  abuse 
mankind :  the  finp  lip  and  frank  cordial  eyes  inspired  respect  and 
confidence.  In  fact,  he  was  such  a  handsome,  generous,  oflf-hand, 
free-looking  little  fellow,  that  my  heart  went  round  him  at  first  sight. 
Yet  was  there  something  in  his  satirical,  fun-loving  glance  that  re- 
minded me  of  my  impish  travelling  friend.  His  dress  was  still 
more  extraordinary  than  his  appearance,  and  admirably  suited  his 
person ;  he  had  on  leggings  and  hunting-shirt  made  from  shining 
box  leaves,  each  laid  over  the  other  in  regular  scalloped  rows,  after 
the  manner  of  plate-armor,  trimly  belted  round  the  waist  with  mer- 
cury vine,  and  moccasins  of  bright  snake-skins,  vnth  a  smart  hussar 
cap  of  green  chestnut  burrs ;  in  his  hand  he  carried  what  seemed 
to  be  a  long  rush,  from  which  hung  a  tassel  of  seeds,  each  ooie  of 
which  looked  like  a  small  emeraH.    He  walked  away  round  the 
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circle,  peering  between  trees  and  bnshes ;  when  he  neared  me  I 
tried  to  look  as  if  in  a  quiet  slumber ;  hearing  him  pass  I  thought 
that  the  shadow  had  hidden  me  from  his  sight ;  when  he  turned 
back,  burst  into  a  hilarious  laugh,  saying,  <  Ah,  ah,  my  gay  fellow ! 
so  you  thought  your  sham  sleep  had  caught  me  napping  ?'  '  I  am 
sure  if  it  had,'  replied  I,  rising,  '  that  I  should  have  been  a  great 
loser ;  that  is,  if  you  deign  to  favor  me  with  your  company  T  '  That 
is  what  I  proposed,  or  raSier  that  you  would  become  mine  for  a  short 
space  of  time/  returned  he,  as  he  measured  me  from  head  to  foot 
with  a  quizzical  eye,  and  a  smile,  which  he  evidently  endeavored  to 
repress,  played  round  his  mouth.  Then  my  suspicions  flashed  into 
certainty,  and  I  exclaimed :  '  I  rather  think  that  I  have  had  a  former 
proof  of  your  companionable  powers,  and  also  a  recollection  of 
some  accompanying  advice.' 

He  drew  himself  up,  and  the  little  being  actually  looked  noble 
and  dignified,  as  he  replied :  '  That  was  a  proof  of  yourself,  not  of 
me  ;  I  have  always  liked  you  from  a  child,  since  I  first  stood  your 
friend,  and  wished  personally  to  prove  your  nerve,  discretion  and 
self-command.  You  now  see  me  in  my  proper  person.  You  have 
had  an  afiection  and  &ith  in  us  far  beyond  the  ordinary  race  of 
mortals ;  and  as  love  unlocks  all  secrets,  I  propose  to  initiate  you 
into  some  of  ours,  and  show  you  that  we  fairies  are  something  more 
than  the  light,  tricksome,  fiintastical  creatures  of  fancy ;  and  that 
we  have  our  part  assigned  in  the  universe  as  well  as  man.  You 
see  that  huge  earth-giant,'  said  he,  pointing  toward  the  black  moun- 
tain. I  nodded.  *  That  is  our  particular  dominion ;  the  surface  is 
undisturbed  by  the  foot  of  man,  but  the  interior  is  crowded  by  busy 
inhabitants,  if  you  wish,  I  will  introduce  you  there,  and  unveil  to 
your  eye  and  understanding  mysteries  that  human  beings,  even  in 
the  older  countries,  have  scarcely  caught  a  glimpse  of 

*  Right  gladly  !'  replied  I,  giving  him  my  hand,  which  he  received 
¥rith  a  slight  smile,  and  a  fi:iendly  pressure;  *  right  gladly;  and  my 
impatience  will  turn  every  minute  into  an  hour  until  I  arrive  there.' 

As  I  ceased  speaking,  several  winged  thistle-seeds  wafbed  by; 
my  companion  waved  his  rush-wand  three  times,  and  at  each  wave 
pronounced  a  word  from  some  unknown  tongue ;  when  a  couple  of 
the  seeds  changed  into  a  pair  of  magnificent  coal-black  coursers, 
with  long  dashmg  manes  and  tails ;  their  hoofs  seemed  to  be  one 
solid  diamond,  and  every  time  they  breathed  a  phosphoric  light 
played  from  their  mouths  and  nostrils.  'Mount!'  said  he,  as  he 
sprang  on  the  back  of  one ;  '  wreathe  your  hand  in  the  mane  and 
fellow !' 

I  obeyed,  and  we  sped  through  space  with  the  steadiness  and 
precision  of  a  well-aimed  arrow.  In  a  second  we  alighted  on  the 
ruffged  rock-piled  summit  of  the  black  mountain.  '  Here,'  said  my 
guide,  let  us  pause  for  one  moment  while  I  give  you  some  directions 
diat  are  necessary  for  you  to  remember.  In  the  first  place,  who- 
ever and  whatever  you  see,  speak  to  no  one  but  me ;  and  in  the 
second,  touch  not  any  unknown  substance  nor  working  implements, 
|br  they  might  possess  occult  qualities  that  would  not  exactly  agree 
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^th  ilesh  and  blood.  I  will  also  explain  to  you  my  rank  and  con- 
trol :  since  the  days  of  the  Preadamites,  when  our  people  were 
first  created,  I  have,  under  the  sanction  of  our  king  and  queen,  held 
through  this  western  world  regal  authority  over  all  our  different 
species.  My  name,  (for  among  persons  who  have  known  each 
other  so  long  titles  would  be  useless,)  is  Trezaltun  ;  and  now  I 
will  first  make  you  acquainted  with  the  denizens  of  the  mountain, 
for  we  are  composed  of  several  races,  each  widely  different  firom 
the  other  in  occupation  and  appearance.' 

He  tapped  on  the  face  of  a  huge  rock  that  stretched  along  the 
side  of  the  mountain  like  a  mural  fortress,  when  it  slid  back  on  each 
side  and  discovered  a  large  cavern  glittering  with  spar.  '  When 
we  enter,  the  door  will  close,  and  it  will  be  quite  dark,  but  follow 
this  talisman,'  said  he,  touching  the  emerald  tassels,  '  and  it  will 
guide  you  safely.*  We  entered,  and  the  doors  that  had  opened  to 
the  exterior  so  quietly,  shut  and  reverberated  like  thunder.  I  easily 
followed  the  sparkling  beads,  and  afler  we  had  walked  quickly  for 
some  time,  evidently  on  a  descent,  there  appeared  a  faint  glimmer 
of  white  light,  that  gradually  increased  until  the  black  sides  of  the 
cavern  were  silvered  by  what  I  thought  a  brilliant  moonlight ;  but 
as  we  advanced  it  became  yellower  and  brighter,  until  we  arrived 
at  a  broad  open  space,  where  a  large  fire  was  burning.  Nearly 
blinded  by  the  excess  of  light,  I  could  scarcely  see,  when  Trezal- 
yun  drew  me  back,  crying,  *  Beware  of  those  iron  rods !'  I  looked 
down  and  saw  what  appeared  rail-road  tracks ;  '  Take  care  of  those,' 
said  he ;  '  their  slightest  touch  would  annihilate  an  Earth-made ! 
they  are  galvanic  rods  strongly  charged  from  the  centre  of  the  uni- 
verse.' After  this  I  carefully  picked  my  steps,  until  we  were  half- 
way across  the  space,  which  was  probably  a  mile  in  extent.  '  Here,' 
said  my  guide,  *  we  will  rest,  that  you  may  observe  at  your  leisure. 
You  must  know  that!  possess  the  power  of  passing  invisibly  through 
every  part  of  our  dominions,  which  I  have  also  extended  to  you 
during  our  present  companionship,  that  you  might  the  more  readily 
satisfy  your  curiosity,  and  at  the  same  time  that  our  people  might 
not  be  aware  of  your  near  neighborhood.' 

I  looked  round,  and  a  truly  animated  scene  presented  itself.  An 
immense  cavern,  filled  with  busy  minora ;  broad,  brawny,  ruddy,  full- 
fiiced,  laughing  little  fellows,  were  busy  in  every  direction ;  and 
whether  they  worked  or  talked  the  most,  it  was  impossible  to  decide, 
for  tongue  and  hands  were  equally  industrious.  What  with  the 
lights  in  their  caps  and  the  life  in  their  faces  they  were  the  merriest 
and  most  alert-looking  little  beings  that  my  eyes  had  ever  rested  on. 

*  A  brave  set  of  miners !'  exclaimed  I,  *  and  right  jolly  dogs  withal !' 

•  They  are  not  exactly  miners,'  said  Trezalyun ;  *  we  will  walk  nearer 
that  you  may  see  their  occupations.  You  must  know,'  continued 
he,  *  that  the  interior  of  this  globe  once  consisted  of  only  two  mate- 
rials, and  that  the  untiring  industry  of  those  little  beings,  who  are 
called  Waaths,  in  mixing  and  remixing  those  substances,  with  the 
application  of  central  electro-magnetism,  has  effected  all  the  various 
changes  that  you  Earth-mades  call  stratas  and  minerals.    But  draw 
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nearer;  see,  they  are  about  to  make  a  vein  of  your  worshipped 
ore.'  He  pointed  to  the  sides  of  the  cayem,  which  I  obserrea  was 
porphyry,  through  which  ran  a  wide  irregular  crack  lengthwise, 
with  numerous  small  ones  branching  out  mm  it ;  these  were  filled 
with  what  looked  like  yellow  clay,  several  baskets  of  which  stood 
around.  '  There,'  said  my  friend, '  observe  those  who  apply  the  rod ; 
they  are  called  Aucipo,  and  are  fairer  and  smaller  and  of  a  difierent 
race  from  the  others.  They  have  charge  of  the  axis  upon  which 
the  world  turns,  and  of  those  rods  which  are  conducted  from  it ; 
they  determine  what  degree  can  be  abstracted  from  the  central 
power  without  interfering  with  what  you  call  the  '  law  of  nature.' ' 

By  this  time  they  had  applied  a  rod  to  each  end  of  the  clay ;  and 
scarcely  had  they  come  in  contact,  when  it  was  instantly  transmuted 
into  a  vein  of  the  purest  and  finest  gold.  '  There  is  more  of  that 
yellow  metal  in  this  mountain,'  ol^erved  Trezalyun,  '  than  the 
Spaniards  gained  by  the  conquest  of  all  Mexico ;  but  I  have  not 
shown  you  a  tithe  of  the  treasures  concealed  in  its  dark  depths.' 
As  we  walked,  I  saw  imbedded  in  spar  bright  branches  of  silver 
that  ran  in  all  directions.  '  We  may  as  well  take  a  light,'  said  my 
guide,  as  he  picked  up  a  torch,  and  turned  down  a  fissure  that  opened 
between  two  black  beetling  rocks.  As  we  proceeded  the  deep 
pass  grew  so  rugged,  precipitous,  forlorn  and  appalling,  that  it  ap- 
peared like  a  descent  to  Avemus ;  when,  on  tummg  a  sharp  angle, 
we  suddenly  came  in  front  of  an  immense  block  of  rock-crystal, 
which  Trezalyun  swung  back  and  displayed  a  brilliantly  illuminated 
grotto,  radiant  with  sparkling  gems.  '  This,'  said  he,  '  is  called 
Kdia*s  Grotto  ;  it  is  our  treasury  of  jewels.  Here  are  all  the  rarest 
that  have  been  collected  since  this  continent  was  first  peopled. 

I  could  readily  believe  him ;  for  diamonds,  ametnysts,  rubies, 
sapphires,  emeralds,  and  other  precious  stones,  covered  with  a  daz- 
zling brightness  roof,  sides  ana  floor ;  but  as  *  my  bewildered  eye 
glanced  round,  it  fell  on  an  object  that  surpassed  them  all.  On  a 
dirone  studded  with  turquoise,  sat,  or  rather  reclined,  a  beine  of 
celestial  beautv.  Her  figure,  though  small,  was  of  most  exquisite 
proportion  and  symmetry ;  poet  nor  painter  in  their  most  inspired 
dreams  ever  imagined  such  round,  taper  lithe  grace  of  outline ; 
such  finished  perfection  of  form.  On  ner  sweet  seraphic  pale  face 
there  was  a  strange  eloquence  of  beauty,  that  drank  the  life-blood 
from  my  heart.  My  whole  being  sank  in  worship  beneath  the  dark 
melancholy  loving  pleading  eyes.  Never  before  had  I  felt  the  joy, 
fullness,  glory,  ecstacy,  of  perfect  beauty ;  so  perfect,  that  I  uncon- 
sciously did  homage  to  heaven,  and  vehemently  exclaimed,  *  None 
but  the  Almiohty  could  so  have  endowed  a  creature  !'  Her  gar^ 
ments  seemed  like  woven  mist,  beneath  which  peeped  out  two  models 
of  beauty  in  the  shape  of  feet ;  small,  delicate,  and  white ;  the  pur- 
ple veins,  like  violets  gleaming  through  snow,  changed  near  the  sole 
to  a  pinky  tinge  thAt  deepened  to  a  tint  like  a  rosy  shell  in  the  pale 
moonlight.  '  Does  she  not  eclipse  all  jewels  V  proudly  said  Tre- 
zalyun, as  his  dilated  eye  dwelt  on  her  with  all  a  lover's  rapture ; 
*  in  two  years  she  will  be  mine.    I  have  loved  and  waited  as  many 
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centaries.    But  the  nigbt  wears,  and  we  must  hasten,  as  we  have 
far  to  travel  before  the  dawn.' 

He  turned  back  the  crystal  and  pointed  toward  a  passage  op- 
posite to  that  by  which  we  had  entered.  It  was  lined  with  trans- 
parent incrustations  of  all  colors,  in  the  form  of  branches,  pinna- 
cles and  colonnades.  Two  delicate  little  beings  with  waving  curls, 
and  gauzy  irradiant  wings  flew  rapidly  by  us,  each  holding  a 
jewel  in  her  right  hand.  'These,'  saia  Trezalyun, '  we  call  PifMe- 
peeri :  you  must  know  that  the  real  substance  of  jewels  is  quite 
different  from  that  which  the  scientific  Earth-mades  have  so  confi- 
dently proved  them  to  be.  You  think  that  the  most  precious  things 
on  earth  are  entirely  lost,  and  deem  them  of  little  value ;  not  so, 
with  our  all- wise  Father.  Every  pitying  tear  that  steals  for  other's 
faults,  every  compassionate  one  for  their  sufferings,  all  ^penitential 
ones  of  contrition,  are  in^  His  sight  earth's  brightest  gins,  and  hu- 
manity's dearest  tribute.  *  No ;  diose  tears  were  cau^t  by  angels' 
hands,  and  transmuted  into  everlasting  jewels ;  when  they  were  given 
in  the  form  of  diamonds,  rubies,  and  other  precious  gems  into  the 
care  of  those  messenger  Fairies  for  transportation  to  Relia's  Grotto ; 
and  when  discovered  by  human  eyes,  will  be  considered  the  world'A 
richest  treasure  as  long  as  man  exists.' 

We  passed  several  large  blocks  of  crystal  as  clear  as -ice,  in  one 
of  which  a  frog  was  enclosed.  '  Ah  f  *ah !  Mr.  Frog !'  said  I, '  you 
have  a  splendid  prison  1'  That  is  another  mistake,'  replied  Trezal- 
yun ;  '  they  look  to  you  like  frogs,  but  they  are  Freadamite  misers ; 
for  even  in  the  earlier  world,  as  now,  there  were  lean,  jaundiced, 
wrinkled,  unquiet-eyed  wretches,  in  whose  heart  ^nd  veins  the  blood 
was  dry  from  the  love  of  gold ;  starved  anatomies,  from  whose 
withered  fi^mes  avarice  had  sucked  all  humanity ;  and  who,  rather 
than  part  with  their  hard-clutched  treasure,  saw  wife  and  children 
consume  their  days  and  nights  in  ceaseless  toil,  and  descend  into  the 
grave,  the  pinched  victims  of  carking  cares  and  domestic  oppres- 
sion. Sorely  they  sinned,  and  severely  are  they  punished ;  for  in 
addition  to  their  close  imprisonment,  conscience  is  constantly  em- 
ployed in  reviewing  their  former  crimes  ;  the  minutest  consequence 
of  which  is  burnt  upon  the  memory,  and  tortures  them  with  an  un- 
remitting remorse.' 

^You  mention  the  Preadamites,'  cried  I,  eagerly,  for  I  prided 
myself  on  the  correctness  of  my  geological  knowledge;  '  bur  most 
learned  men  have  positively  proved  Uiat  men  and  monkeys  have 
never  existed  until  the  present  formation.' 

'  Ha!  ha  !  ha !'  shouted  Trezalyun,  as  he  ran  the  whole  gamut 
of  laughter ;  *  but  the  airs  of  these  supevficials  are  inexpressibly 
diverting ;  and  their  large  conclusions  are  really  ingenious  in  jux- 
taposition to  their  small  knowledge  ;  considering  their  span  of  life, 
and  the  little  wisdom  they  display  in  the  government  of  their  own 
afTairs,  it  is  truly  wonderiul  how  conversant  and  familiar  they  are 
with  all  that  God  and  Time  ever  have  done,  and  ever  mean  to  do  ! 
When  you  ascend,  advise  them  to  make  excavations  on  that  part  of 
the  globe  where  man  formerly  inhabited,  and  it  may  possibly  render 
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their  opinions  a  trifle  less  positive.  But  now  for  a  short  time  jou 
must  bid  farewell  to  the  precincts  of  the  fair  shining  water,  and 
wend  your  way  with  me  far,  far  south,  to  the  flowery  vale  of  the 
Oronoco,  where  dusky  maids  with  drooping  eyes,  heavy  with  love, 
search  beneath  a  brighter  moon  for  charmed  herbs,  from  which  to 
win  a  power  that  will  make  love  constant  and  immortal.  We  have 
arrived  where  we  left  our  steeds,*  continued  he,  as  he  placed  his 
hand  aeainst  the  rocky  wall,  which  yielded  as  easily  as  when  we 
entered ;  *  hasten,  for  I  must  leave  you  where  I  found  you,  by  the 
dawn.' 

In  aa  instant  we  were  seated  on  our  fire-breathing  coursers, 
which  cut  the  liquid  way  with  ten  times  the  speed  of  a  flying  eagle. 
In  a  short  time  we  alighted  on  the  gay  plains  through  which  the 
Oronoco  stretches  her  hundred  arms  to  the  all-embracing  ocean. 
Gorgeous  flowers,  to  which  those  of  the  north  are  pale,  lay  like  a 
wide  sea  of  flame  around,  scenting  the  warm  atmosphere  with  a 
delicious  yet  enervating  fragrance.  Oh  ye  beautiful  flowers !  ye 
incense*breathing  worshippers  !  with  what  glory  ye  crown  the  de- 
sert, and  make  glad  the  silent  places ;  whispering  to  the  solitary 
of  His  love  and  goodness  who  made  and  remembers  all  things  I 
'Such  flowers  never  bloomed  in  gardens,'  said  I  to  Trezalyun. 
'  No,'  replied  he  ;  *  but  it  was  not  their  beauty  alone  that  I  brought 
you  so  Mir  to  see,  although  that  would  be  worth  a  long  journey. 
Look  through  this  crystal,  for  eyes  formed  from  clay  are  not  suffi- 
ciently microscopic  to  see  without  it,  into  the  cup  of  that  tulip,  and 
tell  me  what  you  discover.'  *  Oh  !'  cried  I,  *  what  enchantment ! 
a  number  of  little  "creatures,  not  larger  than  midges,  are  painting 
the  sides  with  single  hairs  !'  *  Now  examine  others,  and  tell  me  if 
you  see  the  same.'  '  All,  all  have  the  same  tiny  inhabitants,  and 
are  employed  in  the  like  manner !'  *  Did  I  not  tell  you,*  said  Tre- 
zalyun, '  that  all  have  their  places  assigned,  and  that  all  are  parts  of 
the  one  great  whole  ?  It  is  the  business  of  those  minute  fairies 
who  are  called  Mimble-meers^  to  tint  the  flowers,  and  array  them  in 
all  their  glory.  But  look  through  the  crystal,  and  tell  me  what  you 
see  above.' 

'  I  see,'  said  I, '  a  number  of  delicate  creatures,  so  transparent 
that  they  do  not  intercept  the  moonbeams ;  their  graceful  move- 
ments yield  and  undulate  to  the  passing  breeze  like  a  waving  ex- 
halation, or  shape  formed  from  the  mist ;  they  carry  a  silvery  net, 
which  they  throw  over  the  dying  flowers,  and  then  they  ascend  until 
they  are  lost  in  the  blue  sky.  *  Ah !  they  are  the  Aucars,  who  catch 
the  colors  from  the  dying  flowers  to  paint  the  dawn  and  streak  the 
rainbow.  But  we  must  prepare  to  return,  for  soon  Dawn's  rosy 
fingers  will  open  to  them  the  ruby  gates  of  mom.'  '  Let  me  take 
one  more  look,  to  print  this  paradise  on  my  memory :  is  it  not  a  pity 
that  it  is  iuhabited  only  by  roaming  savages  V  exclaimed  I.  '  A 
pretty  paradise,  and  not  without  its  serpent,'  replied  Trezalyun, 
with  one  of  his  gay  laughs ;  *  why,  six  months  in  the  year  this  gar- 
den of  flowers  turns  to  dry  hard-baked  clay,  cracked  by  deep  dis- 
mal fissures,  which  are  filled  with  gigantic  snakes,  saurians,  and 
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every  other  drea^ded  reptile  ;  making  day  hideous  with  their  horri- 
ble forms,  and  night  awful  with  their  appalling  cries.  We  must  rise 
higher  into  the  upper  current  of  air  that  flows  from  the  south/  ob- 
served Trezalyun, '  or  we  shall  meet  the  under  one  that  runs  from 
the  north,  which  might  occasion  some  disarrangement  in  your  ma- 
terial organization.' 

Scarcely  half  an  hour  had  elapsed,  when  he  cried,  *  Halt !  for  a 
moment :  we  are  again  in  the  vicmity  of  your  own  bright  Horicon. 
Hereabout  lies  the  fairest  county  of  this  wide  State,  a  Switzerland 
in  miniature,  scarcely  known  to  civilized  man.  Now  and  then  the 
foot  of  the  hunter  may  start  the  deer ;  and  once  upon  a  time,  a  cu- 
rious scenery-loving  son  of  Melpomene  laid  asiae  his  daintiness, 
and  pushed  through  bush,  brake  and  briar,  to  glad  his  eyes  with 
its  beauty.  We  call  it  the  Fairies'  Home,  for  here  they  repair  and 
make  short  the  summer  nights  with  qliips,  quirks,  and  jollities: 
Here  is  a  troop  of  the  merry  reveller's ;  we'll  take  a  peep  at  iheir 
enjoyment.' 

In  a  picturesque  dell,  through  which  ran  a  clear  stream,  lay  a 
green  meadow,  the  outer  side  skirted  with  trees,  above  which  rose 
craggy  castellated  rocks  ;  the  inner  was  edged  with  dreary  osiers, 
and  alders,  over  which  graceful  vines  twined  in  wild  luxuriance ;  from 
which,  although  it  was  summer,  hung  bunches  of  ripened  grapes. 
Midway  in  the  meadow  wew  a  willow,  every  pendant  branch  so 
entirely  hung  with  fire-fly  lamps,  that  the  whole  doll  was  completely 
illuminated,  around  which  circled  groups  of  joyous  dancers,  who 
had  formed  themselves  into  several  rings  connected  by  wreaths  of 
flowers.  They  passed,  repassed,  and  spun  round  each  other  after 
the  manner  of  waltzers ;  then  one  party  would  suddenly  throw 
their  wreaths  over  a  fay  belonging  to  another,  which  if  they  suc- 
ceeded in  enmeshing,  they  placed  in  their  midst,  and  danced  round 
with  all  kinds  of  erotesque  attitudes  ;  laughing,  shouting,  and  with 
mocking  jibes,  playfully  challenging  them  to  escape ;  which  they 
were  constantly  on  the  watch  to  eflect ;  when  their  former  partners 
would  all  close  round  to  rescue  the  little  prisoners,  and  skip  off  to 
the  farther  part  of  the  meadow,  where  all  would  rompingly  follow. 
Here  each  gallant  selected  his  favorite,  and  after  a  short  prome- 
nade, led  her  up  to  the  vine  arbor,  the  leaves  of  which,  for  about 
two  feet  in  hei^,  were  piled  with  clover  blossoms ;  they  picked 
the  flower  and  sucked  from  them  the  ambrosia,  in  the  same  way  as 
we  larger  ones  do  an  orange  ;  after  this  each  little  fellow  drew  an 
acorn-cup  from  his  pocket,  mto  which  he  squeezed  a  single  grape, 
and  handed  it  to  his  fair  partner,  who  sipped  the  fresh  nectar  with 
a  lady-like  grace.  They  then  pressed  another  into  the  goblet,  bowed 
with  a  high-bred  courtier-like  air,  and  quafled  the  liquid  ruby  at  a 
single  draught.  After  this  they  divided  into  separate  groups,  flirting, 
quizzing,  and  sentimentalizing,  until  they  again  formed  for  the 
dance. 

Bi^t  my  attention  was  attracted  to  a  dear  loving-looking  little  crea- 
ture, who  had  crept  into  a  small  leafy  bower,  the  tears  streaming 
down  her  cheeks,  and  her  blue  eyes  pale  with  weeping*    'Do 
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fairies  grieve  like  that  V  said  I  to  Trezalyun ;  *  where  there  is  joy, 
there  must  be  love/  replied  he,  *  and  where  was  there  ever  love  that 
sorrow  did  not  follow  ?  But  she,  fond  thing,  only  weeps  her  lover's 
absence,  who  will  be  here  on  the  instant.'  Scarcely  had  we  passed 
on,  when  we  met  her  on  her  lover's  arm,  all  smiles  and  with  glisten- 
ing eyes  listening  to  his  excuses,  which  I  bent  my  ear  to  catch  :  '  In 
the  form  of  a  musquito,  I  did  some  good  to-night,'  whispered  he. 
*  There  was  a  vain,  selfish,  artful,  painted,  bedizzened  girl,  who  had 
made  a  dupe  of  a  noble-minded  young  heir,  who  this  evening  at  a 
ball  would  have  laid  his  fortune  and  heart  at  her  feet ;  the  one,  she 
would  soon  have  squandered,  and  the  other  have  b)*oken  within  a 
year.  She  hfid  given  the  last  touch  to  her  dress,  and  by  candlelight 
really  looked  most  bewitching,  when  I  pierced  with  my  bill  the  hand 
of  her  little  sister,  who  was  passing  with  an  inkstand  full  of  ink. 
Stung  with  sudden  pain,  she  let  it  fall  all  over  Madame's  fine  dress, 
which  awakened  her  anger  to  such  a  pitch,  that  the  lover,  who  was 
in  waiting,  received  a  new  light  through  his  ears,  which  cooled  his 
ardor  for  proposing.  I  likewise  met  a  base  wife  and  mother,  for- 
sworn to  each  holy  name,  who  had  taken  her  youngest,  (how  could 
she  hold  it  to  her  heart  1)  and  under  cover  of  the  night  was  stealing 
away  like  a  thief  in  the  dark,  with  a  wretch  who  would  have  stran- 
gled her  in  a  week ;  running  from  home,  respectability  and  honora- 
ble love,  to  poverty,  infamy  and  violent  death  !  I  stung  sharply  the 
sleeping  innocent,  whose  cries  awakened  the  father,  and  the  child 
isaved  the  mother,  who  now  shuddered  at  her  guilty  infat;uation.  I 
likewise  roused  up,  with  great  difficulty,  a  fat,  snoring,  red-faced 
&,ther,  whose  gentle  daughter  was  running  off  with  a  beggared  gam- 
bler ;  a  devil  in  deeds  and  a  saint  in  words,  who  had  living,  but  un- 
known, a  pining  wife,  who  was  then  sewing  by  faint  lamp-light,  with 
thin  transparent  fingers,  and  the  death-hollows  on  her  cheeK,  for  his 
support.  *  What  a  dreadful  place  must  be  the  world !'  said  the  lit- 
tle dove-eyed  fairy,  as  she  nestled  close  to  her  lover.  *  Mixed,'  re- 
plied he,  '  much  mixed ;  it  has  also  its  bright  sides,  where  love  may 
De  found  as  fond,  sincere  and  devoted  as  our  own.' 

•  It  will  not  do  for  us  to  listen  much  longer  to  the  cooing  of  those 
dovQs,*  interrupted  Trezalyun ;  *  for  I  hear  other  birds  twittering, 
which  is  a  certain  sign  that  the  mom  is  near ;  so  we  will  make  di- 
rect for  your  little  isle.' 

,  In  a  moment  we  were  Vhere  ;  and  the  very  instant  we  dismounted, 
our  heroes  vanished  away.  By  this  time  the  cold  grey  of  early 
dawn  was  slowly  stealing  through  tlie  leaden  clouds.  *  Farewell !' 
said  Trezalyun ;  *  I  have  urgent  business  that  calls  me  by  day ;  and 
so,  like  the  New-Yorkers,  I  take  my  amusement  at  night ;  but  how- 
over  well  this  may  suit  fairies,  depend  upon  it  that  it  will  break 
down  the  health  of  a  people,  for  none  of  us  can  outrage  the  laws 
of  Nature,  without  receiving  a  check  from  the  old  dame,  and  one  that 
will  not  be  paid  in  the  gold  that  some  of  them  expect  either.' 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  before  I  could  say  one  word,  he 
quickly  withdrew  through  the  trees,  saying,  *  Remember,  but  follow 
me  not !'    My  mind  was  in  fluch  an  inextricable  commotion,  that  I 
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had,  (as  a  worthy  friend  of  mine  phrases  it,)  hardly  '  organized'  my 
ideas,  when  the  steamer  passed  in#the  morning,  and  carried  me 
once  more  among  men  and  women,  against  whom  I  often  carry  on  a 
wordy  warfare  in  favor  of  my  Little  !rriends.  s.  m.  pabtbiboa. 


THE       LOST       ONE. 


Sad  18  thy  lot,  pale  guilty  oae ! 

Sadder  and  darker  day  by  day ; 
For  from  the  deeds  that  thou  hast  done 

No  tears  can  wash  thy  gaiH  away  i 


Thou  weepest ;  but  thy  grief  comes  late, 
Too  late  to  mend  thy  acts  of  shame. 

Nor  can  a  purer  life  abate 
The  deep  dishonor  of  thy  name. 


O  hapless  fate !    O  biUer  lot ! 

\yhat  weary  days  of  care  are  yours ! 
Days  full  of  team,  and  hateful  thought. 

And  wo  that  to  the  end  endures. 


Yet  sadder  far  the  cruel  scorn 
And  Bcoffii  of  men,  too  sure  to  kill, 

Who  shrink  from  thee  as  one  fotiom, 
Accursed  and  damned,  yet  Hying  still ! 


Ah  fifiendless !  thus  to  reap  the  cost 
Of  faith  wronged  in  thy  early  prime, 

To  feel  how  much  thy  heart  hath  lost. 
How  great  thy  guilt  hath  grown  With  crime ! 


And  what  is  worse  than  all,  to  know, 
Through  days  of  care  and  years  of  paini 

ifhtX  the  vile  wretch  who  wnmged  thee  so 
Endures  no  scorn,  and  bears  no  stain ! 


Tet  deem  not,*  though  the  scorn  of  men 
Pursues  thee  to  an  early  grare. 

That  thou  will  be  rejected,  when 
There  is  but  Onb  whose  arm  can  save  I 


Nor  mourn  thou  if  thy  purer  years 
Take  not  thy  early  guilt  aWay, 

For  Hk  who  heeds  the  moumei'a  teftfi 
ShaU  be  at  last  thy  surer  stay ! 


H.  W.  ItoQKwaz4, 


r 
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JOHN     8TOPFORD. 

Who,  or  what  was,  John  Stopford honest   John  Stopford 

bow  many  years  have  gone  by  since  I  last  saw  tbee,  or  even  tbougbt 
of  thee  !  and  yet  bow  pleasantly  doth  thy  name  sound  this  day  in 

the  ear  of  mine  imagination  I who,  or  what,  John  Stopford 

originally  was,  or  may  have  been,  in  his  own  native  country  of  Eng- 
land, I  pretend  not  in  any  manner  to  declare. 

I  know  indeed  very  little  or  nothing  of  the  early  history  of  John 
Stopford.  A  few  words  on  the  subject,  or  in  remote  relevancy 
thereto,  and  they  were  very  few,  dropped  inpidentally  only  and  at 
long  intervals  from  his  lips  ;  and  the  mtelligence  that  even  in  this 
way  was  ever  conveyed  to  my  apprehension,  amounted  only  to  the 
fact,  that  in  an  attempt  to  increase  an  already  comfortable  fortune ; 
whether  inherited  acquired  eiven  him,  or  won  by  horse-race  or  lot- 
tery, he  said  not ; he  had  first  jeoparded,  and  then  sunk  the  whole  \ 

If  John  Stopford  had  told  me  of  his  having  been  bom  a  gentle- 
man, and  to  the  inheritance  of  a  good  landed  estate,  I  should  have 
believed  him.  Or  if  he  had  spoken  in  detail  of  large  commercial 
or  financial  operations  that  he  bad  been  engaged  in  and  that  had 
resulted  at  one  period  in  the  accumulation  of  a  very  important  sum, 
which  was  subsequently  lost ;  I  should  have  been  equally  ready  of 
faith.  But  he  was  a  man  of  few  words  was  John  Stopford,  and 
never  desired  during  the  course  of  our  acquaintance  to  produce  a 
sensation.  '  He  had  been  ruined  by  a  share  in  the  contract  for  the 
peace  loan.  Jt  was  the  only  instance  on  record,  he  quietly  believed, 
that  a  peace  loan  had  resulted  in  a  loss  to  contractors ;  but  the  pub- 
lick  had  unhappily  no  confidence  in  the  continuance  of  peace;  a 
turn  in  the  stocks  had  untowardly  taken  place ;  and  that  had  ruined 
him.'  The  peace  on  which  John  Stopford  had  relied  was  the  peace 
of  Amiens ;  and  when  he  used  the  word  he  called  it,  without  oeing 
aware  of  his  articulation,  Eh !  my  Ends  !  in  a  tone  of  voice  that 
used  to  remind  one  of  that  beautiful  expression  of  grief.  Ay  di  me, 
Alhama ! 

But  any  gloom  beyond  this  momentary  shade  of  recollection 
seemed  never  to  obscure  the  calm  self-possession  and  mild  lustre  of 
his  temper,  and  even  this  passed  from  it  like  breath  upon  a  Toledo 
blade,  leaving  it  in  an  instant  polished,  impassive,  and  impenetrable 
as  before. 

Like  many  others  of  his  nation,  and  it  does  them  honour,  John 
Stopfoi*d  maintained,  often  I  doubt  not  at  much  cost  to  himself,  an 
impregnable  breast- work  about  the  heart ;  and  regarded  useless  or 
unnecessary  words  in  the  light  that  beleaguered  men  regard  doubt- 
ful sentinels ;  never  to  be  trusted  or  hazarded  at  the  City  Grates. 
And  then  he  had  a  short  interjectional  cough  that  put  him  always 
on  his  guard  when  he  was  going  too  far,  under  cover  of  which  he 
contrived  a  shelter  from  any  development. 

Now  how  judicious  wms  this  trait  of  cfaavacter  in  John  Stopford, 
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honest  John  Stopford!  All  that  a  man  need,  and  all  that  a  man 
can,  make  out  of  this  world  is  his  hoard  and  lodging !  And  in  so  far 
a8*thi9  is  in  question,  it  is  incumhent  upon  him  to  speak.  He  need 
not  draw  largely  upon  the  Soul's  Treasury  for  this.  It  can  all  be  paid 
in  small  change  ;  m  mere  words  of  course,  th&t  are  worn  down  by 
long  currency  from  their  original  import,  like  the  Shield  and  Pillars 
of  Spain  from  off  an  Omnibus  sixpence,  that  ghost  of  the  sixteenth 
part  of  a  Dollar ! 

If  indeed,  beside  this,  he  be  endowed  with  cheerful  and  happy 
thoughts,  it  becomes  his  duty,  and  he  should  know  that  it  is  so,  to  im- 
part them  ;  for  cheerfolness  is  an  ingredient  of  life  given  for  distri- 
bution, without  which  few  things  great  or  noble  are  at  any  time  to 
be  performed,  and  the  cheerful  man  dispensing  thoughts  of  innocent 
joy  is  the  most  delightful  bene&ctor  in  the  world !  The  mind  of  the 
*  listener  to  such  a  creature  of  light  and  pleasure,  draws  often  strength 
unconsciously  from  the  discourse  or  the  Volume,  and  returns  to  the  ' 
world  invigorated  and  refreshed  for  action. 

But  a  man's  troubhs  are  his  own  proper  and  especial  concerns 
and  should  be  kept  properly  to  himself.  The  recital  of  them  can 
very  rarely  do  good ;  every  man  has  some  one  story  of  grief  or  of 
annoyance  that  he  might  better  upon  the  whole  keep  undivulged ; 
,  undivulged  even  by  a  look  f  Misfortune  and  disappointment  should 
be  kept  quite  out  of  the  face,  as  well  as  away  from  the  lips ;  not 
only  from  the  surface  of  the  features  or  the  voice,  but  from  that  la- 
tent or  less  apparent  seat  of  feeling  that  may  escape  the  thoughtless, 
but  is  infinitely  more  contagious  to  the  deep  heart.  The  counte- 
nance ought  never  to  be  permitted  even  to  say, '  I  have  great  appa- 
rent prosperity,  I  acknowledge  it ;  no  one  looks  at  my  position  but 
fancies  how  desirable  it  were  to  be  surrounded  as  I  am  with  gratifi- 
cations —  but  this  is  all  humbug !  I  keep  down  all  expression  of 
my  uneasiness ;  but  although  I  grant  I  enjoy  much,  I  am  at  heart 
utterly  sick  of  the  whole  machinery  of  this  life  ;  and  it  is  only  by 
great  effort,  and  by  satisfying  my  mind  with  the  pleasing  certainty 
Siat  you  are  as  badly  off  in  some  other  way  as  I  am  in  mine  that  I 
prevent  myself  from  making  on  the  spot  an  outcry  that  would  astonish 
you !  And  I  should  here  act  at  once  upon  this  principle  and  lay  my  pen 
aside  at  this  place  perhaps,  but  that  I  am  writing  not  any  story  of 
my  own,  but  somethmg  that  may  chance  to  prove  to  be  the  story  of 
John  Stopford ;  the  which  I  count  the  rather  upon  rendering  agree- 
able to  the  docile  reader  from  the  strikingly  advantageous  and  mte- 
resting  fact,  that  I  know  very  little  of  any  thing  in  any  manner  or 
degree  appdrtaining  to  John  Stopford ;  his  life,  birth,  parentage, 
connexions,  education,  or  fortune. 

When  a  man  is  thoroughly  prepared  with  a  course  of  mathemati- 
cal demonstration  to  impart  knowledge,  there  may  occasionally  be 
ereat  advantage,  but  there  is  surely  very  little  amusement  to  be 
derived  from  his  society. 

For  example,  of  what  use  is  it  to  be  told,  in  conversation,  that  a 
part  is  less  than  the  whole  t  What  benefit,  what  cheerfulness  is  to  be 
derived  from  it !  unless  perchance  a  man  be  at  the  moment  diving 
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with  his  fork  and  spoon  into  an  unreasonably  small  p4te  de  foie  gras 
after  a  morning  bunt  ?  A  gratifying,  but  a  very  improbable  case ; 
and  a  question  not  to  be  asked ! 

The  dullest  o^entleman  that  1  have  the  honour  and  merit  of  being 
acquainted  with,  is  a  learned  and  deeply-read  professor,  who  knows 
every  thing  in  the  world  and  all  that  sort  of  thinff  and  a  great  deal 
beside  ;  who  always  stops  you  at  the  threshold  of  what  you  desire 
to  make  known  or  observe  with  an  assertion  that  does  not  admit  of 
being  controverted  or  in  any  manner  gainsayed  by  any  less  erudite 
teacher  or  expounder  than  himself.  Your  senses,  and  your  remarks 
although  made  upon  the  spot,  you  find  all  at  once  to  have  been  of 
no  use ;  valueless,  as  a  dozen  of  spoiled  Burgundy !  You  must 
necessarily  have  been  at  the  time  under  a  delusion  !  And,  after  all, 
whose  dog  are  you  that  you  should  aspire  to  be  happy  1  Where  did 
you,  ever  learn  to  look,  or  practise  to  observe  %  * 

But  for  a  story-teller  therefore ;  but  for  a  biographer  consequently ; 
and  I  think  I  may  add,  an  historian,  if  he  be  only  careful  as  to  dates; 
give  me  a  man  of  lively  perceptions,  little  knowledge,  less  plan,  and 
no  forethought ;  who  at  the  beginning  of  his  discourse  or  his  Volume 
has  only  a  dreamy  imagination  of  Uie  way  in  which  it  is  to  end ; 
who  remembers,  or  collects  with  rapidity  as  he  flies  along,  the  salient 
characteristicks  and  the  portraiture  of  hb  subject  until  it  rises  from 
the  mirror  of  his  recollection  into  the  glowing  fireshness  and  vividity 
of  life  :  and  this  he  presents  before  you . 

Demonstration,  says  some  profound  author,  is  the  foundation  of 
Knowledge  ;  but  probability  is  the  basis  of  Faith ;  and  it  is  with  thy 
Faith,  and  partly  with  thine  Imagination  my  most  valued  reader,  that 
I  purpose  at  this  time  to  hold  some  intercourse  and  entertainment 

John  Stopford  then  measured  five  feet  three  inches  and  an  half 
without  any  aid  to  his  height  from  the  heels  of  his  shoes,  which  were 
uniformly  of  black  Buck -Skin,  or  black  cloth.  He  had  used  to  wear 
Suwarrows ;  a  long  black-leathern,  highly-polished  boot  of  those 
days,  that  were  named  after  a  Russian  hero  at  that  time  in  great 

vogue 1  wonder  if  any  body  now  lives  who  remembers  to  have 

heard  of  him and  were  cut  in  outline  upon  the  topmost  border, 

on  each  side,  in  form  of  the  back  of  an  heraldick  dolphin ;  while  a 
tassel  dangled  jantilly  in  ft-ont,  at  the  point  where  the  noses  of  these 
two  marine  exquisites  should  properly  have  joined. 

But  the  boots  had  gone ;  and,  worse  than  that,  the  legs  they  used 
to  cover !  and  John  had  by  degrees,  though  I  believe  very  reluc- 
tantly, brought  himself  to  the  indulgence  of  the  cloth  shoe  and  the 
loose  pantaloon.  He  often  winced  I  observed,  though  he  said  nothing, 
about  the  feet ;  and  Geoffrey  Crayon  told  me  that  he  had  more  than 
once  noticed  him  in  Broadway  picking  out  for  his  feet  the  soft  stones 
to  solace  his  soles  upon  as  he  wended  his  way  along  the  pavement 
and  thought  no  one  observing  him.  But  Geoffrey,  God  '  love'  him ! 
as  Coleridge  says,  was  ever  a  wag  of  most  exquisite  fancy ;  and 
could  trace  mirth  through  a  marsh  mist ! 

Black  cloth  pantaloons  then,  black  cloth  waistcoat,  black  coat,  and 
black  hat:  rusty,  John  1  seedy,  all  four !  fiir  worse  for  the  wear»  and 
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far  worse  again  for  thine  incessant  babit  of  brushing,  under  the  con- 
stantr  apprehension  of  injury  or  degradation  from  some  imagined 
fibre  ot  lint,  or  particle  of  dust :  but  nice as  was  thine  appre- 
hension,' and  contrasting  upon  the  whole  favorably  with  the  large 
and  always  white  and  spotless  cambrick  cravat,  which,  with  its  mul- 
titudinous foldings  and  the  monstrous  padding  it  contained,  gave  a 
dimension  to  thy  neck  that  it  required  all  thy  shoulders  to  sustain 
and  carry  oif  with  grace. 

And  now  for  the  face  that  overlooked  this  bolster  of  the  throat. 
A  low  forehead,  crowned  and  decorated  with  a  few  scanty  locks  of 
hair,  that  in  spite  of  all  tried  and  abandoned  artificial  dyes,  was  now 
no  longer  grey,  but  white.  Small  gooseberry  eyes  of  little  meaninor 
except  on  gpreat  occasions.  Two  cheeks,  that  although  thy  natursu 
complexion  was  fine  and  transparent  wore  now  a  puddled  and  be- 
wildered hue,  in  which  parchment  here  and  there  predominated  and 
mottled  the  attempts  ot  the  ruby  to  establish  a  permanent  sway. 
And,  between  these  two  eyes  and  these  two  cheeks,  came  down  thy 
nose.  John  !  I  am  an  historian :  it  was  a  bottle  nose !  Yes,  I  con- 
fess the  nose  !  I  must  confess  thy  bottle  nose,  I  tell  thee !  I  cannot 
pretend  to  defend  thy  nose  ! 

But  I  think  it  may  well  enough  defend  itself  How  it  rose  from 
the  deep  declension  of  thy  forehead,  like  the  Nile  from  the  foot  of 
the  mountains  of  Abyssinia  !  and  with  what  exactness  of  a  bright 
January  morning  when  thou  wert  warming  thyself  after  having  been 
cold  and  gusty,  was  that  noble  river  to  be  traced  in  all  it's  sinuosi- 
ties along  this  extensive  region  of  thy  face,  until  one  arrived  at 
length  at  the  Delta  of  thy  termination  ;  where  all  the  arteries  and 
veins  and  multitudinous  bfanches  and  minute  and  fibrous  divisions 
of  that  renowned  and  prolifick  conduit  might  have  found  each  its 
miniature  resemblance  and  counterfeit.  I  never  wanted  any  other 
map  of  Egypt  during  Bonaparte's  expedition;  which  happened 
alas !  in  those  far  gone  days.  Here  in  our  downward  course  we 
reached  Cairo ;  then  came  the  grand  division  of  the  mighty  stream ; 
there  stretched  the  canal  of  Alexandria,  and  here  was  fair  Rosetta 
and  the  Bay  and  Battle  of  Aboukir !  Thy  nose  John  grew  purple 
in  that  spot,  to  designate  the  sanguinary  glory  of  the  day  ! 

Make  fun  of  thee  1  I  make  no  fun  of  thee,  for  never  shall  I  once 
forget  the  sweetness  and  the  refinement  of  the  mouth  that  lay  be- 
neath that  Delta pshaw !     I  '11  never  again  call  it  a  Delta,  nor 

ever  more  if  it  displease  thee  imagine  a  Greek  Letter  in  thy  pres- 
ence !  Thy  nose  was  the  nose  of  a  sensualist ;  but  for  thy  mouth 
John,  thy  mouth,  it  was  the  mouth  of  a  Gentleman !  and  *  a  Gentle- 
man !  I  will  be  sworn  thou'  wert ! 

I  have  said  that  he  was  chary  of  every  word  that  bore  reference 
to  his  position  before  emigrating  from  the  country  of  his  birth.  He 
was  equally  so  as  to  the  state  of  his  affairs,  or  the  place  of  his 
abode,  in  this.  There  did  not  appear  to  be  any  reserve  that  distin- 
guished his  manner,  but  the  occasion  did  not  call  for  any  conversa- 
tion on  thfe  Bulnect.     He  did  not  permit  it  to  do  so. 

I  had  very  frequent,  and  for  a  long  time  daily  intercourse  with 
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him,  and  gave  bim  occasional  employment  as  Broker  and  Agent 
during  several  successive  years ;  and  yet  I  never  was  informed  of 
his  address,  nor  knew  the  house  or  street  in  which  he  resided 
during  the  whole  period  of  our  acquaintance*. 

If  I  wanted  him,  I  asked  if  Mr.  Stopford  had  called  to-day  1  and 
the  answer  usually  was,  that  Mr.  Stopford  was  waiting  to  see  me  : 
or  that  he  had  called  to  say  he  should  be  at  the  counting  bouse  at 
two  o'clock.  He  had  no  office  of  his  own,  nor  place  of  reference 
to  which  I  could  send ;  but  he  never  failed  to  keep  to  the  engage- 
ment he  had  made  ;  and  he  made  no  other  engagement  whatever 
with  me  than  that  of  Time. 

Once  or  twice  indeed,  although  I  hardly  knew  why,  I  had  suspec- 
ted that  his  purse  was  very  low  ;  and  had  as  often  intimated  to  bim, 
distantly,  and  with  a  courteous  reference  to  his  feelings,  that  any  rea- 
sonable sum  beyond  the  amount  due  him  for  his  services  was  always 
at  his  disposal  in  advance.  But  he  never  availed  himself  of  the 
overture,  nor  permitted  it  to  be  understood  between  us  that  it  had  been 
made.  And  although  in  the  comity  and  frater-feeling  that  exists, 
I  would  fain  hope  mutually,  betwixt  my  reader  and  myself,  but 
certainly  on  my  side  dear  listener  toward  thee,  I  may  indulge  my 
pen  with  the  momentary  freedom  of  calling  him  John  Stopford ;  I 
trust  thy  kind  heart  to  understand  that  I  never  addressed  himself 
without  some  title  to  indicate  the  respect  I  entertained  for  his  cha- 
racter, his  manners,  and  his  far  superior  years. 

So  also  in  the  hilarious  mention  which  I  have  ventured  to  make, 
of  the  rustiness  of  his  garb,  thou  wilt  of  necessity  have  resolved  it 
in  thy  heart  —  wilt  thou  not  1  — that  this  peculiarity  of  dress  was  a 
feature  not  by  any  perception  of  mine  noticed  at  the  time,  but  now 
remembered  in  the  strong  desire  to  convey  his  truthful  image  into 
the  happiness  of  thy  presence. 

And  then  as  for  his  nose  —  his  geographical,  his  River-of-Nile 
nose — being  as  I  am  to  a  certain  degree  upon  conscience,  I  could 
not  of  course  speak  of  it  as  if  I  were  describing  the  faultless  pro- 
jection that  forms  the  charm  of  countenance  in  the  mistress  of  thine 
heart ;  with  its  ivory  surface  half  polished  by  the  surpassing  fine- 
ness of  texture  in  her  complexion ;  marked  in  precious  outline  that 
the  eye  follows  with  a  delicate  joy,  down  to  th«  pink  lining  that 
borrows  its  hue  from  the  roseate  odour  that  strays  and  gambols  over 

the  beautiful  interiour all  fresh  and  pure  as  the  breath  that  was 

first  converted  into  life  !  The  graceful  indicator  of  sensation,  and 
of^  taste ;  the  unconscious  witness,  the  silent  and  beautiful  Herald 
to  thee  of  her  readiness  to  venture  so  far  into  the  community  of  life, 
as  upon  certain  conditions  to  share  in  its  enjoyments  and  its  exi- 
gences with  thee,  and  decorate  thine  existence  by  the  refinement  of 
her  own. 

No  —  the  nose  of  John  Stopford,  like  many  other  still  more  pro- 
minent facts  that  are  now  alike  converted  into  History  by  the  dis- 
tancing power  of  Time,  was  certainly  not  attractive  when  too  closely 
examined.  What  of  that  1  The  Stars  of  Heaven  that  occupy  our 
boyish  hearts  and  yield  us  images  of  Love,  so  that  we  say  '  die  is 
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&  Star/  ahd  then  our  heart  is  eatisfied  and  rests  in  momentarj  calm- 
ness   these  very  stars  my  Reader,  are  clods  of  dull  eaxth  like 

this  we  trample  on,  and  owe  their  beauty  often  to  the  light  they 
borrow  knd  the  point  in  infinite  space  at  which  they  are  regarded. 
So  let  it  I  intreat  thee  be  with  the  far-away-gone  nose  of  John  Stop- 
ford,  now  first  discerned  by  thee  through  the  long  and  purifying 
vista  of  past  years. 

I  am  tne  more  desirous  to  be  well  understood  ii)  this  part  of  my 
Essay,  because  of  the  grave  and  uncompromising  nature  and  im« 
portance  of  the  subject  in  all  its  social  and  political  relations ;  and 
of  the  irresistible  pledge  which  every  wearer  of  this  ornament  may 
be  considered  as  having  given  to  the  community  in  which  he  fiourishes. 

'  Let  us  count  noses  1'  how  expressive  and  pregnant  with  thought, 
and  how  irresistible,  how  final  the  appeal,  wheSier  a  dinner-party 
or  a  vote  in  the  Senate  of  the  United  States  on  the  Oregon  Ques- 
tion be  the  matter  in  discussion  1/  How  satisfactory,  if  favorable, 
the  result !  Have  but  the  nose,  and  how  morally,  intellectually, 
and  demonstrably  sure,  art  thou  not,  of  thy  man  %  and  shall  I,  may 

I  not  without  presumption,  also  add,  of  thy  more  than  man  % 

of  thy  —  in  short  —  shall  I  say  it  1  —  would  it  be  permitted  1  —  of 
thy  Woman  % 

John  was  a  Philosopher,  John  was!  I  think  I  have  already 
shewn  that  he  exhibited  some  trace  of  this  character  in  reference 
to  his  own  affairs,  keeping  his  grievances  (except  the  few  words  on 
the  peace-loan)  altogether  to  himself,  and  even  '  hiding  that  he  had 
a  secret  to  hide,'  without  one  word  of  remonstrance  against  his  for- 
tune or  his  lot  in  life.  He  was  equally  exemplary  m  sustaining 
with  composure  the  trials  of  other  people,  however  improbable  this 
may  seem  to  some  minds ;  and  in  adapting  his  consolation  to  the 
character  of  the  person  he  addressed.  1  remember  his  language  to 
the  store-porter  when  in  distress  which  was  given  in  a  strain  alto- 
gether different  from  his  usual  manner,  and  which  I  suppose  he 
would  not  on  any  terms  have  had  overheard  by  any  person  of  su- 
perior condition : 

•  Come,  never  mind,'  said  he  ;  '  do  as  I  do ;  try  to  feel  as  if  you 
were  at  a  bad  play  and  say  to  yourself,  *  I  wonder  now  how  long 
this  thing  is  likely  to  last !'  —  cheer  up  !  a  shilling  a  day  is  better* 
than  hope  !  Don't  be  seen  in  that  state,  people  will  say  you  have 
Tot  licked  !  Keep  a  good  heart !  You  have  lost  your  wife  ;  some 
:olks  have  lost  two !  In  Portugal  I  knew  a  man  had  buried  seven ! 
try  to  say  two-and-six-pence  as  often  as  you  can,  quietly  to  yourself; 
you  will  find  great  comfort  in  that,  it  is  a  prodigious  relief  to  the 
mind !  It  won't  do  for  such  a  good-looking,  clean-timbered  young 
fellow  as  you  are  to  take  such  a  matter  to  heart  Think  of  this  now 
will  you,  and  see  how  much  better  you  will  feel  in  the  morning ; 
good  night !' 

My  admirable  Reader !  truly  admirable  if  I  have  not  tired  t^ied 
beyond  the  bounds  of  human  patience ;  having  thus  circumstantially 
narrated  to  thee  the  story  of  John  Stopfobd,  wilt  thou  ever  again 
pardoik  tne  if  I  tell  thee  John  Stopford's  story  1 
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'The  Port  Company,  Sir  — of  Port-o-Port  — it  was  thus  that 
John  Stopford  always  called  Oporto ;  and  then  came  his  cough, 
as  if  he  owned  the  whole  port,  and  as  if  he  were  afflicted  with 

an  asthma  of  wealth The  Port  Company  of  Port-o-Port  Sir 

—  having  ascertained  the  uncommon  predilection  of  the  late  Mr. 
Pitt  for  the  wines  of  that  country  —  and  having,  in  common  with 
all  civilized  mankind,  the  utmost  respect  and  veneration  for  the  dis- 
tinguished talents  of  the  late  Mr.  Pitt  —  cough  dear  Reader  as  of- 
ten as  thou  seest  a  pause  —  determined  upon  gratifying  his  taste, 
and  their  respect,  by  preparing  for  him  two  such  hogsheads  of  Port 
Wine  as  had  never  before  been  pressed  from  the  grape  —  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  the  human  palate.  —  I  do  not  myself.  Sir,  particularly 
affect  Port  Wine  even  as  that  beverage  is  known  at  the  English 
tables  T-^  in  this  country,  Sir,  it  is  chiefly  used  as  a  medicine,  and  the 
Physicians  might  quite  as  well  prescribe  alder-berry  juice,  which  is 
indeed  the  grand  component  of  the'liauor  that  is  chiefly  introduced 
into  the  United  States  of  America  under  the  denomination  of  Port 
Wine  —  but  Sir  — r  there' is  to  be  found  —  among  the  vintages  of  the 
Upper  Douro  — !•  a  Wine  Sir  —  that  under  a  certain  preparation  of 
grapes  gathered  on  the  sunny  slopes  and  passages  of  those  beauti- 
ful hills  —  the  base  of  which  is  watered  oy  the  clearest  brooks  — 
and  on  the  summits  of  which  the  clouds  rest  only  until  the  first  ap- 
pearance of  the  morning  sun  makes  them  almost  fly  and  bound  away 
for  reflige  -^  there  is  t^e  grown  a  wine  Sir  —  that  truly  —  accord- 
mg  to  the  words  of  Scripture,  '  maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man  !' 

•Well  Sir — it  soon  came,  as  you  may  suppose  —  to  be  noised 
throughout  the  province,  that  these  two  hogsheads  of  Port  Wine 
were  to  be  prepared  under  order  of  the  Port  Company  of  Port- 
o-Port for  the  cellar  of  the  Right  Honourable  Mr.  Pitt — the 
vineyards  were  watched  —  every  man  looked  at  the  ripening  clus- 
ters of  his  vines,  to  imagine  if  any  grapes  could  be  finer  than  his 
own "—  every  proprietor  was  desirous  to  contribute  the  choicest  pos- 
sible fjruit  -r-  for  England  Sir  is  the  oldest  ally  of  Portugal,  and  I 
need  not  tell  you  any  thing  in  praise  of  Mr.  Pitt,  or  of  his  celebrity 
throughout  Europe,  although  Sir  —  there  was  no  such  thing  as  per- 
manent peace  to  be  thought  of  in  his  day  —  and  the  Port  Company 
of  Port-o-Port  —  had  caused  it  to  be  distinctly  understood,  that  no 
one  grape,  except  a  head  grape,  the  perfection  of  a  bunch -^should 
be  permitted  to  enter  the  Helper  to 'be  pressed  for  these  two  hogs- 
heads of  wine. 

The  pressing  Sir  —  and  the  fermentation**- took  place  lender  the 
happiest  auspices —  the  racking  off  was  attended  to  repeatedly  with 
the  utmost  vigilance ;  the  casks  as  you  may  suppose  were  of  the 
finest  staves;  and  the  outer  casings  thoroughly  secured.  Then 
came  the  most  cautious  removal,  the  shipment,  a  fortunate  passage 
and  a  safe  arrival  at  St.  Katharine's  Dock.  From  thence  Sir  to 
Downing  Street,  where  he  was  then  residing  with  Lady  Hester 
Stanhope,  now  so  famous,  into  the  safe  keeping  of  the  Premier's 
Butler.  The  bottling  took  place  with  uncommon  care  and  with 
entire  exclusion  of  the  light  -rr  and  after  due  time  it  because  in  per- 
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feet  order  for  the  glass !  of  course  it  was  an  object  of  the  highest 
curiosity  to  persons  in  any  manner  connected  with  the  trade  with 
Portugal.  I  once  had  the  honour  Sir  —  at  Mr.  Pitt's  own  table  —  (a 
series  of  coughs  -^ )  to  be  acquainted  with  a  Gentleman  who  had 
drank  of  that  wine  ^- at  Mr.  Pitt's  own  table  !' 

Honest  John  Stopford  !  I  have  always  believed  it  to  have  been 
thyself  who  partook  of  that  wine  at  Mr.  Pitt's  own  Table  ;  but  now, 
go  forth  this  dark  dark  night  in  thy  black  cloth  shoes,  thy  rusty  black 
dress,  and  white  cravat,  thine  ivory-headed  cane  and  wash-leather 
gloves,  pick  out  the  soft  dtones  upon  the  Way,  and  with  a  magic  lan- 
tern in  mine  hand,  and  thy  nose  m  profile,  appear  upon  the  wall  in 
the  chamber  of  my  Reader,  and  answer  frankly  to  the  questions  he 
may  be  disposed  to  propound  to  thee.    I  asked  thee  none. 

JpHN    WaTXBS. 


THE 


REFORMER'S        VISION. 


ST  ▲  mew  COMTAXBOTOM 


Half  the  woild  is  hushed  in  slumber, 

Night  has  reached  her  solemn  noon, 
And  Uie  dark  and  foggy  meadows 

Wait  the  c<»ning  of  the  moon ; 
Winds  are  sighing  in  the  savins 

With  a  deep  and  moomfol  sonndi 
And  the  golden  stars  of  Heaven 

Drop  their  dewy  tears  around. 

Now  the  sleepless  tide  is  lying 

Calmly  in  the  deep  lagoon ; 
It  is  waiting  for  its  hour  — 

For  the  coming  of  the  motttu 
Books  are  flying  hither,  thithex', 

Sending  forth  ill-boding  cries^ 
While  the  owl  is  gazing  eastward 

With  his  laige  and  lustrous  eyes. 

Nifffatingalee  are  silent,  thinking 

Which  of  all  their  melodies 
Were  the  sweetest  one  to  welcome, 

When  she  looketh  o'er  the  seas. 
They  are  all  with  patience  waiting 

For  the  night  to  wear  away, 
For  the  minting  of  the  darkness 

With  the  moon's  enchanting  ray. 

And  like  them  I  too  will  linger 

On  my  watch-tower  by  the  sea, 
Waiting  in  the  solemn  midnight. 

Waiting  lone  and  patiently ; 
Till  the  murmur  of  the  waters 

On  the  low  and  pebbly  shore, 
Till  the  coming  of  the  moonbeams 

Through  the  worid's  broad  eastern  door. 


For  my  thtni^hts  press  ihick  and  heavy, 
And  I  fain  would  be  alone ; 

Would  commune  awhile  with  Nature, 
Till  this  heaviness  hath  flown ; 

Here  I  would  in  faticy  wander- 
Through  the  battle-field  of  life, 

Mark^the  human  hearts  contending 
In  the  world's  unequal  strife. 

Would  gaze  downward  to  the  centre 

Whence  the  streams  of  healing  roll, 
And  drink  deeply  from  its  fountain 

Med'cines  for  the  fainting  soul. 
Men  are  strugglmg  with  the  darkness, 

Tangled  in  the  mists  of  night ; 
Waiting  like  the  scenes  around  me 

For  uke  coming  on  of  light 

Yet 't  is  burning  bright  above  them, 

And  they  will  not  see  its  ray ; 
Bowed  to  earth,  they  still  are  plodding 

In  the  beaten  errin?  way. 
Bowed  to  earth,  why  do  they  see  not 

The  broad  sun's  resplendent  beams, 
Tokened  by  a  thousand  emblems, 

MuTored  in  a  thousand  streams? 

Vain  are  many  burning  Sunlights, 

Angels  voices  speriE  in  vain, 
If  the  Boul's  eye  be  not  opened, 

If  its  ear  mark  not  the  strain ; 
like  the  flock  without  a  shepherd 

Turn  they  from  the  pleasant  fold. 
Bartering  Nature's  pricelesi  birthright 

For  a  penny-worth  of  gold. 
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Gone  the  etreiigth  and  the  endeayor. 

Gone  the  rea0on>  lowly  pised ; 
V&inly  beats  the  heart  of  Nature 

When  her  limbe  are  paralyzed ; 
Need  m  there  of  a  phpician 

To  bmd  up  the  broken  age, 
To  relieve  the  weary  spirit, 

Weary  of  its  pilgrimage. 

Then  the  Tnvn  RBfonmK  eemeth. 

Armed  with  love  and  holy  leal. 
With  a  soul  as  faroad  and  beaoteous 

As  the  truths  it  doth  reveal 
Bom  perchance  in  some  low  cottage, 

Named  not  on  the  princely  roll, 
Yet  with  higher  armsemUatoned — 

TheNobOityof  Soul! 


Cometh  like  some  ancient  prophet,  j 

With  a  mission  to  fulfil;  I 

To  renew  the  broken  charter 

Granted  on  the  Holy  Hill ; 
Nor  on  gold  or  marble  tablets  I 

Marking  with  the  graver's  pen,  | 

But  with  love's  sweet  Iris-pencil 

On  the  selfish  hearts  of  men. 

Comes  to  waken  life's  trae  qwrit, 

Whose  broad  wings  have  long  been 
To  unfold  the  Sphynx-euigma,    [furled. 

Solve  the  problem  of  the  world ; 
Comes  the  great  soul  meek  and  lowly* 

With  a  Vosom  fiUed  wUh  ruth. 
Mounts  the  world's  observatory, 

Takes  the  telescope  of  Trn^. 

Gazes  long  and  gazes  deepl/ 

On  the  fold  of  human  hearts ; 
Sees  the  herd  of  qtirits  standing 

Idle  in  the  crowded  marts ;  I 

Draws  the  worid  as  with  a  mapiet  | 

To  the  power  of  his  high  thought,        | 
As  from  some  high  hill  man's  vision  ; 

Sees  the  landscape  'neath  him  wrought  ' 


And  he  reads  its  sad  condition 

With  a  deep  prophetic  eye ; 
But  his  heart  is  nothing  daunted — 

He  will  yet  st^ve  B^knfolly 
To  consume  the  golden  idols 

Molten  in  spme  heathen  name, 
Bid  ReligionViane  rise  upward 

Like  a  phoanix  from  the  flame. 

Then  he  mingles  with  the  peqsle. 

Gathered  in  fanatic  strife, 
And  unfolds  theni  holy  lessons 

In  the  market-pla«e  of  life ; 
Lessons  not  of  distant  ages^ 

Improvised  with  cunning  art. 
But  from  volumes  of  the  present. 

Written  e»  thf  gnateiol  heai^ 


And  he  rends  the  gaudy  gaimente 

Wrought  with  tinsel^  uncouth, 
Which  enfold  Religion's  tempter, 

And  conceal  her  simple  truth ; 
Strives  to  raise  the  sacred  altar, 

Shunned  and  hastening  to  decay. 
For  men  think  to  build'tbem  Babeb, 

And  escape  another  way. 

But  his  toil  is  long  and  lonely, 

Wronffed,  yet  seeking  no  redress 
He  stanoB  alone  like  John  the  Bapti^ 

Praying  in  the  wilderness ; 
Now  they  scorn  him  at  the  altar. 

Smite  upon  his  tearful  cheek. 
Doubting  lif  a  heaven-sent  prophet 

Could  so  humble  be  and  meek. 

Wag  their  tongues  in  bitter  moddng. 

Murmur  like  the  angry  seas ; 
*  Art  thou  wiser  than  our  fathen? 

Words  they  would  not  teach  like  these.* 
But  he  turns  him  from  their  mocking. 

And  forgives  their  ribaldry ; 
For  he  thinks  of  Him  who  soixowed 

Lowly  in  Grethsemane. 

Unsnbdned,  all  day  he  toileth. 

Bowed  by  none  of  human  fearii 
But  at  night,  alone,  in  secret. 

From  his  eyes  drqp  bloody  team : 
Thus  he  lives  and  thus  he  labom. 

Struggling  with  life's  ocean  wave  ; 
And  for  him  there  is  no  slumber. 

Till  he  reaoh  the  aUent  grave. 

Like  the  old  and  stricken  year,  ho 

Goeth  down  the  vale  of  Time ; 
And  the  wmds  of  Life's  sad  winter 

Ring  his  sad  funereal  chiana ; 
Lowly  on  the  bier  he  Ueth« 

Borne  along  the  crowded  street. 
And  men  gaze  on  him  with  wonder 

That  his  iluinber  is  so  sweet. 

Then  thev  think  bow  calm  and  meeUf 

Sorrow's  heavy  load  he  bore ; 
Then  they  do  no  more  revi^  bun. 

For  his  great  heart  beats  no  m9ce ; 
And  from  pity  love  is  kindled. 

Love  unknown,  unfelt  till  ^w, 
For  they  cannot  moigle  hatred 

With  the  death-dew  on^  his  brow. 


I  And  the  words  he  tans^t  while  tiving 

Seem  more  holy  and  subline ; 
I  Up  they  rise  like  dreams  commipBinned 
I       From  some  higher,  holier  clin^  ; 
Or  like  strains  <tt  earnest  muaa 

Heard  a  little  wb^  fgo. 
Growing  soiier  in  the  distaiioe, 
I      3weeter,  ag  M^  999i|Mi»ta  gi«w. 
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And  the  tehooUboy  m  Yam  ramble 

TanM  fhmi  that  lono  sraTe  aaide» 
Fearing  to  diatiirb  the  Maater 

Whom  m  life  the  world  denied ; 
0*er  hJB  head  they  build  yaat  templea, 

Telling  to  the  paBMr*by 
Where  the  aaheeof  the  prophet 

In  their  silent  alnmber  he. 

But  the  waves  begin  to  whisper, 

Murmuring  in  the  deep  lagoon » 
And  the  eastern  gates  are  opened 

For  the  oommg  ef  the  moon ! 
Like  an  ocean-queen  she  eomoth 

From  the  chamben  of  the  deep, 
'  And  the  little  waves  throng  round  her, 

Lifting  up  their  heads  Cram  sleep. 

like  a  nation's  shoot  of  gladness, 

When  its  sovereign  draweth  nigh, 
Sound  those  lifting  waves  their  welcomes, 

Welcomes  poured  exultingly; 
From  afar  I  hear  their  murmur. 

Borne  in  whispers  toward  the  land, 
Growing  deeper,  deeper  dashing 

Li  fiiU  chorus  on  the  strand. 

Rising  like  some  ancient  prophet 

O'er  the  dark  and  troubled  world ; 
Fed  from  light's  great  fountain  burning. 

When  the  day's  bright  wings  are  furl'd ; 
Moou !  thou  typest  well  my  vision-^ 

Faithful  image  of  the  sun ! 
TYuth  shall  still  in  nature  linger 

When  its  source  is  seen  by  none. 

Clouds  are  gathered  dark  and  heavy 

In  the  far-off  Orient, 
Black'ning  with  their  giant  shadows 

All  the  starry  firmament 
O !  I  see  thee  stretohing  upward. 

Through  the  midnight,  calm  and  held. 
Like  some  old  imperiiU  city 

Builded  in  the  days  of  old. 

Bnined  mmsleis,  broken  aiohea. 

Cast  their  black  and  sullen  shade. 
And  the  eye  is  weary  toiling 

Down  the  deep'ning  colonnade  ; 
flnough  the  stained  cathedral  windows 

Lamps  are  streaming  clear  and  bright. 
And  I  hear  the  deep  bells  calling 

To  the  qiirits  of  the  night. 

And  I  see  those  lamps  grow  brighter, 

Bnrhing  with  a  purer  fire ; 
See  the  rabed  priest  in  the  ohanoel, 

Hear  the  nmaio  ef  the  choir ; 
Solemn  music,  deep  &nd  awful, 

More  than  art  can  understand, 
Like  the  thunden  of  Mount  Sinai, 

like  the  writing  on  the  sand. 


I  There  I  see  them  thronged  together, 
'      All  those  works  I  longed  to  see ; 
1  All  my  ehildhood's  study  gathered 
j       Frotp  the  page  of  hist(»y ; 
I  Stands  the  mighty  Coliseum, 
I      Limned  in  many  a  poet's  rhyme* 
And  the  Pyramids  of  Egypt, 
Older  than  recorded  time. 


Structures  of  the  middle  ages,    ' 
Notre-Dame,  Cologne,  Milan, 

Which  like  little  children  cluster 
Round  their  mother,  Vatican. 

Giant-like,  another  figure, 

.    Rises  in  that  worid  of  art, 

Vii|[in  of  celestial  beauty, 
Bearing  yet  a  lion's  heart 

'T  is  the  Sphynz  of  ancient  faUe, 

Sphynx  which  modems  realize. 
Gazing  sorrowfully  upward 

With  her  deep  and  earnest  eyes ; 
And  amid  those  olden  structures 

Climbs  the  moon  with  steady  pace, 
Burning  brightly  on  the  altar, 

Sadly  o'er  the  chamel-place. 

linsering  in  its  silent  passage, 

'Neath  the  deep  and  broken  aroh. 
Struggling  with  some  mighty  column. 

For  they  fain  would  stay  its  march  ; 
Comes  a  siroc  from  the  desert 

Breathing  murk  and  poisoned  air, 
And  its  noisome  mists  are  thronging 

Round  her  pathway  every  where. 

But  she  comes  still  bravely  upward ! 

Fears  not,  from  no  danger  shrinks  ; 
Struggles  with  the  giant  monster, 

With  the  lion  of  the  Sphynx. 
Fought  the  battle — she  has  won  it ! 

Falls  the  vanquished  heavily ; 
Won  it,  for  she  saw  the  virgin 

O'er  her  gazing  earnestly. 

Upward  like  some  great  evangel 

Drawn  by  chains  of  golden  links, 
Brighter  for  her  toiling,  mounts  she 

From  her  struggle  with  the  Sphynx ; 
And  those  temples  old  have  vanished, 

Fron^  their  deep  foundations  buried ; 
Answered  is  the  great  enigma — 

Solved  the  riddle  of  the  world ! 

Comes  a  flood  of  silver  moonlight 

Over  meadow,  hill  and  vale, 
like  the  opening  of  Heaven, 

To  repeat  its  glorious  tale ; 
To  the  rooted  rock  she  calleth. 

And  it  echoes  back  her  call. 
Speaking  with  the  voice  of  nature 

From  her  truth^^mblazoned  halt 


306 


The  Executioner, 


[April, 


FlBin  and  moimtam,  hill  and  Talley, 

Chant  their  strains  of  sweet  accord, 
like  the  midnight  mass  of  millionB 

Lifting  up  their  heart  to  Goo : 
From  her  dream  of  silent  slumber 

Wakes  the  nightingale  her  song, 
And  the  waten  swell  th^ir  chorus 

As  the  tidp-wave  sweeps  along. 

Now  1 11  hasten  to  my  slumber, 

For  my  soul  its  task  has  done. 
Lest  mom  find  me  here  a  watcher, 

When  the  hour  of  sleep  is  gone. 
I  have  learned  a  solemn  lesson 

From  the  dark  clouds  and  the  moon, 
From  th*  murmur  of  the  waten. 

Sailing  up  the  broad  lagoon. 


Bitter  foes  will  arm  aniBst  thee. 

Thousand  hands  take  up  the  qwar ; 
But  thy  truth  shall  bum  far  brighter 

When,  subdued,  they  disappear. 
In  the  silent,  lone  hour  watching. 

Came  this  writing  on  the  sky ; 
Thus  I  read  the  magic  riddle, 

Claiming  not  to  prophecy. 

And  my  soul  new  strength  has  gathered 

From  this  midnight  ^m  and  still. 
Pondering  on  the  grand  old  fable 

Of  the  tife-tiee,  IgdrasU  ;* 
Rooted  in  the  realms  of  Hela, 

Deep  among  the  silent  dead ; 
Shooting  &r  into  high  Heaven, 

From  the  sacred  fountains  fed. 


THE      EXECUTIONER. 

▲     NARRATIVE     OF     THE     SEVENTEENTH     CSNTURY      IN     ENGLANO. 


m    TWO    PAHTt:     PART  aXCONO. 


Confounded  by  the  events  which  I  have  described,  and  altogether 
unable  to  divine  by  what  strange  coincidence  I  had  been  made  an 
actor  in  a  scene,  ^which,  if  not  prepared  for  me,  had  been  at  least 
most  skilfully  adapted  to  my  presence  and  purposes,  I  felt  neverthe- 
less too  much  piqued  in  interest  and  curiosity  to  refhse  obedience  to 
my  mysterious  monitress.  The  impression  which  I  had  received 
was  too  profound  to  leave  room  for  a  suspicion  of  treachery.  I  fol- 
lowed, therefore,  as  well  as  the  darkness  would  permit,  the  instruc- 
tions given  me,  and  having  regained  the  passage,  found,  as  I  had 
supposed,  that  it  terminated  on  the  river.  There  a  boat  was  moored 
with  two  oarsmen  apparently  waiting  my  arrival.  Accident,  it  may 
be,  had  given  their  employer  a  more  suitable  agent  than  had  been 
anticipated ;  but  whatever  the  service,  I  now  ielt  no  disposition  to 
decline  it.  Accordingly  I  stepped  without  a  word  upon  the  boat, 
when  its  fastenings  were  immediately  flung  loose,  and  we  were  soon 
afloat  upon  the  Thames. 

Our  course  was  upward  ;  past  the  gloomy  portals  of  the  Tower, 
where  Straflbrd  had  so  laterly  expiated  the  duplicity  of  his  master ; 
past  Whitehall  where  that  master  was  so  soon  to  atone  the  errors 
of  a  questionable  life.  Still  we  held  on  until  London  was  left  far 
behind,  and  yet  I  had  formed  no  conjecture  of  our  destination.  At 
length  as  the  day  began  to  dawn,  the  boat  neared  the  left  bank  of 
the  river,  and  was  finally  stranded  at  a  point  which  I  knew  to  be 
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not  far  distant  from  Hampton  Court,  where  the  king  was  then  in 
Guatody.  A  person  who  appeared  to  have  been  waiting  our  approach 
on  the  beach,  now  advanced,  and  after  scrutinizing  me. with  much 
interest,  motioned  me  to  follow  and  led  the  way  to  a  small  hut  near 
the  river-side. 

We  sat  down  opposite  one, another,  and  the  cloak,  in  which  my 
companion  had  till  now  been  closely  enveloped,  being  thrown  back, 
I  at  once  recognised  in  him  an  aged  man  whom  I  had  often  seen  in 
attendance  upon  the  court ;  one  who,  in  his  capacity  o£  astrologer, 
was  supposed  to  have  acquired  no  little  influence  over  the  mind  of 
the  king.  Something  there  was  in  his  person  and  manner  which 
seemed  well  calculated  to  secure  this  ascendancy ;  and  I  recollected 
that  on  his  sudden  and  mysterious  appearance  in  the  royal  circle, 
not  many  years  before,  occasion  had  been  given  to  conjectures  with 
regard  to  his  objects  and  origin  which  had  never  been  well  satisfied. 
He  had  succeeded  equally  in  evading  inquiry  and  in  establishing 
the  influence  of  which  I  have  spoken. 

For  a  while  the  old  man  sat  with  downcast  eyes,  muttering  to 
himself,  as  it  seemed,  in  the  unintelligible  jargon  of  his  science. 
But  I' felt  it  necessary  to  demand  an  explanation  of  the  purposes  to 
which  an  interview,  unsought  by  myself,  was  intended  to  be  made 
subservient. 

For  answer  the  astrologer  drew  forth  a  sealed  packet,  and  placed 
it  before  me.  I  saw  at  once  that  the  seal  and  superscription  were 
the  king's.  '  Whether  choice  or  chance,'  he  said, '  have  determined 
you  to  tibis  enterprise,  let  this  be  a  pledge  between  us,  a  guarantee 
of  mutual  sincerity  and  devotion  to  a  common  cause.  Ask  not  now 
from  what  motives  I  act.  A  destiny  which  has  bound  us  to  the  same 
melancholy  task  exacts  of  me  this  seeming  sacrifice  of  principle. 
You  will  give  these  papers  as  soon  as  practicable  into  the  hands  of 
the  Lord  General.'  ^ 

The  packet  in  effect  consisted  of  despatches  to  the  Queen  (who 
was  then  abroad)  wit^  which  the  astrologer  had  been  entrusted  to 
forward  them  secretly  to  their  destination.  They  contained  those 
rash  confidences  which  furnished  the  last  proof  of  the  King's  insin- 
cerity, and  were  more  than  any  other  thing  calculated  to  give  a  de- 
cisive and  fatal  turn  to  the  crisis  of  his  fortunes.  In  these  letters  he 
had  freely  discussed  the|  grounds  of  his  illusory  hopes.  He  had 
even  gone  so  far  as  to  avow  the  mental  reservations  which  he 
allowed  himself  in  his  negotiations  with  the  parliament,  and  to 
denounce  the  vengeance  which  he  eventually  meditated  against 
Cromwell  and  other  popular  leaders.  The  effect  of  such  disclosures 
on  his  own  fate,  it  was  easy  to  foresee.  AH  this  my  companion  ex- 
plained to  me  in  terms  of  such  cool  and  calculating  perfidy,  as  to 
satisfy  me  that  the  hapless  monarch  had  committed  his  confidence 
to  one  who,  whatever  his  motives,  wanted  neither  the  will  nor  saga- 
city to  contrive  and  consummate  his  ruin. 

'  You.  will  returii  hither,'  he  whispered,  as  I  again  set  foot  upon 
the  boat ;  '  there  will  remain  much  to  do  which  can  be  trusted  only 
to  one  who  is  resolute,  sagacious  and  unforgetful.* 
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The  fatal  despatch  had  wrought  its  effect.  From  the  moment  of 
receiving  it,  Cromwell  had  cast  away  every  consideration  of  pity  or 
policy  which  had  thus  far  embarrassed  him*  He  sought  only  for 
means  to  crush  at  once  and  forever  the  hopes  and  intrigues  of  the 
royalists.  He  might  justly  indeed  feel  released  froih  all  obligation 
to  observe  faith  with  a  party,  which,  even  while  negotiating  the  terms 
of  compromise,  stood  pledged  to  the  extreme  exercise  of  the  regal 
prerogative  both  in  church  and  state.  It  was  the  misfortune  of  the 
king  to  be  surrounded  by  advisers  who  consulted  only  their  own  in* 
terests ;  it  was  his  weakness  to  believe  himself  exempted  by  his 
position  from  the  common  obligations  of  truth  and  justice. 

When  I  next  sought  the  neighborhood  of  Hampton  Court,  it  was 
for  the  purpose  of  concerting  with  the  astrologer  the  means  of  in- 
ducing the  king  to  venture  on  that  memorable  flight,  which  had  been 
secretly  planned  by  Cromwell,  in  order  to  exhibit  the  fugitive  as  in- 
capable of  reposing  any  real  confidence  in  the  popular  party,  and 
ready  to  break  off  his  negotiations  with  the  parliament  as  soon  as 
the  slightest  chance  of  escape  presented  itself.  Goaded  to  despair 
by  constant  intimations  of  treachery  and  assassination,  knowing 
neither  in  whom  to  trust  nor  whither  to  betake  himself,  the  wreftched 
monarch  fled  at  last  with  a  single  attendant.  It  was  then  my  office 
to  follow  him,  and  by  unremitting  vigilance  to  guard  against  the  pos- 
sibility of  his  ultimate  escape. 

The  flight,  it  is  known,  terminated  at  Carisbrooke  Castle  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight.  The  fugitive  had  now  furnished  his  enemies,  as  they 
charged,  with  the  proof  of  faithlessness,  and  a  pretext  for  investing 
him  with  closer  restraints.  Events  thenceforth  rapidly  matured  his 
ruin.  The  public  mind,  as  if  under  the  pressure  of  an  evident  ne- 
cessity, settled  down  sternly  but  quietly  into  an  expectation  of  the 
&tal  denouement.  Men  no  longer  spoke  of  any  thing  but  judg- 
ment and  death. 

The  process  of  trial  and  execution,  with  the  dignified  constancy 
of  the  king,  who  seemed  to  regain  all  his  majesty  to  meet  the  fatal 
event,  are  matters  of  too  familiar  history  to  need  recital.  Yet  even 
then,  reconciled  as  they  were  to  the  result,  men  wondered  by  what 
hand,  desperate  and  daring  enough  for  such  a  deed,  the  head  of  an 
anointed  king  was  destined  to  fall.  That  secret  was  known  but  to 
one  or  two  ministers  in  the  dreary  tragedy,  and  even  the  eloomy 
spirit  of  Cromwell  seemed  pleased  that  at  least  the  blood  of  an 
[English  monarch  (to  whose  rank  he  felt  himself  already  closely 
affined)  was  not  to  be  polluted  by  the  hands  of  a  common  hangman. 

Beneath  the  disguise  which  concealed  my  features  while  I  waited 
on  the  scaffold,  none  could  guess  the  feelings  of  despair  and  guilt, 
mingled  with  rembrseless  determination,  by  which  I  was  ev^  then 
tormented.  I  felt  that  with  but  few  and  unworthy  exceptions,  the 
eyes  of  all  were  turned  upon  me  with  unmistakeable  detestation. 
Yes,  standing  there,  as  I  did,  by  their  own  decree,  the  guiltiest  or 
meanest  individual  of  the  crowd  would  have  turned  from  me  with 
loathing  and  contempt.  But  my  purpose  did  not  once  falter.  I 
kept  my  eyes  riveted  on  a  small  portrait  of  lantb^,  which  I  wore  sus- 
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pended  from  my  neck.  And  wben  the  solemn  preparations  were 
completed,  and  the  king  bowed  his  head  upon  the  block,  I  stooped 
down  as  if  to  adjust  some  portion  of  his  dress,  but  in  reality  to  place 
before  his  eyes  this  image  of  his  victim,  and  to  whisper  in  his  ear 
my  name  and  my  wrongs.  A  shudder  and  stifled  groan  were  the 
only  reply.  The  next  moment  the  severed  head  rolled  upon  the 
scidSbld. 

The  deed  was  done ;  my  task  was  finished ;  henceforth  there 
was  neither  hope  nor  purpose  for  me  in  this  world.  Thousands 
upon  thousands  stood  around,  and  the  universal  and  involuntary 
recoil  from  the  hideous  spectacle  told  that  they  were  yet  men.  But 
for  me  the  last  tie  of  sympathy  with  my  kind  was  forever  sundered. 
With  a  fixed  and  stony  gaze  I  looked  abroad  upon  the  vast  multi- 
tude, hardly  conscious  of  their  existence.  But  at  length,  two  figures 
before  unobserved,  though  they  stood  directly  in  front,  seemed  to 
rise  out  of  the  crowd,  and  gradually  attracted  and  fixed  my  whole 
attention.  These  were  the  astrologer  and  the  sorceress.  Side  by 
side  they  stood,  manifestly  no  unconcerned  spectators  of  the  tragedy 
that  had  just  been  enacted.  Yet  how  different  their  interest  I  The 
pale  features  of  the  woman  bore  an  aspect  of  ineffable  horror  and 
dismay,  but  on  those  of  the  astrologer  there  was  stamped  an  expression 
of  such  fiendish  and  triumphant  malignity  that,  hardened  as  I  was, 
I  could  scarcely  meet  his  gaze  without  shrinking  from  an  atrocity 
which  seemed  no  longer  human. 

One  visit;  one  vigil,  at  the  grave  of  my  child,  and  I  fled  as  I  then 
supposed  forever  from  England.  To  me  it  was  of  no  moment  to  what 
party  or  sect  my  regicide  hand  had  opened  the  way  to  ascendancy. 
Wot  even  the  Restoration  could  make  me  more  effectually  an  exile 
than  the  bitterness  of  my  own  spirit,  which  abjured  all  thought  of 
communion  with  my  kind,  and  most  of  all  with  those  who  had  as- 
sisted in  the  events  which  had  made  me  what  I  was  and  am. 

Not  that  misanthropy  had  obliterated  all  traces  of  human  feeling 
from  my  heart.  To  distress,  wherever  it  has  crossed  my  path,  I 
have  in  all  my  wanderings  lent  succor  or  paid  the  tribute  of  sym- 
pathy. In  the  desert  I  have  brought  relief  to  him  who  was  ready 
to  perish,  and  have  shared  my  crust  with  the  leper  thrust  forth  by 
cruelty  and  intolerance  from  the  gates  of  the  populous  city.  In 
this  I  but  obeyed  the  instinct  of  misery,  which,  when  society  has 
loosened  all  its  ties  upon  us,  often  draws  us  more  closely  toward 
our  suffering  fellow-man.  One  incident  only  of  all  this  weary  pil- 
grimage has  interest  in  connection  with  my  present  narrative. 

It  was  after  some  years  of  this  aimless  wandering  that  I  entered 
one  evening  a  large  city  in  the  south  of  Spain.  I  designed  only  to 
provide  myself  with  the  necessary  means  of  sustenance,  for  I  now 
no  longer  sought  shelter  voluntarily  under  the  roofs  of  men,  and  in 
*this  instance  had  marked  out  a  grotto  in  a  neighboring  mountain, 
(apparently  a  deserted  cell  or  hermitage,)  as  the  place  of  temporary 
BOjoum.  While  seeking  what  I  needed  I  became  sensible  of  an 
fdmost  entire  desertion  of  the  streets ;  a  few  stragglers  only  seemed 

VOL.  zzvn.  40 


310  The  ExectOianer.  [April, 

to  be  hurrying  aa  po  some  centre  of  common  interest.  Listlessnesa 
more  than  curiosity  led  my  steps  in  the  same  direction,  ahd  I  came 
at  length  upon  a  wide  and  open  space,  where  the  population  of  the 
city,  in  a  tumultuous  mass,  was  rapidly  assembling. 

On  another  occasion  I  might  have  turned  away,  for  my  soul  had 
sickened  of  the  excitements  which  most  usually  bring  such  throngs 
together ;  but  from  the  exclamations  of  those  around  I  gatheined  that 
some  unfortunate  female  was  on  the  point  of  expiating  by  fire  the 
imputation  of  sorcery,  and  certain  incidents  of  my  own  life  recurred 
with  an  interest  which  drew  me  on  to  the  centre  of  the  crowd.  The 
last  act  of  my  life  in  London,  as  soon  as  I  had  stripped  myself  of 
the  garb  of  the  executioner,  had  been  to  seek  the  haunts  of  the  wo- 
man who  through  the  medium  of  her  spells  had  borne  so  strange  a 
part  in  my  career.  I  could  not  resist  the  impression  that  she  held 
some  secret  in  her  hands  nearly  touching  my  deBtiny.  The  emotion 
which  I  had  felt  on  first  seeing  her,  and  the  peculiar  interest  which 
she  had  manifested  at  the  king's  death  codperated  in  fixing  this  im- 
pression on  my  mind.  But  the  building  in  which  she  had  exercised 
ner  art  I  had  found  levelled  with  the  ground,  probably  in  some  po- 
pular tumult,  and  no  trace  of  either  herself  or  the  astrologer  had 
since  crossed  my  path.  Gradually  their  images  had  faded  from  my 
mind.  Under  what  fearful  circumstances  were  they  destined  to  be 
revived ! 

In  the  centre  of  a  circle,  from  which  guards  kept  back  with  diffi- 
culty the  struggling  crowd,  stood  the  wretched  woman,  (whom  I  in- 
stantly recognized,)  bound  to  a  stake  and  surrounded  by  the  mate- 
rials of  torture  and  death.  She  alone  seemed  calm  and  self-possessed, 
her  eyes  averted  from  earth,  her  hands  clasping  a  small  crucifix  firmly 
pressed  against  her  bosom.  The  extraordinary  beauty  of  her  fea- 
tures, at  all  tim^^s  so  remarkable,  seemed  even  heightened  by  the 
circumstances  of  horror  vrith  which  she  was  environed.  Already 
the  torch  had  been  applied ;  the  populace  gave  vent  to  their  bigotry 
in  shouts  of  savage  exultation.  Powerless  to  interfere,  I  turned 
with  indignation  and  disgust  from  the  horrid  spectacle ;  but  before 
I  could  extricate  myself  from  the  crowd,  a  cry  of  agony,  and  the 
words,  ' My  daughter,!  my  daughter!*  in  tones  which  no  human 
heart  could  ever  forget,  drew  my  eyes  in  another  direction.  There 
an  a^ed  man  with  outstretched  arms  and  straining  eyes  was  vainly 
striving  to  force  his  way  to  the  scene  of  that  pitiless  and  execrable 
butchery. 

The  next  moment  I  saw  that  this  wretched  being  was  thrown 
down  and  trampled  under  foot.  Happier  indeed,  as  I  afterward 
felt,  if  he  had  thus  perished.  But  the  impulse  which  urged  me  to 
his  rescue  and  endued  n^e  with  strength  to  effect  it  was  one  not 
more  of  compassion  toward  him  than  of  indignation  at  the  heartr 
less  outrages  to  which  I  had  been  a  witness.  I  tore  him  still  insen- 
sible from  the  midst  of  the  press,  and  with  difficulty  conveyed  him 
to  the  only  place  of  refuge  m  my  power :  the  grotto  which  I  had 
designed  for  my  own  solitary  retreat. 

It  was  the  astrologer,  my  former  ally,  whose  life  I  had  thus  been 
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mstramental  in  preserying  for  a  few  miserable  hours.  By  the  light 
of  those  fires  in  which  his  child  was  cruelly  perishing  I  had  distin- 
guished his  features,  and  as  I  bent  over  him  could  scarcely  refrain 
from  reoroaching  myself  for  having  reserved  him  for  those  tortures 
of  which  my  own  heart  had  had  such  bitter  experience.  But  what 
followed  showed  that  this  encounter,  so  unexpected  and  apparently 
accidental,  was  indispensable  to  explain  the  incidents  of*  my  own 
unhappy  career,  as  well  as  to  illustrate  the  fatality  by  which  crime 
often  propagates  its  bitter  fruits  from  period  to  period.  Who  can 
tell,  alas  !  when  the  vTrong  which  he  heedlessly  commits  shall  have 
apent  its  force  1  Who  can  say  to  his  own  evil  act, '  Thus  far  shall 
thy  consequences  reach  and  no  farther,  and  here  shsdt  thou  lay  down 
thypower  to  corrupt  and  afHict  mankind  V 

With  the  retummg  consciousness  of  my  companion,  came,  as  Z 
could  perceive,  a  recognition  of  my  own  person.  He  seemed,  how- 
ever, to  regard  me  with  a  degree  of  pain  for  which  I  could  not  ac- 
count ;  and  once,  in  particular,  the  portrait  of  lanth^  having  fallen 
firom  my  bosom  before  his  eyes,  as  I  leant  over  him  in  the  discharge 
of  some  necessaiT  service,  he  turned  from  the  sight  with  a  groan, 
as  from  the  infliction  of  a  keen  and  unexpected  agony. 

But  he  at  least  was  not  doomed  to  length  of  suffering.  The  in- 
juries which  his  body  had  sustained  were  unheeded,  perhaps  unfelt ; 
but  grief  and  remorse  were  busy  at  his  heart,  and  nature,  in  so 
broken  a  frame,  could  not  long  sustain  the  conflict.  Before  his 
spirit  departed,  however,  I  had  listened — in  the  still  watches  of  the 
night,  beneath  the  shadows  of  that  solitary  cave — to  the  following 
details  of  a  life  strangely  complicated  with  my  own  in  its  misfortunes 
and  its  guilt. 

*  You  have  been  the  instrument,'  he  said,  '  of  protracting  my 
wretched  existence,  and  are  destined  to  be  the  repository  of  its  se- 
crets ;  you  whom  I  have  so  deeply  injured,  so  fatally  misled.  Yet 
listen  patiently  to  an  avowal,  which  can  be  no  atonement,  but  which 
will  at  least  divert  into  another  and  a  juster  channel  the  feelines  of 
indignation  and  resentment  by  which  your  heart  has  been  so  long 
tortured. 

'  I  am  a  native  of  the  East,  and  she  whose  relation  to  me  you 
have  already  conjectured,  first  saw  light  in  that  fair  and  far-famed 
vale  which  stretches  northward  from  Mount  Hermon  toward  Da- 
mascus. 

'  The  spirit  of  traffic  drew  me  from  my  native  land.  In  minister- 
ing to  the  luxury  and  still  more  to  the  superstitious  weaknesses  of 
the  Western  Franks,  I  found  the  speediest  road  to  unostentatious 
but  solid  wealth.  The  mother  of  Adileh  having  died  at  an  early 
period,  she,  my  only  child,  became  the  companion  of  my  wander- 
ings. Fool  that  I  was,  to  withdraw  her  from  the  jealous  and  holy 
seclusion  in  which  the  East  enshrines  its  daughters,  and  trust  her  to 
that  false  and  braggart  honor  of  the  West,  which  flatters  woman 
with  a  vain  idolatry  only  the  more  effectually  to  deceive  and  debase 
her! 

^Our  usual  residence  was  in  the  capital  of  Spain,  whcme  Adileh 
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dwelt  in  modest  retirement,  and  I  myself  contrived  to  find  security 
as  well  by  the  concealment  as  the  judicious  use  of  my  acquisitions. 
It  happened  that  we  were  returning  thither  on  one  occasion  from 
Paris,  Adileh,  myself  and  two  or  three  attendants,  journeying  in  the 
simple  and  unpretending  fashion  which  circumstances  rendered  ex- 
pedient, when  we  were  overtaken  on  the  road  by  a  small  party  of 
cavaliers,  better  mounted,  but  not  apparently  of  higher  pretensions 
than  ourselves.  My  daughter  drew  aside  to  allow  them  to  pass,  and 
I,  pressing  beside  her,  sought  to  protect  her  from  the  contact  and  if 
possible  from  the  notice  of  the  party,  whose  free  and  confident  mood 
was  equally  attested  by  their  air  and  language  ;  yet  one  of  them  in 
passing  came  so  near  as  to  disarrange  some  portion  of  her  dress, 
and  then  as  if  with  a  purpose  of  apology,  lifted  her  veil  for  a  mo- 
ment, BO  as  to  display  to  his  companions  a  face  which  you  will  admit 
to  have  been  beautiral  and  attractive  in  no  ordinary  degree  to  the 
last.  This  incident,'  said  the  dying  man,  interrupting  his  narrative, 
*  will  no  doubt  recall  the  time  and  the  event  to  your  memory.' 

He  paused  as  if  to  give  me  space  for  recollection  ;  but  it  was  un- 
necessary. I  replied  merely  by  a  mute  gesture  of  assent  to  the 
look  of  quiet  reproach  with  which  he  seemed  to  regard  me. 

'  It  was  yourself,'  he  resumed,  *  who  by  this  act  of  boyish  indis- 
cretion first  exposed  the  features  of  Adileh  to  the  eye  of  one  who 
never  hesitated  in  any  enterprise  to  which  self-gratification  impelled 
him.  Thoughtless  but  trivial  act !  to  how  long  a  train  of  disasters 
has  it  led  us  both !  I  should  ha^e  resented  the  afiront  on  the  spot, 
but  that  a  cavalier,  young  in  years  but  of  grave  and  dignified  de- 
meanor— one  too  to  whom  you  seemed  to  yield  implicit  deference, 
though  distinguished  in  nothing  externally  from  the  rest  of  the 
troop — advanced  at  the  moment,  and  with  a  sharp  reproof  to  your- 
self, deprecated  my  anger  toward  what  he  termed  an  act  of  mean- 
ingless levity.  He  even  pressed  upon  me  what  I  would  willingly 
have  declined,  the  protection  of  his  party  to  the  next  town,  for  we 
were  now  passing  the  wild  and  dangerous  frontier  of  the  two  king- 
doms. As  we  rode  onward  I  ascertained  that  the  strangers  were 
Englishmen,  and  he  to  whose  interference  I  have  alluded,  was  fami- 
liarly addressed  by  the  name  of  Smith. 

*  We  parted,  much  to  my  relief,  at  the  southern  base  of  the  Py- 
renees, you  with  your  companions  hastening  onward  to  Madrid, 
whither  Adileh  and  I  followed  by  easier  stages.  We  arrived  in  ef- 
fect after  the  lapse  of  several  days,  but  at  the  veiy  gates  of  the  city 
I  was  arrested  by  officers  of  the  king,  separated  from  my  daughter, 
and  placed  without  explanation  in  rigorous  and  solitary  confine- 
ment. It  was  vaguely  intimated  to  me  that  my  offence  was  of  a 
political  nature. 

*  The  time  is  past  now  when  the  recital  of  these  events  could  re- 
vive in  my  breast  the  feelings  of  alternate  rage  and  despair  to  which 
I  was  a  prey  during  my  lonely  imprisonment.  To  me  the  past  with 
all  its  perturbations  is  as  the  stormy  surface  of  the  ocean  to  him 
who  has  sunk  forever  beneath  its  fathomless  and  lifeless  depths. 
](nstead  then  of  dwelling  on  my  own  sufferings,  let  me  use  the  few 
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xnomeiits  which  remain  to  me  in  relating  aa  briefly  and  calmly  as 
possible,  what  befell  my  ill-fated  child  during  our  separation. 

'  Taken  in  charge  Iby  those  who  had  torn  us  apart,  she  was  con- 
veyed, in  a  state  of  mind  which  may  easily  be  iipagined,  to  a  quar- 
ter of  the  city  wholly  unknown  to  her.  Here  she  was  consigned  to 
the'  care  of  an  elderly  female,  who  ^received  her  with  tenderness  and 
lavished  upon  her  all  the  attentions  which  her  situation  required. 
Although  no  satisfaction  was  afforded  her  with  respect  to  the  cause 
and  place  of  my  detention,  yet  suggestions  of  hope  were  freely  ad- 
ministered ;  and  as  a  special  source  of  encouragement,  she  was  in- 
formed that  the  Prince-Royal  of  England  had  recently  arrived  in 
Madrid ;  that  as  a  demonstration  of  the  public  joy,  a  multitude  of 
prisoners  had  been  liberated,  and  that  doubtless  his  gracious  inter- 
vention might  be  propitiated  to  procure  the  release  of  her  father. 

'  When  by  such  representations  and  the  lapse  of  time  the  spirits 
of  Adileh  had  been  sufficiently  calmed,  a  stranger,  an  Englishman, 
was  introduced ;  one  whom  she  recognized  as  having  been  of  the 
party  which  had  journeyed  with  us  in  the  Pyrenees.  And  as  this 
pe^on  readily  consented  to  become  a  mediator  in  the  affair  that 
was  nearest  her  heart,  that  heart  was  unsuspectingly  opened  to  the 
impression  which  his  personal  graces  and  practised  duplicity  were 
otherwise  calculated  to  produce.  Shall  I  detail  by  what  arts,  by 
what  impostures,  the  rum  of  a  forlorn  and  friendless  girl  was  ef- 
fected 1  Even  the  world's  greedy  ear  has  wearied  of  so  trite  and 
familiar  a  story.  Enough  for  me  to  say,  in  vindication  of  her  who 
has  so  bitterly  requited  her  errors,  that  a  fictitious  marriage,  pro- 
cured by  pretended  communications  from  myself,  was  the  precursor 
of  Adileh's  degradation  and  misery. 

'  The  consummation  of  this  nefarious  plot  was  followed  as  usual 
by  indifference  and  neglect.  It  was  not  long  before  Adileh's  eyes 
were  opened  to  the  nature  of  the  whole  transaction.  A  proposal  as 
base  as  it  was  astounding,  while  it  confirmed  her  worst  apprehen- 
sions, served  to  demonstrate  the  superior  rank  of  the  impostor  and 
the  utter  hopelessness-  of  her  own  claims.  This  was  nothing  less 
than  a  requirement  that  she  should  allow  herself  to  be  transferred 
to  the  train  of  the  Duchess  D'Olivarez,  in  order  to  promote  the 
views  which  this  profligate  foreigner  had  dared  to  form  against  the 
peace  and  purity  of  one  of  the  highest  ladies  of  the  realm,  the  wife 
of  the  prime  minister  of  Spain. 

'  In  confusion  and  dismay  which  for  the  time  unseated  her  reason, 
Adileh  fled  from  the  presence  of  her  betrayer  and  from  the  place 
which  had  witnessed  her  injuries.  After  long  wandering  through 
the  streets  of  Madrid,  she  sunk  exhausted  at  the  door  of  an  obscure 
building.  With  the  tenant  of  this  suspected  habitation,  an  agred  man 
who  had  given  his  days  to  the  cultivation  of  sciences,  which  had 
only  made  him  an  outcast  from  society,  she  found  shelter  and  com- 
passion. It  was  here  that  I  discovered  her  after  long  seeking,  my 
discharge  from  imprisonment  having  taken  place  about  this  time, 
witib  as  little  apparent  cause  or  explanation  as  my  arrest. 

'  It  is  true  that  my  imprisonment  was  unexplained,  but  connected 
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with  other  occurrences,  it  had  evidently  been  the  result  of  the  same 
agencies  which  had  effected  the  ruin  of  my  daughter.  Some  interest 
then,  as  poweMil  as  mischieyous,  had  been  at  the  root  of  these  en- 
terprises. From  Adileh  I  could  learn  nothing  in  addition  to  what  I 
have  related,  bilt  that  her  betrayer,  the  seeming  author  of  all  our 
calamities,  bore  the  name  which  I  have  already  mentioned  as  being 
the  only  one  I  had  distinguished  among  the  Englishmen  who  had 
accompanied  us  in  our  journey. 

*  The  Prince  of  Wales,  the  unfortunate  Charles,  was  stiU  in 
Madrid.  It  is  well  known  that  after  having  traversed  France  and 
Spain  under  an  assumed  name  and  guise,  he  was  received  at  the 
latter  court  on  the  disclosure  of  his  rank,  with  every  mark  of  satis* 
faction  and  respect.  The  prisons  were  opened,  he  was  placed  on 
the  right  hand  of  the  king;  the  Infanta,  whom  he  had  come  to  woo, 
was  freely  offered  to  his  addresses.  His  will  for  the  time  seemed 
to  have  been  substituted  for  the  will  which  was  at  other  times  all- 
powerful  in  Spain.  To  him  therefore  it  was  obvious  that  I  must 
have  recourse  in  order  to  obtain  redress  for  the  wrongs  inflicted  by 
one  of  his  countrymen. 

'  It  was  not  difficult  to  procure  the  audience ;  but  judge  of  my 
surprise,  judge  of  my  consternation  and  dismay,  when  1  recognized 
in  the  Prince  himself  the  very  individual  who,  under  the  name  of 
Smith,  had  pressed  his  company  upon  Adileh  and  myself  during 
our  journey,  and  whom  circumstances  lef^  me,  in  the  blindness  of 
my  passion,  no  power  of  regarding  as  other  than  the  high-handed 
violator  of  innocence  and  justice. 

*  By  his  side  stood  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  proud,  impassive 
and  unconcerned.  My  solitary  confinement  had  shut  me  out  from 
all  intelligence  of  the  character  and  intrigues  of  this  profligate  no- 
bleman ;  much  less  was  I  then  aware  that  in  this  ill-omened  expe- 
dition he  had  borne  the  same  name  assumed  by  his  royal  companion. 
My  own  violence  probably  made  explanation  impossible ;  but  if  any 
thing  had  been  wanting  to  determine  my  convictions  it  was  supplied 
when  Buckingham,  having  availed  himself  of  my  confusion  to  ter- 
minate the  interview,  followed  me  into  the  ante-room,  and  offered 
me  a  purse  of  great  value  in  the  name  of  his  master. 

*  A  violent  illness,  during  the  continuance  of  which  the  Prince 
and  his  favorite  departed  from  Spain,  rendered  me  long  unconscious 
of  my  injuries.  Recovery  brought  with  it  not  the  overflow  of  wild 
and  disordered  passions,  but  a  calm  and  settled  purpose  of  deliber- 
ate revenge.  On  the  bed  of  weakness  I  projected  the  scheme, 
which  was  afterward  carried  out  with  inflexible  constancy,  and 
which  events  conducted  to  a  more  signal  success  than  my  widest 
wishes  could  then  anticipate.  To  be  near  my  enemy  in  his  hours 
of  weakness  and  confidence,  to  exercise  despotic  power  over  his 
credulity  and  his  fears,  to  seal  his  mind  to  the  convictions  of  truth 
his  heart  to  the  appeals  of  Justice  and  humanity ;  and  in  that  hour 
of  sudden  and  unforseen  fate  which  I  determined  should  at  last 
come,  to  hold  him  up  a  mark  of  scorn  and  contumely  to  mankind ; 
this  vras  the  refinement  of  Vengeance  which  I  meditated*    And  aa 
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no  means  occurred  so  likely  to  invest  me  with  this  power  as  the  re- 
BOUDces  of  an  art  which,  however  dreaded  and  decried,  has  always 
held  its  sway  oyer  the  human  mind,  and  given  its  professors  ready 
access  to  the  confidence  of  princes,  I  sedulously  applied  mvself,  (as 
did  Adileh  likewise,)  to  the  cultivation  of  magic.  Astrology  had 
formed  indeed  a  portion  of  my  Syrian  patrimony,  and  the  cell  of 
our  ancient  host  was  familiar  with  the  most  mysterious  processes  of 
occult  science. 

'  The  deep  and  self-confiding  purpose  is  never  precipitate.  Seve- 
ral years  elapsed  before  I  judged  the  time  propitious  for  the  execu- 
tion of  my  project  At  length,  accompanied  by  Adileh,  I  embarked 
for  England.  It  was  the  very  hour  when  we  first  placed  our  feet 
on  English  around,  that- fate  delivered  to  the  hand  of  the  assassin 
one  whom  I  remembered  even  then  for  his  heartless  insult*  In 
Portsmouth,  where  we  landed,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  had  fallen 
by  the  poniard  of  Felton,  ai^d  the  report  of  his  death,  the  first 
sounds  which  greeted  my  ear  in  England,  seemed  but  the  foreto- 
kening of  farther  and  fuller  satisfaction.  Could  my  mind,  darkened 
by  prejudice  and  passion,  have  penetrated  the  truth,  I  might  have 
accepted  the  event  as  a  final  if  not  an  adequate  expiation. 

*  In  pursuance  of  our  plan,  Adileh  buried  herseli  in  the  recesses 
of  London.  There,  in  the  exercise  of  her  art,  she  found  opportu- 
nities of  fomenting  popular  discontent,  and  of  impressing  the  pub- 
lic mind  with  those  vague  anticipations  of  evil  which  so  readily 
shape  themselves  into  correspondent  results.  My  own  part  was,  as 
you  know,  enacted  near  the  person  of  the  monarch.  I  had  found 
no  difficulty  in  securing  this  position,  for  increasing  cares  and  dis- 
tractions had  opened  the  mind  of  Charles  to  the  influences  which 
I  sought  to  direct  against  it.  With  what  effects  the  correspond- 
ence which  I  took  care  to  maintain  with  Adileh  was  attenaed,  I 
need  not  relate,  since,  in  one  decisive  instance,  you  were  the  instru- 
ment and  the  witness  of  its  fatal  efiiciency. 

'  At  length  came  the  hour  which  was  to  satiate  our  long-cherished 
revenge ;  to  crown  with  success  the  untiring  efforts  of  years  of  dis- 
sembled hatred ;  to  bring  to  full  fruition  the  measure  of  retributive 
justice,  so  well  considered,  so  painfully  matured.  The  king  was 
doomed,  the  executioner  provided,  the  scaffold  bent  beneath  its 
tragic  burthen.  It  was  then — then  for  the  first  time  that  Adileh 
looked  upon  the  person  of  the  victim,  and  knew  indeed  that  the 
bolt  had  fallen  on  the  unoffending  head  1 

*  And  now  hearken — hearken  while  I  have  breath  to  tell  it — to 
that  part  of  my  narrative  which  more  nearly  touches  your  own  ca- 
lamity. In  our  blindness  we  have  pulled  down  ruin  on  more  than 
ourselves.  The  inquiry  will  probably  have  suggested  itself  to  your 
mind,  whether  in  the  long  course  of  my  practices  against  the  un- 
fortunate monarch,  no  doubt  arose  as  to  tne  identity  of  the  criminal 
and  the  king?  The  purpose  brooded  over  so  long  and  eagerly 
does  not  easUy  allow  its  preconceptions  to  be  disturbed :  but  diere 
were  seasons  celtainly,  when  the  innate  goodness  which  with  all 
his  &ilinga  marked  the  character  of  Charles,  wrought  powerfiilly 
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against  my  foregone  conclusiong.  At  such  times  I  felt  my  porpose 
waver,  and  deeply  implicated  as  I  was  in  treasonous  practices, 
would  gladly  have  extorted  the  truth  by  whatever  tests  I  could 
safely  apply.  To  proceed  openly  and  directly  to  such  an  inquiry 
would  have  been  to  hazard  a  discovery  which  was  clearly  incon- 
sistent with  my  general  purpose. 

'  During  my  sojourn  in  Oxford,  and  while  absorbed  in  these  con- 
siderations, accident  (for  so  we  term  it,)  offered  me  as  I  supposed 
the  means  I  was  seeking.  'Walking  one  evening  in  the  dim  and 
lonely  cloisters  of  the  University,  I  came  suddenly  on  a  young  girl 
and  her  matron ;  they  were  alone  and  apparently  in  seclusion,  for 
as  soon  as  they  perceived  the  approach  of  a  stranger,  they  rose  from 
their  devotions  and  disappeared  through  a  neighboring  door-way. 
I  had  long,  as  I  believed,  schooled  my  heart  into  insensibility  and 
fortified  my  imagination  against  the  illusions  of  feeling.  But  the 
form  and  features  of  the  maiden  bore<o  my  excited  mind  so  strange 
a  resemblance  to  those  of  Adileh  in  her  days  of  youth  and  inno- 
cence ;  the  air  of  mystery  and  seclusion  with  which  she  seemed 
environed ;  associations,  in  a  word,  which,  however  strongly  felt, 
it  were  difficult  to  define,  wrought  so  instantaneously  and  power- 
fully on  my  feelings  that  I  was  surprised  into  tears.  It  was  Uie  first 
tribute  of  the  kind  which  I  had  paid  to  my  sorrows.  Not  without 
apparent  reason  then  did  I  assume,  that  if  the  same  or  a  similar 
scene,  with  such  accessories 'as  I  well  knew  how  to  adduce,  could 
be  displayed  before  the  eyes  of  the  king,  some  token  would  be  e:iven, 
some  feeling  manifested,  by  which  I  might  once  for  all  decide  the 
doubt  which  embarrassed  my  purposes. 

'  Among  all  its  expedients,  the  art  of  divination  wields  none  of 
more  potency  to  rouse  the  imagination,  the  feelings  or  the  con- 
science, than  that  by  which  it  professes  to  call  up  the  absent  or  the 
dead  before  the  eyes  of  the  votary.  You  have  yourself,  on  another 
occasion,  been  thus  made  to  stand  face  to  face  with  these  visionary 
forms,  and  can  well  recall  the  force  and  distinctness  with  which 
they  sometimes  embody  themselves.  Whether  real  or  illusory,  (for 
art  is  limited,  and  it  behooves  the  most  skilful  at  times  to  invoke  the 
aid  of  other  than  the  elementary  agents,)  this  process,  by  which  the 
past  may  be  revived,  and,  in  spectral  vision,  the  images  of  secret 
consciousness  evoked,  occurred  to  me  as  the  readiest  means  of  re- 
solving my  own  doubts,  by  awakening  in  the  breast  of  the  king  the 
confusion  and  remorse  which,  on  the  supposition  of  his  guilt,  must 
then  surely  betray  themselves.  I  should  succeed  too  in  enlisting  his 
conscience  as  an  auxiliary  in  my  plan  of  punishment  and  retribution. 

'  In  making  the  innocent  girl  (I  need  not  name  her,)  a  party  to 
the  scheme  which  I  had  devised,  no  serious  harm  had  been  designed 
or  anticipated  for  her.  But  in  the  eager  pursuit  of  my  object,  I  had 
overlooked  or  failed  to  calculate  the  effect  which  might  be  wrought 
on  a  sensitive  imagination  by  being  unexpectedly  made  a  spectator 
and  actor  in  a  scene  of  magic  incantation  startling  even  to  the  adept, 
and  capable  of  impressing  with  -awe  and  constenflition  the  strongest 
minds*    I  will  not  recall  the  particulazB  of  that  fiital  night.    In  ter- 
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ror  and  bewildeiment  lanth^  made  her  escape  from  our  cuistody. 
The  sad  and  unlooked-for  result,  threatening  as  it  did  the  disclosure 
and  discomfiture  of  those  machinations  to  which  I  had  devoted  my 
life,  made  it  necessary  for  me  to  direct  all  my  activity  and  influence 
to  your  future  exclusion  from  the  royal  presence.  With  what 
charge  of  disaifection  and  treason  the  mind  of  the  king  was  £hused 
it  imports  not  now  to  relate.  The  violence  of  your  deportment 
gave  hut  too  much  plausihility  to  the  charge,  whatever  it  was,  and 
the  hlind  resentment  which  you  subsequently  indulged  made  you 
unconsciously  the  instrument  and  victim  of  a  revenge  as  blind,  in- 
satiate ^and  disastrous  as  your  own !' 

*    .  • 

Here  the  manuscript  ended.  Lord  Stair  could  not  but  yield  his 
sympathy  to  his  unfortunate  relative,  who,  whatever  his  faults, 
seemed  to  have  expiated  them  by  so  long  a  course  of  friendless  and 
hopeless  reeret.  The  truth  of  the  disclosures  which  had  been  made 
with  regard  to  his  own  affairs  left  him  no  reason  to  doubt  of  the 
sincerity  of  the  whole  communication.  He  repaired,  therefore,  the 
morning  following  the  interview,  to  the  same  place,  intending  to 
offer  the  outcast  a  refuge  on  his  own  estates.  But  the  old  man  had 
departed  unnoticed  during  the  night,  and  no  after  inquiries  afforded 
the  least  trace  of  his  fate. 

Note. — The  incident  which  has  suggested  the  preceding  narrative 
is  given  by  D' Amaud,  {Ddassemens  de  Vhomme  sensible^)  with  unhesi- 
tating assurance  of  its  truth.  He  relates  the  interview  between  Lord 
Stair  and  his  ancestor,  (who  must  have  attained  at  the  period  of  the 
battle  of  Dettingen  an  extraordinary  though  not  absolutely  unpa- 
ralleled age,)  and  his  assertion  is  countenanced  by  the  '  Historical 
Sketches  of  Charles  I.,'  where  it  is  said,  *  The  man  in  the  mask 
who  executed  the  king  was  no  other  than  Lord  Stair,  who  had 
Bwom  to  be  revenged  on  Charles  for  a  supposed  injury  to  a  female 
relative.  •  Lord  Stair,  who  died  many  years  after  in  a  garret  in  St 
Martin's  Lane,  confessed  this  on  his  death-bed.'  Yet  after  all,  the 
question  '  Who  killed  King  Charles  V  though  often  asked  at  the 
time,  remains  unsettled ;  every  assertion  on  this  subject  meeting 
others  no  less  plausible  and  confident.  However  unimportant  now, 
at  the  Restoration  it  was  one  of  no  little  interest.  One  Col.  Hew- 
lett, at  least,  must  have  thought  so^  as  he  owed  to  a  vague  charge 
of  this  sort  his  introduction  to  the  gallows.  The  revulsion  of  popu- 
lar sentiment  was  perhaps  never  more  signal  than  in  the  changed 
feiBlings  with  which,  some  years  after  the  execution,  its  instruments 
were  regarded.     As  the  public  executioner  was  among  others  sus- 

Sected  of  the  deed,  though  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  anticipate  by 
eath  this  access  of  popular  repentance,  *  his  carcass,'  we  are  told, 
*  was  gibbeted  with  great  joy  and  hooting  of  the  people,  who  pulled 
up  all  the  nettles  and  weeds  instead  of  rosemary,  with  which  they 
strewed  the  ways,  crying, '  One  of  the  rogues  has  gone  to  the  devil, 
and  we  hope  the  rest  will  soon  follow  V 
▼OL.  xxvu.  41 
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THE        RITER        WAVE. 

BT   THa    •uKPnvno    or    •aA.R0ST>Aife.    vaixxt    or    vxboxmxa. 


O  WHiTHBR  away,  my  bonny  bine  wave, 

0  whither  away  eo  free? 

*  I  am  going  to  hear  how  the  wUd  billows  rave 

Afar  on  the  deep,  deep  sea  !* 
Retnm,  gentle  wavelet !  before  thon  art  lost, 

In  that  bitter  and  briny  foam. 
For  the  ocean  is  dark  and  stormy  and  cold, 

And  not  like  thine  own  sunny  home.       , 

Remember  the  rocks  whence  yon  leaped  with  wild  giee. 

Your  birth-place  you  cannot  forget ; 
And  think  of  the  time  when  through  the  dark  woods. 

You  roamed  with  one  sweet  rivulet : 
O  think  of  the  lilies  that  stoopedlhmi  the  banks 

To  play  with  your  beautiful  crest, 
And  think  of  the  roses  that  left  their  fair  homea 

To  float  on  your  still,  spotless  breast. 

*  O  well  I  remember  the  place  of  my  birth, 

The  bubbling  hill-side  fountain ; 
And  how  blithely  I  gambolled  from  rock  to  rock, 

Down  the  side  of  the  lofty  mountain : 
^ut  I  am  tired  of  the  woods  with  their  daik  shady  bowers, 

1  fim  tired  of  the  lonely  rill ; 

And  I  *ve  flirted  my  fill  with  the  beautiful  flowen. 
Though  dearly  I  love  them  still.' 

*  I  feel  now  my  strength ;  I  long  to  be  free. 

The  storm  and  the  tempest  to  brave ! 
To  mingle  my  foam  with  the  foam  of  the  sea,   - 

And  grow  to  a  vast  mountain  wave ; 
Then  I  'U  rise  up  o^  high  and  I  *11  kiss  the  blue  sky, 

And  play  with  the  black  thunder-cloud ; 
And  a  wreath  of  white  foam  I  will  wear  like  a  crown. 

And  1 11  sing  with  the  tempest  aloud  !' 

Farewell  then,  bright  wave !  wayward  one,  go  thy  way ! 

Roll  01/— but  O  think  of  the  cost ! 
Full  soon  you  will  moan,  and  for  many  a  day, 

O'er  peace  and  o'er  purity  lost : 
When  the  bright  little  fishes  of  silver  and  gold 

Shall  desert  your  dark  poisonous  bourne, 
And  strange  sullen  monsters  your  breast  shall  enfold. 

Not  then  would  we  have  you  return ! 

A  ^mbol  of  man :  he  breaks  through  the  ties 

That  environ  the  freshness  of  youth, 
And  heeds  not  the  voice  that  would  fain  win  him  back 

To  his  loved  ones,  his  home  and  his  truth ; 
He  feels  then  his  strength,  and  he  longs  to  be  free, 

The  storm  and  the  tempest  to  brave. 
To  mingle  his  might  in  ambition's  wild  sea, 

And  grow  to  a  vast  -mountain  wave. 
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And  little  be  recks  for  his  parity  lost, 

His  soul  he  would  risk  for  a  name ; 
To  wear  on  his  brow  that  wreath  of-  Ught  foam. 

The  perishing  garland  of  fame ; 
When  those  virtues  more  precious  than  silver  or  gold 

In  his  bosom  shall  cease  to  sojourn, 
And  strange  monster  passions  his  breaflt  shaU  enfokl, 

Not  then  would  we  have  him  return ! 
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BT     FXTBR    SCHKICIX.. 


'  IcH  habegMehen,  waa  (Ich  weiu  das)  ich  nicht  wftrde  geglaubt  haben  auf  ihre  erz&hlunf.' 

TKxTx&Ayos,  TO  Coz.BBxsaa. 
*  I  have  ae«n  what  I  am  certain  I  would  not  have  beliared  on  yonr  telUng/ 

The  mirror  cleared  up  but  partially,  and  the  images  appeared 
dimly  on  its  surface.  The  Gentleman  in  Black  said  *  he  regretted 
to  state,  that  his  ability  to  magnetize  the  glass  had  been  somewhat 
exhausted,  but  if  Mrs.  Smith  would  be  pleased  to  wait  a  little,  he 
should  soon  recover  his  power  to  do  so.' 

'  Certainly,*  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  will  you  not  take  a  glass  of  wine.* 

The  Grentleman  in  Black  bowed  acquiescence. 

•  Walk  into  the  library,'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  I  think  we  shall  find 
some  there.'  So  saying,  she  led  the  way  to  the  library,  a  large  room 
opening  into  the  saloon,  and  which  was  admirably  fitted  up ;  the 
nch  carved  cases  of  oak  were  filled  with  shelves  loaded  with  books, 
and  ornamented  with  the  busts  of  those  whose  works  were  living 
beneath  them. 

As  he  entered,  the  Gentleman  in  Black  stood  surprised  at  the 
size  of  the  room,  which  was  lighted  by  lustres,  and  had  been  used 
during  the  evening  for  card-playing.  On  the  long  table  in  the  cen- 
tre were  some  bottles  of  wine  and  goblets.  After  carefully  scan- 
ning the  shelves,  he  seated  himself  on  one  of  the  luxurious  lounees 
near  the  table,  and  said,  in  a  low  tone,  as  if  to  himself:  *  Agreeable 
to  nature  and  according  to  art.'  The  quick  ear  of  the  lady  caught 
the  words,  and  she  begged  the  gentleman  to  tell  her  what  they 
meant. 

'  My  dear  Madam,'  he  replied,  *  that  is  a  question  much  more 
easy  to  ask  than  to  answer.  I  saw  them  for  the  first  time  on  the 
sign  of  a  shoer  of  horses  in  the  metropolis.  It  struck  me  as  sdme- 
what  enigmatical,  as  applied  to  shoeing  horses,  but  when  applied  to 
your  books,  it  may  be  interpreted,  *  The  heaviest  at  the  bottom  and 
the  lightest  at^he  top ;'  which  is  as  natural  as  the  froth  upon  a  can 
of  beer.  Lord  Bacon  has  said,  *  The  tendency  of  works  of  worth 
is  to  find  in  the  flood  of  time  which  bears  up  only  that  which,  is 
trivial  and  worthless,'  and  which  Dr.  Shaw,  his  tronslatori  instances 
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by  the  sinking  of  the  philosophy  of  Democritus,  while  that  of  Plato 
still  swims/ 

'  I  was  not  aware,  Sir,  that  any  such  profound  considerations  lay 
hid  in  the  remark  which  seemed  to  me  at  first  somewhat  dispara- 
ging ;  but  I  presume  what  you  say  is  all  very  true,* 

'Where  could  you  have  found  these  books  1'  inquired  the  Gen- 
tleman in  Black*  '  They  stand  here  arrayed  like  contending  ar- 
mies ;  and,  Madam,  if  they  should  ever  fall  to  loggerheads,  the 
battle  would  be  more  direful  than  the  battle  of  books  described  by 
Dean  Swift ;  for  then  it  was  for  the  right  of  property,  but  this  would 
be  what  Mr.  Canning  so  much  depicted  as  the  war  of  opinion. 
Here,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  right  side  of  the  room,  '  are  the 
Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Catholic  Church ;  and  here,'  going  up 
to  the  cases,  and  running  his  hand  over  a  series  of  folios  and 
quartos,  '  is  the  Macedonian  phalanx  of  English  divines;'  reading 
at  the  same  time,  the  names  of  Baxter,  Bunyan,  Howe,  Flavel, 
and  other  great  names  of  the  Puritans,  adding,  in  a  tone  almost  a 
whisper,  '  These  were  giants  in  their  days.' 

^  My  dear,  Sir,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  I  do  not  know  any  of  them,  for 
I  never  opened  a  single  volume.  We  had  this  room  to  furnish,  and 
an  agent  of  my  husband  was  in  Spain  when  some  monasteries  were 
suppressed,  and  as  he  was  authorized  to  purchase  books  for  us,  he 
bought  the  entire  library ;  and  on  his  return  to  England,  finding  a 
library  about  to  be  sold  of  a  distinguished  English  scholar  and  di- 
vine, he  made  a  similar  purchase,  and  sent  them  over,  and  they  have 
been  but  recently  received  and  placed  on  the  shelves.  Coming  from 
such  sources,  I  presumed  that  tney  were  all  most  respectable  and 
learned  authors*  They  are  certainly  very  antiquated  and  imposing 
in  the  outward  appearance,  and  very  fitting  for  a  place  in  our  library. 
Will  you  not  take  a  glass  of  wine  V  said  Mrs.  Smith,  going  to  the 
table  and  filling  a  goblet. 

<  With  all  pleasure,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  seating  himself 
again ;  and  pouring  out  another  goblet  full  of  wine,  he  continued 
the  conversation;  and  while  he  did  so,  he  held  hi^  fingers  on  the 
goblet  which  he  had  filled,  drawing  them  slowly  down  the  sides  of 
the  goblet ;  and  continuing  to  do  so,  Mrs.  Smith's  attention  was  at- 
tracted to  his  hand,  which  was  thin  and  sinewy,  and  his  fingers  sin- 
gularly long  and  slender,  with  nails  beautifully  formed,  and  then 
too,  so  very  strong  and  long,  that  she  could  not  but  be  surprised  at 
their  novelty,  and  which  would  have  done  honor  to  a  mandarin.  Af- 
ter having  finished  these  manipulations,  he  very  politely  handed  her 
the  goblet,  and  taking  up  his  ovm,  sai4  :  '  Shall  1  have  the  pleasure 
of  drinking  a  glass  of  wine  with  you  ]* 

Mrs.  Smith,  though  no  member  of  a  Total  Abstinence  Society, 
never  drank  wine,  and  was  about  to  decline,  but  thinking  that  to  do 
so  would  not  be  courteous,  carried  the  glass  to  her  lips,  and  sipping 
it,  was  surprised  at  the  exquisite  flavor  and  houquet  of  the  wine ;  and 
unconsciously  to  herself  had, drank  nearly  hatf  of  the  wine,  before 
she  was  aware  of  it,  and  then  sat  it  down  on  the  table.  The  Gen- 
tleman in  Black  begged  her  to  finish  the  glass,  and  pushed  it  toward 
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»  — 

her  to  the  edse  of  the  table  ;  sbe  put  forth  her  hand  to  re-aet  it  on 
the  table,  and  unexpectedly  to  herself  the  cup  upset,  at  which  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  looked  at  her  inquiringly,  and  with  an  air  of 
surprise,  which  yrna  equally  a  matter  of  astonishment  to  herself.  He 
offered  to  refill  the  glass,  but  she  positively  declined,  and  so  it  waa 
relinquished.  She  was  surprised  to  find  the  effects  of  the  wine 
were  so  delightftdly  exhilarating :  all  the  trials  and  mortifications  of 
the  evening  were  lightened  from  her  heart ;  she  was  buoyant  and 
happy ;  and  though  she  had  never  seen  the  Gentleman  in  Black 
before,  she  felt  the  most  perfect  and  unrestrained  freedom  in  his 
presence. 

The  Gentleman  in  B]ack  renewed  the  convenation  by  saying, 
'  He  had  been  very  much  gratified  during  the  evening  by  meeting 
with  so  many  of  his  friends,  and  somewhat  amused  by  some  of  the 
incidents  which  had  come  under  his  observation.' 

'Oh !'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  clapping  her  hands  to  her  ears,  '  how  my 
ears  bum  !  I  am  sure  I  am  oeing  used  up  at  more  firesides  than 
one  at  this  very  moment.  How  cosily  my  dear  friends  are  now  sit- 
ting by  their  firesides  discussing  all  the  contre-temps  of  this  party  of 
mine ;  and  some  ready  to  cut  my  acquaintance  for  the  losses  they 
have  sustained  !  How  little  of  happiness  there  is,  after  all,  in  giving 
or  going  to  these  great  crowds ;  and  yet  how  much  of  management 
there  is  in  showiuff  off  fine  dresses  by  some,  and  fine  girls  by  others !' 

'  Certainly,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black ;  '  but  for  the  motives 
presented  by  vanity  or  ambition,  few  would  be  willing  to  meet  all 
the  sacrifices  and  expenses  incident  to  these  routes ;  especially  is  thi« 
true  of  ladies.' 

'  All  this  is  so  new  to  me,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  that  I  may  not  as 
yet  perfectly  understand  how  all  these  motives  are  brought  to  bear ; 
but  in  one  case  at  least  which  occurred  this  evening  I  was  let  in  be- 
hind the  scenes,  and  compelled  against  my  will,  to  enact  a  part.' 

'  Do  let  me  hear,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black ;  '  for  if  it  be  a 
pleasure  to  talk  over  a  party  by  the  several  guests  at  their  firesides, 
It  is  no  less  so,  certainly,  at  your  own.  It  may  be  compared  to  ma^ 
king  a  survey  of  a  battle-field  afler  the  contest  is  over.' 

'  Oh  dear  me  !  I  fear  the  sick  and  wounded  are  so  many,  and  the 
laurels  which  have  been  so  unexpectedly  conferred,  have  come  in 
so  questionable  a  shape,  that  few  have  retired  satisfied  with  their 
conquests ;  the  exception  to  the  general  discontent,'  continued  Mrs. 
Smith, '  must  I  am  sure  be  Mrs.  Tripp  and  her  daughter.  Some 
days  after  my  invitations  were  out,  Mrs.  Tripp's  carriage  stopped  at 
my  door.  I  had  met  with  her  at  the  Springs  last  summer.  She 
sent  me  up  her  card  and  begged  to  see  me  if  possible  that  morning. 
Accordingly  she  was  admitted.  Had  she  been  the  friend  of  ten 
years  standing,  I  could  not  have  been  greeted  with  more  kindness 
and  devotion.  She  had  received  our  card,  was  delighted  with  the 
pleasure  of  making  my  acquaintance,  and  would  have  called  long 
since,  but  had  just  returned  to  town  ;  had  heard  of  me  from  several 
of  her  friends,  and  was  sure  we  should  hereafter  be  the  best  of  friends. 
She  looked  curiously  around  my  parlors,  and  begged  me  to  show 
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my  rooms,  all  which  evidently  suipriBed  her  by  the  costlineas  of 
their  fitting  up.  Having  completed  her  survey,  and  returned  to  our 
seats,  she  was  profuse  in  her  compliments  at  the  *  taste  and  elegance* 
as  she  was'  pleased  to  say,  with  which  my  rooms  were  fitted  up. 
She  seemed  to  me  a  very  bustling  busy-body,  who  could  but  ill  conceal 
her  curiosity  under  the  exterior  of  fine  manners ;  and  after  saying  some 
more  of  these  agreeable  nothings,  she  remarked,  with  an  air  of 
the  greatest  frankness  and  affection,  that  '  Adela  and  Josephine 
would  certainly  do  themselves  the  pleasure  of  being  present  at  my 
coming  party,  which  she  said  would,  (for  she  had  been  told  so  by  every 
body,)  combine  all  the  fashion  of  the  city.  Indeed,  they  felt  the 
greatest  interest  in  its  success ;  and  Adela  had  actually  been  taking 
lessons  every  day  for  these  last  two  weeks  of  Mons.  G-ilbert  of  some 
exquisite  gems  from  the  new  opera  of  Rossini,  of  which  she  had 
the  only  copies,  and  which  came  by  the  last  steamer ;  and  which 
have  never  been  sung  in  Babylon ;  '  and  though  she  does  n't  say  so, 
my  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  yet  I  am  sure  she  will  sing  them,  if  you  should 
wish  her  to  do  so ;  she  is  such  a  good  child  !  Ah  !  you  must  and 
will  love  her ;  she 's  so  perfectly  naive  ;'  and  without  taking  breath, 
the  lady  asked  me,  *  Which  will  be  your  music  room,  so  that  I  may 
tell  her  the  size  of  it  V  Whereupon  1  showed  her  the  room  in  which 
our  musical  friends  were  assembled  this  evening.  '  Oh  !  its  just  the 
thing!  just  the  right  size  !'  —  but  coming  up  to  me  in  a  very  win- 
ning way  she  said,  *  Do  n't  you  think  the  drapery  hurts  the  effect  of 
the  voice  V  I  told  her  it  did  not  occur  to  me ;  but  that  my  curtains 
were  up,  and  as  they  were  necessary  to  complete  the  finish  of  the 
room,  they  must  remain.'  *  Certainly,  my  dear ;  certainly,  if;  they 
are  fixtures,'  said  Mrs.  Tripp ;  '  but  Adela  is  so  particular ;  she 

has  the  greatest  objection  to  any  thing* she  hesitated,  and 

changed  the  construction  of  her  sentence  by  saying  —  *  which 
looks  like  a  show-off.  You  must  tell  her,  my  dear  Mrs.  Smith, 
that  there  will  be  no  attempt  of  the  sort  made  —  won't  you  V 

But  I'm  sure  you  will;  I  need  not  say  a  word  more;  but ' 

She  paused,  and  I  assured  her  <  if  Miss  Adela  would  be  willing 
to  sing  the  pieces  she  had  spoken  of,  no  one  would  listen  to  her 
with  more  pleasure  than  myself  *  My  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  you  are 
too  kind,'  was  her  reply,  which  was  said  with  an  air  so  distrait 
that  it  was  evident  she  was  big  with  something  she  had  as  yet  con- 
cealed, and  which  was  doubtless  the  object  and  purpose  of  her  call. 
Seeing  I  had  nothing  more  to  say,  she  opened  her  budget,  by  repeat- 
ing her  last  words  :  *  But  may  I  make  a  single  inquiry  T  —  and  that 
is,  have  you  Mr.  Winterbottom  on  your  list  of  invited  guests  f '  I 
told  her  '  I  would  look ;'  and  so  we  returned  to  our  seats  once  more ; 
and  I  then  drew  from  my  cabinet  my  list,  and  told  her  his  name  was 
not  included.  *  Pardon  me,  if  I  say  to  you,  it  would  be  a  particular 
favor  conferred  upon  me  if  you  would  send  him  a  card.  You  know 
he  is  a  very  interesting  gentleman,  and  has  recently  inherited  his 
fiither's  estate,  which  1  am  told  is  very  large,  and  designs  to  occupy 
the  house  now  building  on  Twenty-fifth  avenue  —  a  splendid  house; 
altogether  he  is  a  very  attractive  gentleman,  and  one  who  would  be 
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missed;'  and  then  leaning  forward,  she  whispered  as  if  almost 

afraid  to  be  overheard,  *  He  is  so  fond  of  music  !' 

I  ventured  to  ask  '  if  he  was  a  youne  man,  and  unmarried/ 
This  somewhat  embarrassed  the  lady,  who  confessed  he  was  not 

BO  very  youne,  and  that  he  was  unmarried ;  indeed,  he  was  one  who 

never  would  be ;  no  one  had  ever  mistaken  him  for  a  single  man ; 

'  but  you  know  that  these  gentlemen  give  a  certain  interest  to  all 

such  parties.' 

*  Oh  certainly,'  said  I ;  *  I  will  invite  Mr.  Winterbottom  this  very 
day,  and  thank  you  for  having  named  him  to  me.' 

The  great  object  of  her  visit  being  accomplished,  Mrs.  Tripp,  to 
show  me  how  much  she  was  my  fnend,  did  me  the  kindness  to  tell 
me  of  the  canvass  which  had  been  made  by  Mrs.  Van  Dam  and  others 
to  exclude  me  from  the  recherche  circles  of  Babylon.  These  little 
arts  she  narrated  with  so  much  skill  and  address,  that  I  could  not  at 
once  discern  the  malice  with  which  she  was  prompted,  and  which  thus- 
enabled  her  at  any  time  to  say  to  these  ladies  that  she  had  told  me 
of  these  things  to  my  face,  and  so  win  for  herself  golden  opinions 
in  those  very  circles  in  which  she  held  herself  in  a  doubtful  position, 
and  in  which  she  might  perhaps  secure  her  own  footing  the  better, 
by  aiding  the  Van  Dams'  and  v  an  Tromps',  in  their  zealous  exer- 
tions to  save  the  purity  of  the  circles  of  Fashionable  Society  from 
the  unwelcome  addition  of  such  parvenus  as  myself  and  husband, 
whose  success  in  the  accumulation  of  wealth  they  held  was  our  only 
claim  to  good  society,  and  which  gave  good  grounds  for  our  ostra- 
cism. I  had  been  told  of  all  these  things  before,  for  ill  tidings  never 
need  a  herald,  and  was  not  therefore  taken  by  surprise,  by  any  ad- 
ditional items  of  intelligence  narrated  with  so  much  tact  by  Mrs. 

'  Do  think  of  it !'  said  this  new-found  fnend  of  mine  ;  '  the  Van 
Tromps  to  claim  a  position  on  the  score  of  their  family,  when  their 
grand-father  cut  candles  years  ago  at  the  comer  of  Gold-street,  in 
a  little  grocery  he  kept  there.' 

'  Cut  candles  /  my  dear  Madam,'  I  said ;  '  you  are  absolutely  un- 
intelligible.' 

*  Why,  my  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  I  mean  he  really  sold  candles  worth 
a  half-penny  each  by  the  halves ;  and  yet  because,  by  some  lucky 
chance,  he  purchased  some  fifty  acres  of  land  up  town,  and  held  on 
to  it,  they  forsooth  must  now  tdce  it  upon  them  to  discuss  the  expe- 
diency of  rewarding  success  in  trade,  by  any  additions  to  their  cir- 
cles from  the  class  of  dry-good  merchants.  Is  n't  it  altogether  past 
endurance  V 

'1  told  her  whatever  may  have  been  the  position  of  the  Van  Tromps* 
grand-father,  I  deemed  tLem  perfectly  right  in  deciding  for  them- 
selves to  whom  they  would  extend  the  courtesies  of  society ;  and 
that  this  was  a  right  I  should  exercise,  and  never  should  object  to  its 
application  to  myself.' 

'  But,  my  dear  Madam,  this  caballing  and  intimidation  of  weak 
women  on  all  sides  !  What  do  you  say  to  that  1  You  do  n't  jus- 
tify them  in  all  this  mancBuvering  V 
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*  By  no  means/  I  replied ;  '  I  deem  all  such  conduct  discourteoiu 
and  unjust.' 

'Ah!  my  dear  Madam,  that's  what  I  told  Adela,  when  Mrs, 

Van  Tromp '     Here  she  hesitated,  and  I,  guessing  at  what  was 

in  her  mind,  quickly  and  in  the  most  innocent  manner,  completed  the 
sentence,  by  saying, '  declined  sending  Adela  an  invitation  to  her 
recent  fancy-dress  party.  It  was  very  provoking,  I  'm  sure ;  and 
Madam  Lefonde,  the  dress-maker,  was  very  unwise  to  show  the  dress 
she  was  making  up  for  Adela,  and  saying  it  was  designed  for  her 
costume  at  that  party.' 

The  eyes  of  Mrs.  Tripp  are  naturally  bright,  but  they  now  flashed 
fire,  for  this  was  a  new  wrinkle  in  her  forehead. 

*  My  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  you  do  not  tell  me  so  V 

*  Oh  yes,  it  was  all  the  talk  in  Park-avenue,  and  't  was  thought  so 
very  amusing  to  that  clique,  that  the  Van  Tromps  not  only  deter- 
tnined  to  decline  all  your  efforts  to  procure  an  invitation  for  Adela, 
but  Katrine  Van  Tromp,  to  make  the  matter  the  more  conspicuous, 
had  the  very  dress  which  Adela  had  with  so  much  taste  and  expense 
projected,  exactly  copied,  and  wore  it  at  that  very  party.' 

'My  dear  Madam,  that  explains  it  all.  I  could  not  conceive  how 
it  was  possible  she  could  have  hit  upon  a  dress  so  like  Adela's  as  I 
heard  it  was.     As  to  Lafonde,  I  will  punish  her  for  her  treachery.' 

*  Oh  do  n't  think  of  it,'  I  replied,  in  the  most  affectionate  and' sym- 
pathizing manner  possible;  'you  know,  dear  Mrs.  Tripp,  that  in 
doing  so  you  must  confess  your  knowledge  of  this  contrivance,  and 
so  show  your  pain  at  its  success.  Adela  would  no  doubt  have  had 
her  invitation  but  for  the  pleasure  this  poor  triumph  afforded  the 
Van  Tromps  and  their  cliques.' 

'  To  think  of  the  absurdity  of  Katrine  Van  Tromp  wearing  a 
dress  which  was  only  graceful  on  a  girl  like  Adela !  1  'm  sure  she 
must  have  appeared  supremely  ridiculous.' 

'  Doubtless ;  but  then  it  gave  her  clique  during  the  evening  so  fine 
an  opportunity  of  saying  such  witty  speeches  about  wearing  Adela 
Tripp's  plumage,  that  this  reccyiciled  her  to  any  incongruity  she 
may  nave  felt ;  but  this  may  have  not  been  the  case,  for  we  are  never 
conscious  of  our  own  defects,  you  know.'    • 

'  Now  as  a  true  friend,  my  dear  Mrs.  Tripp,  let  me  beg  of  you  not 
to  speak  of  this  matter.  Indeed  it  will  be  very  wrong  of  you,  be- 
cause it  was  told  to  me  in  confidence,  and  I  felt  myself  only  justified 
in  speaking  of  this  to  you  after  all  the  kindness  you  have  been 
pleased  to  express  in  die  success  of  my  party ;  and  beside,  I  am 
sure  the  Van  Tromps  will  be  gratified  to  witness  the  pain  they  have 
inflicted,  and  this  will  be  a  new  triumph  over  you  and  Adela  ;  so  I 
would  never  reveal  to  any  one  vour  acquaintance  with  their  man- 
agement. Now  was  not  all  this  very  amiable  in  me  !'  inquired 
Mrs.  Smith.  * 

The  G-entleman  in  Black  smiled*  and  bowed  his  approbation. 
Mrs.  Smith  continued : 

'  Poor  Mrs.  Tripp  found  she  had  for  once  had  the  coals  of  fire 
she  prides  herself  upon  casting  about  with  so  much  adroitness,  re- 
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turned  into  her  own  bosom ;  and  unable  to  continue  the  comwrsa- 
tion  without  an  exhibition  of  her  feelings,  and  doubtless  soothed  by 
the  success  of  her  visit  to  me,  she  regretted  her  call  could  not  be  pro- 
longed, and  took  her  leave,  talking  about  Adela  and  music  to  the  very 
door,  and  making  her  last  curtesy,  disappeared.' 

Two  days  since  she  made  her  appearance  once  m(»e ;  said  she 
'  desired  of  all  things  for  me  to  see  her  daughters,'  and  duly  in- 
troduced her  Adela  and  Josephine.    You  saw  uem  this  evening  I 

'  Certainly,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

'  Do  you  not  think  them  graceful  and  pretty  V 

*  They  are  certainly  so ;  but  to  me  they  seemed  to  have  manners 
'  made  up  to  order,'  and  their  simplicity  was  far  too  simple  to  be  sue- 
cessful.' 

'  The  dear  girls,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  were  very  like  dieir  mother, 
excessively  pleased  with  all  they  saw ;  told  me  every  body  was 
thinking  of  my  party  —  every  one  was  expecting  so  much  enjoy- 
ment. And  aJl  this  being  over,  there  was  that  little  by-play  be- 
tween the  mother  and  dau^ters,  which  told  me  their  visit  too  had  its 
ultimate  design  ;  for  which  I  patiently  waited  the  denaitemttU,  in  the 
most  perverse  silence. 

'  Dear  Mrs.  Smith,  I  told  Adela  she  must  see  your  beautiful  rooms.' 

'  They  are  not  in  a  condition  to  be  seen,'  I  replied  quietly. 

'  Ah  !  I  am  so  sorry ;  but  could  we  not  see  the  music-poom  V 

*  If  it  be  i^n  object  of  especial  wish,  certainly ;  but  you  will  ex- 
cuse its  condition,  for  I  have  just  received  one  of  Erard's  pianos' 
which  was  being  tuned. 

'  An  Erard !  indeed  1  oh !  let  me  see  it !'  said  Miss  Adek. 

On  reaching  the  room,  the  piano  was  the  only  object  of  interest ; 
and  so  eager  was  Adela  to  hear  its  tones,  that  she  beggeck  to  be  per- 
mitted to  strike  its  keys ;  and  did  so,  while  her  sister  and  mother 
stood  anxiously  by.  It  was  evident  that  it  was  not  just  the  thing 
they  could  have  wished ;  and  Adela  whispered  aside  to  her  mother, 
'  It's  so  loud  and  harsh  !'  '  My  dear  Mrs.  Smith,'  said  the  mother, 
<  where  is  the  piano  you  had  here  when  I  last  had  the  pleasure  of 
calling?' 

It  is  removed  to  the  manufacturer's.  '  To  be  repaired  V  *  No, 
to  be  sol4*' 

All  hope  of  having  an  instrument  sukable  for  the  voice  of  the 
gentle  Adela  was  thus  quieted.  Mrs.  Tripp  begged  Adela  to  gratify 
me  with  one  single  song,  which  the  young  lady,  afler  some  apparent 
hesitation,  complied,  and  continued  singing  for  an  hour  or  more,  so 
that  I  had  all  the  advantages  of  a  rehearsal,  which,  while  it  enabled 
me  to  judge  of  her  singing  powers,  enabled  her  to  form  an  opinion 
of  the  piano  and  of  the  room  in  which  she  was  destined  to  win 
golden  opinions,  and  which  I  cannot  but  believe  was  die  object  of 
3ieir  visit.  Now  of  all  my  guests,  there  have  been  none  this  even- 
ing who  have  been  so  devoted  in  their  attentions.  No  sooner  was 
the  supper  over^  than  the  managing  mother  came  to  ask  me  if  we 
should  not  be  favored  with  a  little  music  from  some  of  the  lovely 
and  talented  amateurs  who  thronged  my  rooms ;  and  in  this  she  was 
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seconded  by  some  other  matrons,  and  those  useful  gentlemen  who 
are  always  on  hand  to  draw  forth  their  daughters  upon  such  occa- 
sions, and  who  were  earnest  in  saying  how  delightful  it  would  be. 
I  was  however  engaged  to  commence  the  dancing  with  Lieutenant 
De  Roos  of  the  Coldstream  Guards,  who  had  been  presented  to  me 
in  great  form  by  Montm orris,  as  the  member  of  some  noble  family 
which  I  now  forget,  and  who  sought  me  to  fulfil  my  promise,  which 
he  did  in  a  very  a^eable  manner,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
young  ladies  and  their  beaux,  who  thought  nothing  half  so  fine  as  a 
dance ;  so,  to  the  great  regret  of  all  lovers  of  ^usic,  I  led  the  way 
to  the  ball-room,  and  could  only  assure  Mrs.  Tripp,  so  soon  as  1  had 
set  my  young  friends  in  motion,  I  would  rejoin  her,  which  I  was 
prompt  to  do  ;  but  as  is  usual,  those  who  did  not  dance  are  either 
lookers-on  of  those  who  did,  or  had  sought  this  room  to  play  cards  ; 
so  that  the  saloon  presented  a  rather  thin  aspect  of  but  about  fifty, 
mostly  those  whose  dancing  days  were  over ;  but  bad  as  the  pros- 
pect was,  Mrs.  Tripp  renewed  her  earnest  entreaties  that  I  would  . 
ask  some  of  our  musical  ladies  to  sing,  and  politely  led  me  to  seve- 
ral whom  she  said  were  Malibrans  in  private  life.  These  sweet 
ladies,  some  very  young  and  some  very  old,  all  had  the  usual  number 
of  colds  and  catarrhs,  and  there  seemed  but  little  chance  of  a  quiet 
concert,  notwithstanding  all  the  opulence  of  talent,  it  was  on  all 
hands  acknowledged  I  was 'in  the  full  possession  of,  distributed 
among  these  very  ladies.  At  length  one  of  the  young  ladies,  after 
having  had  sundiy  very  severe  and  sour  things  whispered,  as  I  pressed 
by  her  mother,  agreed  to  commence ;  and  then  it  occurred  to  me  we 
were  somewhat  deficient  in  listeners.  So,  begging  them  to  go  on,  I 
set  off  to  the  ball-room  to  enlist  as  many  as  I  could  find  to  take  their 
share  of  the  notes  about  to  be  issued,  whose  value,  like  those  of  our 
banks,  is  rated  by  the  circuit  of  their  circulation.  Here  I  met 
Wallis,  who  as  kind  as  ever,  promised  to  aid  me,  and  some  thirty 
were  detached  from  the  ball-room,  which  was  indeed  excessively 
crowded,  and  where  not  one  in  ten  of  those  who  wished  to  dance 
could  hope  to  show  off  the  beauty  of  their  dresses  or  the  graceful- 
ness of  their  stejps ;  and  yet  it  was  a  hard  task  to  get  them  away. 
Witji  these  therefore  I  sought  to  make  a  commencement  of  my  con- 
cert ;  and  when  we  entered  the  room,  the  ladies  were  gathered  in 
groups ;  no  one  of  them  could  be  induced  to  commence.  The 
young  lady  I  had  hoped  was  in  full  voice  had  taken  her  seat  at  the 
piano,  had  raised  a  few  faint  notes,  but  in  consequence  doubtless  of 
the  cutting  saying  of  her  too-anxious  mother,  had  broken  down  after 
a  few  bars,  and  was  weeping  on  one  of  the  sofas,  which  had  a  sen- 
sible tendency  to  render  the  other  mamas  more  cautious  in  their 
movements  ;  so,  by  a  sort  of  common  consent,  they  all  were  waiting 
for  my  coming.  I  had  then  to  find  a  young  lady  who  would  sing 
first.  I  would  have  gone  directly  to  Miss  Adela,  but  her  mother  had 
met  me  in  the  saloon,  where  she  was  awaiting  my  coming,  and  said 
Adela  begged  not  to  be  asked  to  sing  first,  as  she  feared  she  should 
sink  under  the  effort ;  and  I  had  promised  not  to  do  so.  I  entreated 
a  sweet  girl,  who  certainly  looked  musical,  but  she  feared  she  had 
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no  voice ;  her  elder  siBters  urged  in  a  quiet  way  their  belief  that  she 
would  find  it  better  than  she  feared ;  but  she  really  looked  so  sweetly 
disconcerted  that  I  could  not  press  her,  and  she  promised  by  and  by 
she  would  sing ;  so  I  applied  elsewhere.  This  young  lady  could  not 
sing  alone,  but  woula  sing  a  duett  if  Miss  Cebra  would  sing  with 
her ;  a  search  being  made,  Miss  Cebra  was  dancing  and  could  not 
come  ;  so  this  failed.  Just  then  quite  a  rush  cam6  into  the  room, 
and  the  looks  of  earnest  interest  they  manifested  to  see  what  was 
goine  on,  made  m^  direct  my  next  entreaties  to  Miss  Adela,  whom  I 
found  standing  beside  a  gentleman  looking  all  of  fifty ;  a  sober,  quiet 
sensible  man,  whose  arm  she  held,  talking  to  him  with  that  sort  of 
earnestness  and  air  of  unconsciousness  of  all  that  is  going  on  around 
her,  which  young  ladies  sometimes  wear  as  a  mask  to  coyer  up  their 
thoughts ;  so  that  when  I  addressed  her  with  a  request  that  she 
should  favor  us  with  some  one  of  her  operatic  gems,  she  gave  quite 
a  start,  and  had  I  asked  her  to  repeat  the  ten  commandments,  she 
would  not  have  appeared  more  surprised.  '  My  dearest  Madam, 
you  do  n't  think  it  possible !  Indeed,  indeed,  indeed  I  never  sing ; 
only  at  home  to  my  father  and  mother,  or  to  one  or  two  very  parti- 
cular and  kind  friends,  do  1 1  looking  very  tenderly,  and  appealing 
to  Mr.  Winterbottom.  He  very  firigidly,  as  I  thought,  expressed  his 
hopes,  his  wishes,  that  she  should  at  oncd  comply ;  saying  Mrs.  Smith 
must  be  weary  of  all  this  pleading  off  by  those  whose  talents  were 
so  well  known.' 

I  thanked  him  for  his  aid,  and  Adela  relented  and  presented  her 
pretty  hand  —  it  certainly  was  very  pretty  —  to  Mr.  Winterbottom, 
and  giving  him  a  soft  pressure,  which  did  not  escape  my  observation, 
saying  at  the  instant  to  me  ^  To  please  you  I  will  try  ;'  and  so  led 
Mr.  Winterbottom,  rather  than  being  led  by  him,  to  the  piano.  Her 
sister  Josephine  had  anticipated  her  sister,  and  was  alroady  seated 
on  the  stool  to  play  the  accompaniment. 

'  My  dear  Madam,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,'  breaking  in 
upon  Mrs.  Smith's  narrative,  '  You  should  have  been  near  me  to  have 
witnessed  the  mischief  just  then  set  on  foot  by  Wallis.' 

'Indeed  f  what  mischief]  He  is  too  amiable  to  do  any  thing 
very  wicked.' 

'  You  shall  hear  how  it  was.  While  you  were  thus  occupied  in 
your  hopeless  task  of  persuading  those  young  ladies  to  sing»  and  all 
was  hushed  into  the  expectancy  which  «you  know  always  precedes 
earthquakes  and  all  such  unusual  out-breaks  in  nature^  and  which 
have  their  types  in  all  such  musical  in^gatherings.  I  was  standinjj 
with  Wallis  near  the  door,  when  in  came  Major  Brownlee,  with  his 
usually  breezy  way,  with  that  ^mi  of  a  lady,  who  wore  the  blue  satin 
dress  and  turban ;  whose  face  would  have  well  matched  the  late 
Dutchess  of  St.  Albans.     You  will  recollect  her  V 

*  Oh  yes,  certainly }  go  on,  I  am  all  impatience.' 

'  Finding  all  hushed  into  perfect  silence,  the  Major  looked  ama* 
zinely  mystified  ;  and  seeing  Wallis,  he  came  up,  and  in  a  staee 
whisper,  asked,  *  What 's  going  on  here  V  Walus  repHed,  in  the 
same  whisper,  and  with  a  most  grave  aspect^ '  Mrs.  Smith  has  had  a 
season  of  prayer,  and  now  we  are  about  to  sing !' 
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*  A  prayer-meeting  !  the  devil !  it's  too  hot  here  for  me !'  and  so 
saying,  he  wheeled  off  with  the. lady,  who  looked  her  astonishment, 
to  spread  the  news  in  the  dancing  saloon;  and  'twas  this  that 
brought  in  the  rash  of  inquiring  faces  you  have  just  referred  to.' 

'  I  am  under  infinite  obligations  to  Wallis  truly,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, 
'  and  shall  not  forget  to  acknowledge  them.'  *  The  thing  had  its 
influence  upon  Adela,  who  doubtless  attributed  it  to  the  zeal  of  hear* 
ing  her  voice  -*-  and  a  fine  voice  it  is  1  Her  slides  I  thought  were 
perfect,  and  her  trilh  astounding ;  and  her  throat  played  with  a  motion 
only  surpassed  by  a  Canary  bird's  in  the  full  tide  of  song ;  and  when 
she  came  to  that  sweet,  and  dying  close,  I  felt  as  if  I  could  say,  '  If 
music  be  the  food  of  love  —  sing  on !'  The  encore  was  every  thing 
her  mother  could  wish,  and  she  had  the  tact  to  decline  a  farther 
effoit.  Her  bolt  had  reached  the  mark  to  which  her  notes  had 
winged  it.  The  face  of  Winterbottom  for  ence  brightened.  Every 
body  Buid,  'How  beautiful!'  *1iow  transcendent!'  and  'how 
graceful !'  And  I  doubt  not  he  thought  *  What  a  fine  voice  Miss 
Adela  has,  and  what  a  fine  thing  it  will  be  £or  me  to  have  so  fine  a 
lady  in  my  fine  house  !'  And  on  her  part  she  may  have  thought 
'  How  gladly  I  would  exchange  my  notes  for  yoiers  /'  But  whatever 
may  have  been  the  thoughts  of  the  parties  in  question,  the  grace 
vnth  which  Adela  glided  away  from  the  piano,  and  the  modesty  with 
which  she  received  all  congratulations,  and  the  look  of  gentle  en- 
treaty to  Winterbottom  to  lead  her  away,  was  all  admirable.  He 
was  evidently  flattered,  and  her  success  doubtless  induced  some 
mothers  to  look  anxiously  to  those  kind  friends  I  have  spoken  o£, 
who  know  how  to  be  useful  at  such  times,  and  at  least  a  dozen  of 
those,  young  ladies  who  had  been  beyond  all  entreaty,  already  beg^an 
to  look  difiident,  and  commenced  pulling  at  the  fingers  of  their  kid 
gloves ;  when  to  their  horror,  as  well  as  my  own,  a  gentleman  led 
that  everlasting  cancatrice,  Mrs.  Ofi'^nheim,  who  put  a  new  face  on 
things  by  bursting  upon  us  with  her  fiimous  bravura.  Nothing 
could  have  been  more  beautiful  than  the  looks  of  interest  with 
which  Adela  now  stood  forward  to  admire  and  applaud.  She  had 
no  fears  of  rivalry,  and  th#n  it  was  such  an  act  of  amiability  to  sug- 
gest one  song  afier  another,  till  the  patience  of  all  the  pretty  song- 
sters was  worn  out,  and  the  company  dispersed.  Mrs.  Tripp  was 
truly  delighted  ;  all  that  tact  and  contrivance  could  accompliw  had 
been  attained;  and  Adela  and  Mr.  Winterbottom  took  leave  of  me 
at  the  same  time. 

'But  what  did  ffou  think  of  Mise  Adela's  singing  V  inquired  Mrs. 
Smith. 

'  It  was  too  artificial  to  suit  me.  A  lady  should  sing  as  little  like 
an  operatic  artiste  as  she  should  dance  like  one,  and  should  be  as 
far  from  wriggling  her  petticoats  when  singing,  like  Madame  Pico, 
as  she  would  be  df  tossmg  them  up  when  dancing  with  the  ahastdon 
of  Mademobelle  Augusta.' 

'  Do  you  think  so  !  I  am  glad  to  have  my  own  impressions  cor* 
rected  bv  your  matured  judgment.' 

The  drentlenian  in  Black,  bowed  his  acknowledgments. 
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*  Did  you  dance  this  evening  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith,  in  the  kindest 
manner. 

'  I  never  dance/  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black, '  owing  to  a  slight 
defect  in  my  left  ankle.  I  am  like  Byron,  compelled  to  gaze  on 
pleasures  which  I  am  left  to  envy  and  admire ;'  but  he  added  with 
great  fervency  and  emphasis,  '  I  am  always  gratified  to  set  othexB 
dancing/ 

*  Did  you  witness  the  Polka,  as  dan6ed  by  those  sweet  girls  in  blue 
mlks  widi  silver-sprigs  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  I  have  really  for- 
gotten theirmames,  but  their  beauty  was  so  distrngue  that  their  forms 
are  not  so  soon  forgotten.' 

'Iremwrked  them,'  replied  the- Gentleman  in  Black,  '  and  the 
dance  was  graceftil  and  attractive  enough,  as  any  dance  would  be  so 
sweetly  sustained;  but  I  do  n't  think  it  can  be' permanently  attrac- 
tive or  graceftil,  unless  the  ladies  will  consent  to  wear  dresses  of 
the  required  scantiness  and  length.  It  must  be  confined  therefore  to 
fancy  balls  and  the  stage,  where  the  suitable  costumes  can  be  worn ; 
moreover,  its  effect  depends  so  much  on  the  air  of  coquetry  and 
romping  to  be  assumed  in  it,  (hat  it  is  but  travestied  as  we  see  it 
danced  m  drawing-rooms.' 

*  There  is  no  dance,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  like  the  waltz.  How 
fikiry-like  and  graceful  it  can  be  made  to  appear  I  think  we  saw  in 
the  person  of  Miss  De  Ligne,  who  followed  me  in  waltzing  with 
De  Roos.    Did  you  see  her  ]' 

'  Yes,  truly !  I  saw  nothing  but  her  amid  all  the  group ;  no  form 
was  so  faultless,  no  movement  so  perfect ;  the  features  wore  the 
aapect  of  the  sweetestf  serenity,  while  her  feet  moved  with  a  light- 
ness which,  had  flowers  been  springing  beneath  her,  would  but  have 
bent  their  heads  in  homage  of  her  loveliness !' 

'  My  dear  Sir,  you  must,  with  all  the  other  gentlemen,  have  been 
entranced !  Indeed  they  al)  seemed  willing  to  stand  and  gaze,  and 
no  ladles  were  willing  to  adventure  into  &e  circle  while  she  was 
waltzing.  I  never  saw  such  universal  homage  ;  rendered  and  won 
all  unconsciously  to  herself.  And  her  surprise  at  finding  herself 
alone  on  the  floor  was  so  innocently  expressed,  and  the  compli- 
ments paid  her  were  received  too  in  a  manner  so  perfectly  quiet 
and  maidenly,  and  without  the  slightest  pretence,  that  I  was  so 
charmed  with  her  I  coald  not  refrain  from  kissing  her  on  the  spot.' 

*  A,n  example,  my  dear  Madam,  which  for  one  I  would  gladly 
have  followed.'  '  No  doubt.  Sir,  and  all  the  other  gentlemen  in  lonv 
soccession.  That  would  not  have  been  so  hard  a  task  as  that  which 
followed,  of  waltzing  with  those  weiehty  ladies  who  next  took  the 
floor,  tasking  the  sinews  of  the  unrortunates  whose  hard*  work  it 
was  to  heave  them  round.  How  can  such  figures  and  forms  ven« 
ture  into  the  giddy  whirl  of  the  waltz  1  There  was  "^ack  Musard 
ready  to  die  of  his  toils  in  waltzing  with  Katrine  Van  Tromp !' 

*  You  were  speaking  of  our  long  dresses,'  continued  Mrs.  Smith ; 
*  do  n't  you  think  they  dbuld  be  improved  V  *  Most  certainly,'  re- 
plied the  Gentleman  in  Black ;  *  by  being  made  shorter ;  and  they 
would  be,  if  all  had  the  pretty  foot  I  see  peeping  oat  of  its  conceal- 
ment' 
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Mn.  Smith  hastily  withdrew  it ;  but  soon  after,  as  the  conyersa- 
tion  proceeded,  by  the  most  natural  movement  in  the  world,  again 
gave  it  light  and  air.  Like  all  pretty  ladies  so  endowed,  she  was 
unwilling  it  should  be  hid — and  it  was  certainly  worth  the  seeing; 
it  was  so  slender,  with  an  instep  so  high,  that  when  walking  on  a 
light  snow  only  the  ball  and  heel  made  their  imprint  on  the  pavement 

'  It  seems  strange  that  our  present  %shion  should  be  so  enduring,' 
said  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  My  dear  Madam,  you  are  little  aware  of  the  state  policy  which 
has  led  to  their  adoption  and  perpetuity,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in 
Black. 

*  State  policy !  What  has  the  policy  of  states  to  do  with  our 
dresses  V 

*  It  is  telling  cabiifet  secrets  ;  but  as  you  desire  it  I  will  reveal  to 
you  some  of  *  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house  !* ' 

<I  bee  you  will  do  so.'  'He  must  be  a  diplomat!'  thought 
Mrs.  Smith. 

'  You  are  doubtless  aware  that  the  fashions  of  the  first  circles  of 
London  and  Paris  are  determined  by  certain  modieteSf  usual  men, 
aided  by  suggestions  from  the  leaders  of  the  ton.  Some  years 
since  the  state  of  the  trade  of  France  and  England  became  a  sub- 
ject of  absorbing  interest  to  the  cabinets  of  Paris  and  London. 
The  consumption  did  not  meet  the  supply ;  the  operatives  were 
clamorous  for  food ;  ^ey  must  be  fed ;  how,  was  a  question  which 
was  long  mooted.  There  was  no  possibility  of  increasing  the  num- 
ber of  consumers,  and  the  only  relief  was  to  be  found  in  an  increase 
of  the  goods  consumed.  At  last  an  appeal  was  made  to  the  mo- 
distes of  Paris,  and  Lady  Blessington  ana  her  Count  D'Orsay  came 
to  their  aid,  and  to  their  inventive  genius  and  agency  ladies  owe 
their  present  fashions.  It  is  true  their  first  go-off  was  not  found 
graceful,  and  bishop's-sleeves  were  soon  voted  only  in  good  taste 
when  worn  by  the  venerable  lords  spiritual ;  so  they  transferred 
the  bishops  from  the  sleeve  to  the  hips,  and  what  was  lost  to  the 
sleeve  was  added  to  the  skirt,  and  the  bishop  was  required  to  give 
grace  and  flow  to  the  drapery.  I  remember  oeing  at  a  levee  at  the 
president's  on  new  year's  day,  when  these  first  came  into  fashion, 
and  was  in  company  with  an  honest  son  firom  the  far  west,  who 
asked  me  how  it  was  that  the  girls  on  this  side  of  the  mountains  had 
forms  so  much  fuller  than  the  girls  of  the  west  1  I  initiated  him 
into  the  secret  of  wearing  bishops.  He  looked  grave  and  seem6d 
satisfied  with  the  explanation,  though  like  a  certain  parrot  we  read 
of,  *  he  kept  up  a  devil  of  a  thinking ;'  when  he  suddenly  whirled 
me  rouhd  and  said, '  Look  there !'  pointing  to  the  wife  of  a  distin- 
guished senator  from  the  east,  somewhat  remarkable  certainly  for 
Qie'  excess  of  ^er  fashion ;  '  look  there  !  that  woman  has  not  only 
the  bishop  but  a  whole  diocess  on  her  hips  !' ' 

'  Oh,  you  are  too  severe  on  us  ladies  !     I  must  not  listen  to  you.' 

'  My  dear  Madam,'  said  the  Grentleman  in  Black,  with  an  air  of 
the  utmost  humility, '  pardon  me  if  I  have  offended  you,  but  the  in- 
cident amused  me  at  the  time,  and  I  hope  has  amused  you.' 
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'  But  you  were  speaking  of  these  fashions  as  being  matters  of 
state  policy/  said  Mrs.  Sniitb,  wishing  to  relieve  the  gentleman  of 
his  embarrassment  and  to  recall  the  topic  which  had  excited  her 
surprise. 

*  X  es,  Madam,  they  have  become  so  ;  and  the  aristocracy  of  Eng- 
land and  France  are  compelled,  whatever  may.  be  the  change  of 
texture  and  cut,  to  consume  as  many  yards  as  possible  in  their 
fashions.  The  costume  d,  la  nature  once  adopted  in  France  can 
never  be  renewed.* 

*  Costume  a  la  nature  !'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  in  a  tone  of  surprise  ; 
*  that  is  a  fashion  I  never  before  heard  of.' 

*  Indeed  !  Well,  it  was  one  of  the  vagaries  of  the  Frenph  Re- 
volution, and  consisted  of  a  fine  iiesh-colored  knit  silk,  perfectly 
fitting  the  form,  over  which  mantles  of  classic  cut  ^ere  gracefully 
worn.  "Fhe  ladies  then  looked  very  much  like  a  tribe  of  Indian 
women  from  the  foot  of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  The  wife  of  the 
French  Minister  in  those  days  once  appeared  so  habited  at  a  levee 
given  by  Mr.  Jefferson,  and  a  good  old  lady  who  was  present  as- 
sured me  that  she  was  sure  a  naked  woman  had  walked  into  the 
drawing-room ;  amd  the  dismay  she  spread  was  as  amusing  to  the 
gentlemen  as  it  was  beyond  all  description  distressing  to  the  ladies. 
I  need  not  say,  she  made  but  one  such  exhibition  of  herself.' 

'  Is  it  possible,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  that  any  fashions  more  absurd 
than  the  present  were  ever  worn  ]' 

<  The  present !  they  are  not  ungrace^l ;  flesh  and  blood  are  now 
in  good  repute,  and  a  lady  does  not  strive  to  repress  what  in  the 
nature  of  things  must  be  attractive.  But  I  assure  you  it  is  not 
thirty  years  since,  that  our  ladies  sought  to  be  as  straight  and  as  thin 
as  laths.' 

*  Dear  me !  how  could  they  accomplish  this !  You  are  romancing!' 
'  No  indeed.  Madam,  I  am  not ;  and  if  you  will  allow  me  to  ex- 
plain what  is  so  mysterious,  I  will  tell  you  by  what  most  ingenious 
process  this  result  was  to  some  degree  attained.  At  night  they  put 
on  wet  sheep-skins,  which  were  drawn  tight  by  means  of  lacings  ; 
these  of  course  shrunk  as  they  dried  during  the  hours  of  sleep,  and 
made  what  was  small  before, 

*  Fin«  by  degrees  and  beautifully  len.'  > 

'  You  astonish  me  I  I  never  will  again  complain  of  the  present 
fashion  if  I  have  been  saved  from  such  slow  martyrdom,  and  which 
to  me,'  looking  for  an  instant  on  her  swelling  shoulders  and  full 
chest,  '  would  nave  been  as  hopeless  of  attainment  as  undesirable 
when  attained.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  sat  in  silence ;  his  looks  were  eloquent 
of  his  due  appreciation  of  beauty  which  no  art  could  hide,  heighten, 
or  improve.  Mrs.  Smith,  somewhat  embarrassed  by  the  silence 
which  followed,  rose,  and  taking  a  book  from  the  shelf,*  asked  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  if  he  had  seen  the  volume  she  handed  to  him, 
sayinff  at  the  same  time,  '  that  the  author  was  one  of  her  particular 
friends,  and  who  had  favored  her  with  his  presence  at  her  party  ;* 
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and  this  she  did,  hoping  to  solve  the  doubt  in  her  own  mind  as  to 
what  should  be  the  profession  to  which  the  Unknown  was  devoted. 
The  Gentleman  in  Black  seemed  surprised  to  find  it  a  volume  of 
sermons ;  and  looked  inquiringly  at  the  lady,  as  though  he  would 
ask, '  Why  do  you  hand  me  such  a  book  as  this  ]'  But  as  she  made 
no  other  observation,  and  had  re-seated  herself,  he  looked  over  the 
volume,  which  he  threw  down  on  the  table,  saying,  '  he  had  never 
seen  it  before.* 

*  You  are  not  fond  of  sermons,,  then  1' 

'  No,  Madam ;  this  is  a- sort  of  literature  for  which  I  have  no  es- 
pecial predilections.' 

*  Nor  have  I,'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  and  I  do  not  know  why  these 
compositions  should  be  called  by  so  obsolete  a  name  as  sermons, 
which  are  usually  so  jejune ;  for  these  are  so  graceful  and  imagi* 
native  that  they  deserve  all  the  admiration  they  have  received  ;'  and 
taking  up  the  book,  she  added,  '  this  last  is  especially  beautiful.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  again  took  the  book,  and  read  aloud 
the  caption, '  Voices  of  the  Deep  :'  he  scanned  the  pages,  and  again 
threw  the  book  on  the  table,  saying*  '  Doubtless  these  reflections 
were  only  surpassed  by  those  pious  meditations  .written  '  on  a  De- 
cayed Broom-stick !' ' 

'  My  dear  Sir,  it  may  be  that  you  are  worthy  of  being  the  succes- 
sor of  Dean  Swift,  but  I  shall  make  but  a  poor  Lady  Berkley.' 

'  Ah !  well  Madam,  since  you  object  to  the  badinage  of  the  Dean, 
you  will  not  object  I  am  sure  if  I  say  that  the  *  Voices  of  the  Deep' 
are  as  fitting  and  as  judicious  a  topic  for  the  enforcement  of  pious 
thoughts  as  those  I  will  select  from  so  eminent  and  distinguished  a 
philosopher  and  christian  as  Sir  Robert  Boyle.'  So  saying,  he  went 
up  to  the  book-cases  and  took  out  one  of  the  five  folios  of  Sir  Robert 
Boyle*8  works,  edition  of  London,  1744,  and  commenced  examining 
its  contents,  as  if  searching  for  a  passage. 

'  My  dear  Sir,  I  am  only  acquainted  with  Sir  Robert  Boyle  by 
his  distinguished  reputation,  and  am  prepared  to  venerate  all  he 
may  have  written  ;  nothing  trivial  can  find  a  place  I  am  sure  in  his 
works.' 

'  My  dear  Madam,  I  did  not  say  there  was ;  my  remark  only  was 
as  to  the  novelty  of  the  idea  of  making  such  subjects  the  peg  on 
which  to  hang  religious  reflections.  Now  let  us  see  if  Sir  Robert 
has  not  something  quite  as  clever  as  your  divines  of  the  present 
day.  What  do  you  say  to  this,'  reading  vol.  2,  p.  164,  *  *  Upon  set- 
ting at  ease  in  a  coach  that  went  very  fast ;'  or  this :  *  Upon  the 
sight  of  a  fine  milk-maid  singing  to  her  cow;'  p.  184;  or  this: 
*Upoji  drinking  out  of  the  brim  of  one's  hat;'  p.  205;  or  this: 
*  Upon  my  Lady  R.  R.'s  fine  closet  V  p.  216.  Shall  I  r»ad  you  a  pas- 
sage or  two,  that  you  may  see  how  fine  ladies  of  the  city  and  court  of 
London  amused  themselves  a  century  or  two  since,  and  what  so 
grave  a  gentleman  thought  of  them  1' 

*  If  you  please,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith.  The  Gentleman  in  Black 
read  as  follows :  '  The  embellishments  that  adorn  and  ennoble  this 
d^ighiful  place  are  such,  that  I  believe  the  poosestor  of  them,  as 
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-welcome  as  she  is  to  the  best  of  companies,  scarce  ever  looks  upon 
finer  things  than  she  can  see  in  her  closet,  unless  she  looks  into 
lier  firlass/  ' 

'  Upon  my  word  !'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  I  do  believe  you  are  making 
the  book  as  you  go  on  1  Certainly  Sir  Robert  never  made  such  fine 
compliments  as  you  have  put  into  his  mouth.' 

'  Here  it  is,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  all  in  the  fairest  type,' 
pointing  to  the  page ;  '  but  let  me  read  you  another  passage,  which 
shows  his  shrewdness  and  observation,  and  is  a  hmt  which  some 
ladies  of  the  present  day  would  do  well  to  adopt.'  The  Gentleman 
in  Black  read  on :  "  The  collection  is  curious  in  its  kind,  and  such 
as  if  the  mistress  of  it  were  less  handsome  than  she  is,  might  give 
her,  as  well  cause  to  be  jealous  of  these  fine  things,  as  to  be  proud 
of  them,  since  a  beauty  that  were  but  ordinary  could  but  divert  ^ a 
spectator  from  objects  which  are  not  so.' ' 

'  Really,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  if  this  were  to  be  the  rule  of  furnish- 
ing our  saloons,  what  would  be  the  style  adopted  by  my  especial 
friends,  the  Van  Tromps  1  Indeed,  I  fear  Sir  Robert  would  find 
but  few  such  closets,  as  he  calls  them,  in  our  Babylon  the  Less.' 

'  If,  Madam,  there  were  but  one,  that  were  all  your  own,'  replied 
the  Gentleman  in  Black,  in  the  most  amiable  manner. 

Mrs.  Smith  looked  very  sweet  upon  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  who 
hid  his  emotion  by  reading  on  :  *  *  I  can  readily  believe  that  Lin- 
denmere,  (the  friend  with  whom  Sir  Robert  is  holding  his  imaginary 
conversation,)  has  wit  and  amorousness  to  make  him  find  it  more 
easy  to  defend  fair  ladies  than  to  defend  himself  against  them.' ' 
The  gentleman,  pausing,  looked  into  the  very  depths  of  the  lady's 
lustrous  eyes,  which  now  in  their  turn  fell  before  the  burning  glance 
and  rested  on  her  swelling  bosom,  in  beautifiil  consciousness  of  her 
attractiveness. 

*  But,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  here  is  a  meditation  which 
must  come  home  '  to  the  business  and  bosoms'  of  the  gastronomers 
of  the  great  city  of  Babylon  the  Less.'  '  Turning  to  page  219,  he 
read  :  *  Upon  the  Eating  of  Oysters.' 

'Indeed!'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith;  '  certainly  he  must  be  a  real 
Jacques,  who  can  find  '  sermons  in  stones,  boo]p  in  running  brooks, 
and  good  in  every  thine.' ' 

'  It  must  be  confessed,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  in  his  usual 
quiet  way,  '  there  are  few  things  more  palatable  than  the  oysters 
which  Florence  serves  up  in  the  shell,  with  the  usual  condiments  of 
ground  cracker,  cream  and  butter.' 

*  Pray  what  does  Sir  Robert  say  of  eating  oysters  ?  He  has 
opened  upon  a  subject  unusually  rich.' 

'  Sir  Robert,  it  seems,  has  a  great  abhorrence  of  the  eating  of 
oysters  raw.  He  does  not  think  it  less  barbarous  to  eat  raw  flesh 
than  raw  oysters,  and  he  would  class  that  most  lovely  and  simple- 
hearted  of  all  wise  men,  Isaac  Walton,  with  cannibals ;  ^for  he,  you 
no  doubt  will  recollect,  recommends  us,  in  the  eating  of  oysters, 
having  carefully  coaxed  them  to  the  openinff  of  their  shells,  *  to 
tickU  them  to  death  wiih  our  teeth  !'    But  I  wul  read  you  what  Sir 
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Robert  says  of  eating  oysters  raw  :  *  This  is  a  practice,  not  only  of 
the  rude  vulgar,  but  of  the  politest  and  nicest  of  persons  among  us, 
such  as  physicians,  divines,  and  even  ladies,  who  scruple  not  to  de- 
stroy oysters  alive,  and  kill  them,  not  with  their  hands  or  teeth,  but 
with  their  stomachs  !  where,  for  aught  we  know,  they  begin  to  be 
digested  before  they  make  an  end  of  dying  !' ' 

*  Really  this  is  an  excess  of  sympathy,*  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  I  won- 
der the  subject  has  never  been  taken  up  and  considered  by  the  '  So- 
ciety for  the  Suppression  of  Cruelty  to  Animals/  Sir  Folwell 
Buxton  should  not  overlook  this  class  in  his  attempts  to  right  the 
wrongs  of  the  wretched.' 

'Here  the  excellent  philosopher,'  continued  the  Gentleman  in 
Black,  '  goes  on  to  contrast  the  brutishness  of  cannibals  with  the 
refined  society  of  his  day ;  but  I  fear  it  may  not  please  you  to 
hear  it.' 

'  Oh  !  do  not  ask  me  to  believe  any  thing  Sir  Robert  Boyle  has 
written  can  offend  me  ;  that  would  be  an  excess  of  refinement 
which  I  should  deem  it  doubtful  taste  to  entertain.' 

*  With  your  permission  then  I  will  read  on :  *  As  the  highest  de- 
gree of  brutishness,  our  travellers  mention  the  practice  of  the  Sol- 
davians,  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  who  not  only  eat  raw  meat, 
but  if  they  be  hungry,  the  entrails  and  all  of  their  cattle.  I  will  not 
answer  that  I  know  several  among  us,  (and  some  fair  ladies  too,) 
that  to  prevent  the  scurvy  or  the  gout,  do  worse  things;  nor 
that  women  do  themselves  oflen  take  parmacitti  inwardly,  though 
the  Latin  name  (spermaceti)  sufficiently  declares  what  excretion  of 
a  whale  it  is  believed  to  be ;  nor  that,  under  the  name  of  Album 
Graecum,  a  vile  excrement  is  commonly  given  to  patients  of  all  sorts 
and  qualities,  against  sore  throats  :  nor  will  I  mention  that  in  Hol- 
land it  is  usual,  as  I  have  seen  myself,  to  mingle  sheep's  ordure  with 
their  cheeses,  only  to  give  them  a  color  and  a  relish.  But  I  will  ra- 
ther demand  how  much  less  we  do  ourselves  than  what  we  abomi- 
nate in  savages,  when  we  devour  oysters  whole  ;  nay,  when  not  for 
our  physic,  but  only  for  delicacies,  our  courtiers  and  ladies  them- 
selves are  wont  to  make  a  sauce  for  their  lobsters  of  that  green 
stuff,  which  is  indeed  their  ordure.  And  to  these  I  could  add  other 
examples ' 

Here  Mrs.  Smith  leaned  forward  and  put  her  pretty  hand  upon 
the  page,  and  exclaimed  :  *  This  is  worse  than  *  Ofila  on  Poison*,* 
or  AccuNi's  *  Death  in  the  PotJ  Heavens !  how  happy  it  is  for  us 
that  our  pharmacoepia  is  purged  of  such  horrid  remeaies !' 

*  Is  it  1*  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  I  hope  so ;  but  be  it  as  it  may  with  others,  I  am  determined 
•  myself  to  take  only  the  globules  of  the  Homeopathist.     If  I  am  to 

swallow  nauseous  medicines,  they  shall  be  in  infinitesimal  doses.' 
'  Ah !  here  are  reflections,'  exclaimed  the  Gentleman  in  Black, 

(p.  225,)  •  which  promise  something  attractive  :  *  Upon  the  Shop  of 

an  ugly  painter  well  stored  with  pictures  of  handsome  ladies.' 

Shall  I  read  V 

'  Indeed/  said  the  lady,  '  you  have  so  surprised*  me  that  I  am 
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doubtful  if  it  be  safe  for  me  to  hear  any  more  from  so  very  quaint 
not  to  say  so  queer  a  writer.  We  ladies  have  suffered  so  severely 
in  the  matter  of  the  oysters,  that  I  am  afraid^  to  trust  his  pencil,  lest 
his  portraitures  of  those  handsome  ladies  have  more  of  shadow  than 
light  in  them.' 

*  My  dear  Madam,  I  think,'  casting  his  eyes  down  the  page,  '  you 
may  risk  a  sentence  or  two,  at  least ;'  and  so  saying,  he  read  on  : 
*  *  Here  is  a  deceitfiil  shop  of  beauty ' ' 

*  Stop  r  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  and  is  this  your  promising  com- 
mencement 1' 

'  Ah,  do  not  be  so  ready  to  condemn  !  — let  me  proceed ;'  so  he 
read  on :  *  where  many  that  come  but  to  wonder,  meet  with  love  ; 
and  even  when  they  buy  not  what  they  like,  pay  their  hearts  for  it.' 

*  Now  that  is  very  prettily  said  for  so  old  a  gentleman !  Pray 
go  on.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  bowed  and  read  on  s  *  *  The  shop  being 
so  well  furnished  that  beauty  seems  here  to  have  assumed  all  the 
variety  of  features  and  complexions  she  can  be  dressed  in,  and  so 
exquisitely  to  have  fitted  all  gazers  with  proportionate  and  attrac- 
tive objects,  that  nothing  but  an  absolute  incapability  of  love  is  here 
able  to  protect  them  from  that  passion,  which  not  to  resent  among 
so  many  inspiripg  wonders,  were  one.  If  in  these  faces  these  ori- 
ginals equal  the  transcripts ;  if  art  have  not  flattered  nature,  and 
attempted  more  to  instruct  than  to  imitate  her ;  and  if  the  painter 
have  not  elected  rather  to  have  his  pieces  liked,  than  like,  here  are 
apologies  for  love,  that  not  only  pardons,  but  proselytes.'  * 

*  Indeed,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  I  forgive  the  old  gentleman  for  all 
his  discourteousness  in  the  matter  of  the  oysters,  and  would  seal  his 
pardon  with  a  kiss  if  he  were  but  here.' 

Now  I  must  say  to  my  lady  readers,  it  is  very  provoking  for  them 
to  say  such  things  of  old  men  and  dead  men  when  living  ones  are 
so  near  them ;  and  so  thought  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  And  what  will  you  confer  on  the  gentleman  who  has  made  you 
acquainted  with  so  many  graceful  compliments  V 

The  lady  shook  her  head,  and  the  Gentleman  in  Black  relieved 
her  of  his  implied  request  by  reading  on  :  'I  must  add,  that  there 
are  more  suns  than  one,  whose brightjuss,  even  by  reflection,  can  dazzle; 
there  are  princesses  more  illustrious  for  the  blood  that  lightens  in 
their  cheeks  than  for  that  which -runs  in  their  veins,  and  who,  like 
victorious  monarchs,  can  conquer  at  a  distance  and  captivate  by 
proxy.' ' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  looked  tenderly  at  the  lady,  closed  the 
book  with  a  sigh,  and  replaced  it  on  the  shelf 
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liiKB  xnelonB,  in  life's  adverse  hoar. 
Are  friends  in  whom  we  would  confide ; 

Of  fifty,  all  bat  one  are  soar, 
And  that  we  cut  before  H  is  tried ! 
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SONG. 


Aia:  'wnxx  ws  wxmt  odt  a  oipbtiko-' 


Thou  hast  a  yoice,  young  maiden  fair,  like  one  I  nied  to  hear, 
Whose  well-remembered  dulcet  tones  fell  on  my  heart  and  ear, 
Like  music's  breathings  soft  and  sweet,  and  grateftd  to  the  mind, 
Or  like  a  breeze  o*er  summer  flowers,  that  leaves  a  oharm  behind ; 
Then  speak  asain,  4ev  Emily  !  and  be  it  yes  or  no, 
*T  will  seem  the  Yoice  I  used  to  love,  <  a  long  time  aga' 

And  then,  thou  hast  the  grace  and  air  of  one  yet  still  more  dear. 
Who,  at  thy  age,  gave  heart  and  hand  to  me  for  life's  career ; 
Whose  beauty,  genius,  faith,  and  love,  and  truth  unfaltering  too, 
Were  all  mine  own  through  happy  years,  then  faded  fixim  my  view  ; 
And  while  enshrined  in  memory,  these  gifts  't  was  bliss  to  kiiow, 
Thou  wakest  dreams  of  pleasures  passed,  <  a  long  time  ago/ 

Then  *  Blessings  on  thee,  gentle  maid  !*  shall  be  my  fervent  prayer ; 
May'st  thou  of  love,  and  hope,  and  joy,  possess  un&iling  diare  ! 
Thy  life,  now  just  an  opening  flower,  oh !  may  no  timeless  ftost 
E'er  nip  its  beauty  or  its  bloom,  or  find  its  fragrance  lost ! 
And  thou  wilt  be  to  me  a  friend  —  say,  shall  it  not  be  so  7 
Recalling  scenes  beloved  and  lost,  *  a  long  time  ago.' 
Ri€imn4.jm,OmlarvtCo.,N,Y,  z.  Bxbtok   Btoot. 


PLAYING     ON     ONE     STRING. 

Musical  critics  affect  a  contempt  for  artists  who  court  popular 
applause,  in  imitation  of  Paganini,  by  playing  on  one  string.  But 
all  great  men  have  been  one-string  penormers ;  and  it  was  by  this 
metnod  alone  that  the  great  maestro  gained  his  fis,me  and  fortune. 
In  no  other  manner  can  the  world  be  prevailed  upon  to  shell-out  its 
praises  and  pennies.  The  keen-eyed  world  is  very  justly  suspi- 
cious of  the  prodigy  who  beats  a  drum  with  his  elbows  while  his 
hands  are  engaged  with  a  pair  of  cymbals,  and  his  lips  discoursing 
with  a  pandean  pipe.  Too  many  cooks  are  not  more  certain  to  spoil 
the  broth  than  too  many  broths  to  spoil  the  cook.  The  admirable 
Crichton  has  had  the  repu^tion  of  being  a  many-stringed  per- 
former, but  as  he  left  no  evidence  of  his  greatness  behind  himf  we 
have  always  suspected  him  of  being  little  better  than  an  admirable 
humbug.  The  world  has  yet  to  see  the  genius  who  excels  in  two 
things.  The  division  of  labor  began  in  the  beginning  :  .Tubal  Cain 
was  a  worker  in  brass,  but  his  brother  was  a  musiciam.  They  per- 
ceived in  those  early  days  that  life  was  short,  though  it  was  some- 
thing longer  than  at  present,  a  few  hundred  years  or  so ;  and  dis- 
covered the  necessity  of  every  man  coniining  himself  to  one  busi- 
ness. They  saw  that  dates  and  figs  never  grew  on  the  same  tree, 
and  wisely  inferred  that  the  human  plant  was  intended  to  bear  but 
one  kind  of  fruit.     One  of  the  surest  indications  of  a  small  genius 
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is  an  aptness  for  every  thing.  Jacks-of-all-trades  are  proverbially 
good  at  none.  People  who  are  every  thing  in  *  one  revolving  moon/ 
remain  nothings  all  their  lives. 

There  is  a  division  of  genius  as  of  labor.  The  Jaits  accompli  of 
the  moral  world  form  a  piece  of  mosaic,  but  the^t^  of  which  it  is 
composed  are  jewels  by  themselves,  not  worthless  bits  of  color 
which  are  only  valuable  when  set.  Unless  a  character  will  shine  by 
itself  it  is  not  worth  setting  in  the  great  mosaic  work  of  history. 
There  are  no  vari-colored  jewels.  The  diamond,  the  ruby,  the  eme- 
rald, each  has  a  hue  of  its  own.  But  stones  of  lesser  value  aro 
parti-colored.  There  are  some  seeming  exceptions  to  this  rule ; 
Michel  Angelo,  Da  Vinci,  Goethe,  Sheridan  and  Scott.  But  these 
are  only  seeming  exceptions ;  they  were  emphatically  one-string 
performers.  Leonardo  Da  Vinci  came  the  nearest  to  a  many-string 
player  of  any  man  in  history.  But  in  spite  of  his  music  and  mathe- 
matics, the  world  knows  him  only  as  the  painter  of  the  Last  Supper 
and  of  the  Logos.  Michel  Angelo  was  nothing  as  an  artist  (do  n't 
be  alarmed! )  in  the  sense  in  which  Titian  and  Phidias  were  artists. 
He  had  tremendous  thoughts,  and  he  employed  the  plastic  arts  to 
give  them  expression,  as  Dante  would  have  done  if  he  had  not  been 
gifted  with  the  greater  faculty  of  language.  A  sentence  of  Dante  or 
Milton  vrill  produce  as  stupendous  an  image  as  Saint  Peters.  They 
worked  in  words,  but  Michel  worked  in  stone  and  plaster.  The 
two  capacities  of  expression  have  never  yet  been  greatly  held  by  th^ 
same  individual.  Moore  said  of  Sheridan,  *  He  touched  every  string 
of  the  lyre  and  was  master  of  all,'  or  something  to  that  effect.  But 
he  was  master  of  none,  and  only  clever  on  one.  It  is  not  easy  to 
say  from  which  he  drew  the  loudest  sound.  The  mocking-bird  can 
imitate  the  notes  of  all  other  fowls,  but  he  has  no  music  of  his  own  ; 
his  gqnius  lies  in  mimicry,  not  in  music.  The  great  Newton  said 
there  was  no  such  thing  as  genius ;  labor  did  all.  But  he  was  care- 
ful to  attempt  nothing  for  which  his  genius  did  not  qualify  him.  He 
discovered  the  centre  of  gravity  with  ease,  but  he  might  have  la- 
bored his  life-time  without  discovering  the  centre  of  wit,  which  his 
contemporary- Swift  did  without  labor.  Those  philoso^ers  who 
believe  in  Newton's  saying,  should  attempt  to  play  like  De  Meyer 
or  plead  like  Webster.  Probably  they  will  say  they  could  if  they 
should  try ;  as  the  clown  said  he  did  n't  know  whether  he  could  play 
on  the  violin  as  he  had  never  tried. 

There  is  no  universality  of  genius ;  all  men  have  an  appointed 
use,  and  the  great  cause  of  distress  in  the  world  arises  from  men  not 
being  put  to  their  proper  employment.  Social  laws  make  mongrels 
of  men.  If  every  one  had  his  appointed  place,  life  would  be  like  a 
*  roundelay  that 's  sweetly  played  in  tune.'  Two  of  a  trade  would 
then  always  agree,  and  we  should  have  one  proverb  less.  Men  ex- 
actly adapted  to  their  employments  are  now  so  rare  that  when  one  is 
found  he  is  reckoned  a  prodigy.  It  requires  a  hotdeversement  to  pro- 
duce a  batch  of  heroes,  because  when  society  is  shaken  up  men 
naturally  fall  into  their  right  places.  The  three  great  revolutions 
brought  out  Cromwell,  Washington  and  Napoleon.     But  for  the 
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shaking  up  in  France,  what  a  host  of  immortals  would  have  remained 
in  the  obscurity  of  coopers'  shops  and  cafes,  and  instead  of  having 
statues  erected  in  their  honor,  would  have  been  buried  without  the 
compliment  of  a  head-stone  !  The  chance  of  a  man  being  bom  into 
the  situation  which  he  is  best  qualified  to  fill  is  one  to  a  million. 
Genius  sometimes  breaks  his  shackles,  but  it  is  melancholy  to  think 
of  the  mute  Miltons  of  whom  we  have  never  heard.  Poverty  is 
not  the  only  bar  to  distinction ;  on  the  contrary,  men  of  rank  gene- 
rally rise  from  the  ranks.  The  poor  are  without  restraint;  they  may 
rise  if  they  can  ;  but  the  rich  have  generally  the  dead  weight  of  a 
pre-determined  occupation  tied  to  their  heels.  It  is  often  a  mis- 
fortune to  be  bom  in  what  are  called  fortunate  circumstances.  The 
road  to  ruin  generally  lies  through  the  demesnes  of  a  rich  father. 
If  there  have  been  GifTords  confined  in  a  stall,  there  have  also  been 
cobblers  cribbed  in  colleges.  Many  an  inglorious  wearer  of  a 
crown  might  have  been  respected  as  the  wearer  of  an  apron. 
Louis  XVI.  would  have  made  an  excellent  pastry  cook,  and  George 
the  Fourth,  instead  of  being  despised  as  a  king,  might  have  won 
universal  respect  as  a  barber.  President  —  but 't  is  too  soon  to  talk 
of  presidents.  We  are  surprised  at  seeing  a  man  do  a  variety  of 
things,  but  we  are  not  instructed.  Versatility  is  but  a  synonyme  for 
mediocrity.  One  art  is  enough  for  one  life.  By  doing  one  thing 
with  constancy  and  affection  we  inevitably  do  it  well,  provided  it 
be  the  one  thing  which  we  most  desire  to  do.  Men  are  slaves  who 
labor  in  an  ungenial  sphere,  though  they  eat  their  own  wages,  but 
Plautus  was  a  freeman  when  he  wrote  comedies,  though  his  master 
took  his  hire.  Authors  are  sometimes  admonished,  particularly  in 
this  country,  where  men  are  pretty  certain  to  starve  by  authorship,  to 
secure  some  certain  means  of  subsistence  before  venturing  in  tneir 
*  dreadful  trade.*  But  why  authors  should  be  advised  in  this  way 
more  than  other  men  is  not  easily  discovered.  Those  who  embark  in 
literature  with  such  precautions,  will  be  very  certain  of  needing 
some  other  reward  than  their  authorship  will  bring  them.  A  physi- 
cian who  should  think  of  securing  an  income  by  preaching,  that  he 
might  the  more  safely  practice  in  his  profession,  would  be  about  as 
likely  to  meet  with  success  as  an  author  who  should  commence  bu- 
siness as  a  jobber  to  enable  him  to  compose  a  history  or  a  poem. 
Let  the  jobber  stick  to  his  merchandise  and  the  author  to  his  books ; 
they  will  both  do  better  for  being  kept  apart.  The  majority  of  man- 
kind have  healthy  bodies  and  sound  minds,  and  are  supposed  to  be 
capable  of  any  thing.  They  stay  where  they  are  put,  and  only  aim 
to  make  themselves  comfortable  ;  if  they  are  behmd  a  counter  it  is 
well ;  if  in  the  pulpit  or  at  the  bar,  it  is  all  the  same.  They  die  and 
make  no  sign,  and  leave  the  world  as  they  found  it.  They  are  not 
performers  on  one  string,  nor  indeed,  performers  at  all.  What  do  they 
perform  ]  They  are  the  people,  not  mdividuals.  Sometimes  half  a 
dozen  of  them  are  swallowed  up  under  one  short  name,  as  Brown  and 
Co. ;  three  or  four  of  the  same  family  are  often  deemed  of  so  little 
consequence  as  individuals  that  they  designate  themselves  simply 
Jones  Brothers,  or  Smith  and  Sons ;  or  collateral  branches  of  the  same 
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family  my  be  included  under  the  firm  of  Cripps  and  Nephews. 
Then  we  encounter  a  string  of  them  who  wish  to  preserve  their  in- 
dividuality and  tie  their  names  together  after  this  fashion :  Wilkins, 
Tomkins  and  Watkins.  But  what  Wilkins  1  what  Tomkins  and 
Watkins  1  Nobody  can  tell.  Again  we  meet  with  a  near  approach 
to  an  individual.  Two  men  find  it  convenient  to  make  a  union  of 
forces,  but  one  of  them  wishes  to  preserve  his  identity,  so  he  calls 
himself  P.  Q.  Davis  and  Winkle.  In  a  little  time  and  even  P.  Q. 
Davis  will  be  lost  in  the  mass,  and  there  will  be  nothing  left  of  him 
but  his  virtues  which  will  be  heard  of  far  the  first  time  by  the  stone- 
cutter. 

Shakspeare  was  a  player  on  one  string ;  ah !  and  what  a  per- 
former !  Dryden,  like  Sheridan,  touched  every  string  of  the  lyre, 
and  was  hardly  master  of  one.  He  wrote  forty  odd  plays,  not  one 
of  which  is  either  acted  or  played  at  this  day.  The  late  Stuart 
Newton  used  to  tell  an  amusing  story  about  one  of  his  pupils  whose 
father  had  an  ambition  that  he  should  become  an  artist.  The  boy 
had  worked  dismally  enough  for  a  week  with  his  chalk,  when  the 
painter  found  him  in  tears ;  on  being  asked  the  cause  of  his  grief, 
the  victim  of  misdirected  ambition  replied,  *  I  do  n't  want  to  be  a 
hartist;  I  wants  to  be  a  butcher!*  Fortunately  for  this  young 
hopeful  he  had  fallen  into  merciful  hands ;  and  now,  instead  of  be- 
ing a  miserable  spoiler  of  canvass,  he  may  be  a  happy  retailer  of 
joints  in  Clare  market.  He  may  be  an  alderman ;  an  honor  which 
no  artist  has  ever  attained  to,  though  many  butchers  have  ;  it  being 
an  universal  rule  in  municipal  affairs,  that  the  lowest  employments 
produce  the  best  legislators  and  magistrates.  ^ 
.  Men  fritter  away  their  lives  with  us  in  attempting  to  do  every 
thing,  and  therefore  we  have  produced  fewer  great  men  in  propor- 
tion to  our  population  than  any  other  civilized  people.  The  major- 
ity of  our  prominent  politicians  come  from  the  slave  states ;  they 
jiearly  monopolize  the  highest  national  offices,  and  that  part  of  the 
country  has  become  a  nursery  for  statesmen,  because  it  is  there 
alone  that  they  make  a  profession  of  politics.  They  have  nothing 
else  to  do,  or  nothing  that  they  choose  to  do  ;  and  at  the  North  we 
become  more  familiar  with  the  names  of  Southern  representatives 
from  their  continual  repetition  in  the  newspapers,  than  we  ever  do 
vrith  our  own,  who  rarely  go  to  Washington  a  second  time.  At 
the  North  men  are  elected  representatives  by  accident;  at  the 
South  it  is  different ;  there  they  play  on  one  string  and  find  their 
account  in  it.  Nobody  can  afford  to  twang  on  one  chord,  or  blow 
one  note  long,  here.  The  lawyer  is  writing  sermons,  the  divine  is 
preaching  politics,  the  merchant  is  delivering  lectures,  the  artist  has 
turned  philosopher,  the  mechanic  is  talking  about  agriculture,  the 
jobber  speculating  in  real  estate,  and  the  farmer  dabbling  in  stocks 
instead  of  improving  his  stock.  Every  body  must  become  ac- 
quainted with  every  other  body's  business.  This  all  happens  from 
people  engaging  in  business  with^ their  hands  alone,  as  some  people 
marry  and  then  try  for  a  divorce,  and  not  with  their  hearts. 

Hazlitt  wrote  an  essay  on  the  ignorance  of  the  learned,  which 
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sounds  paradoxical.  But  the  learned  always  must  be  ignorant  on 
subjects  which  they  do  not  perfectly  understand.  It  is  the  smatterer 
only  who  knows  a  little  of  every  thing — is  well  instructed  in  no- 
thing. Nobody  need  be  ashamed  of  his  ignorance  ;  in  truth,  igno- 
rance is  highly  creditable,  provided  always  that  one  knows  something 
thoroughly.  But  it  is  the  prevailing  fashion  in  society  for  every 
body  to  resemble  a  '  Conversations  Lexicon,'  one  of  those  pestifer- 
ous inventions  for  promoting  shallowness  among  mankind,  and  be 
always  ready  to  go  off  like  a  revolving  rifle. 

Men  who  take  their  degrees  at  colleges  are  often  reproached  by 
your  many-string  performers  with  knowing  nothing  but  book-leam- 
mg,  which  is  generally  true  enough ;  but  then  what  they  do  know 
they  know  well,  and  so  they  contrive  to  gather  a  good  many  of  the 
honors  which  the  world  bestows  upon  its  favorites. 

There  seems  to  be  a  fear  among  us  that  something  or  other  in 
the  gi-eat  plan  of  our  economy  will  be  neglected ;  and  men  are  con- 
tinually busying  themselves  about  other  people's  affairs,  to  the  mani- 
fest disadvantage  of  their  own.  But  it  is  very  certain  that  among 
our  twenty  millions  there  are  people  enough  to  attend  to  every  de- 
partment, and  the  true  way  to  discharge  one's  public  duty  is  to  see 
that  one  thing  is  well  done.  The  banker  may  confine  himself  to 
his  desk  in  perfect  security  that  the  butcher  and  baker  will  furnish 
his  food  if  tney  are  only  let  alone  ;  the  artist  may  stick  to  his  studio 
and  the  cobbler  to  his  last  without  any  fears  for  the  future  ;  the 
farmer  and  the  tailor  will  see  that  there  is  no  lack  of  food  and  rai- 
ment. The  greatest  famine  ever  known  in  France  was  when  the 
National  Convention  undertook  to  supply  the  people  with  bread ; 
and  they  have  just  abandoned  the  com  laws  in  England  because 
they  found  that  taking  such  especial  care  to  supply  the  people  with 
food  bad  brought  them  to  a  state  of  starvation.  Take  no  heed  of 
what  others  afe  doing,  but  be  sure  to  do  something  yourself;^  then 
you  may  grow  like  the  lilies  of  the  valley,  and  be  as  well  cared  for. 

I  knew  a  merchant  a  few  years  since  who  was  in  continual  tribu- 
lation about  public  affairs,  who  used  to  spend  a  good  many  hours 
in  writing  essays,  which  he  would  sign  *  Humanitas,'  or  *  Philo*- 
something,  and  send  to  a  morning  paper,  which  had  the  cruel  cour- 
tesy to  print  them.  Public  affairs  continued  as  usual,  but  his  private 
affairs  soon  got  into  a  dreadful  condition,  and  he  failed,  and  began 
to  talk  about  his  misfortunes.  But  his  great  misfortune  was  at- 
tempting to  play  on  more  than  one  string. 

It  is  really  refreshing  to  mix  with  very  humble  people  who  earn 
their  living  by  practising  one  art  exclusively ;  what  they  know  they 
know  so  purely,  and  can  communicate  their  knowledge  so  clearly. 
Crispin,  wno  sticks  to  his  last,  is  an  admirable  critic  compared  vridi 
some  multifarious  geniuses  who  stick  at  nothing.  A  statesman  of 
some  note,  who  has  filled  an  important  diplomatic  office,  in  his  out- 
set in  life  kept  a  small  school  in  a  rural  district  in  Pennsylvania, 
where  he  fell  in  love  with  a  daughter  of  the  village  barber,  and  pro- 
posed to  marry  her.  The  girl's  diother  flared  up  at  the  proposal, 
and  flatly  refused  her  consent.    Her  friends  thinking  that  the  school- 
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master's  occupation,  which  has  never  been  held  in  very  high  esteem 
in  the  Key-stone  State,  was  the  cause  of  her  opposition,  remonstrated 
with  her  and  said, '  Who  knows  but  the  schoolmaster  will  be  a  mer- 
chant one  of  these  days  V  *  Oh,  it  is  n*t  that,'  replied  the  worthy 
lady  ;  *  I  could  get  over  his  profession,  but  he  is  such  a  fool !'  And 
a  fool  he  was  to  her,  and  by  continuing  to  be  a  fool  he  got  to  be  an 
ambassador. 

Macaulay  says,  that  to  become  a  great  poet  you  must  first  be- 
come alittle  child ;  which  is  contrary  to  the  popular  opinion,  it  be- 
ing thought  requisite  even  for  a  very  small  poet  to  be  a  monster  of 
erudition.  But  the  critic  is  right ;  only  he  might  have  said,  that  to 
be  great  in  any  thing  you  must  be  a  little  child,  single-minded  and 
pure-hearted ;  or  in  other  words,  a  performer  on  one  string.  Poets 
in  the  *  cotton  trade  and  sugar  line'  are  very  doubtful  hybrids ;  their 
credit  is  as  bad  on  'change  as  on  Parnassus. 

There  are  many  striking  instances  on  record  of  success  achieved 
by  one-string  players  of  very  feeble  powers.  We  read  not  long 
since,  in  the  obital  comer  of  a  newspaper,  the  account  of  a  person's 
decease  who  was  spoken  of  as  '  an  eminent  and  well  known  thea- 
trical wig  maker.'  There  are  few  persons  who  could  have  looked 
for  fame  while  making  theatrical  wigs.  But  here  was  a  gentleman 
who,  by  constancy  and  *  strict  attention  to  business,'  had  become 
*  eminent  and  well-known.*  Perhaps  he  had  made  investments  in 
stocks,  and  owned  a  crimson  pew  in  some  fashionable  Gothic  church. 
Arkwright,  again,  not  finding  his  tonsorial  duties  to  his  mind,  very 
properly  leffc  off  making  wigs  and  took  to  making  machinery ;  and 
by  sticking  to  that  business,  gained  a  fortune  and  a  title,  and  a  place 
among  the  immoitals. 

Perhaps  the  most  remarkable  instance  of  success  crowning  the 
efforts  of  a  very  humble  pursuit  was  that  of  Boa  well,  who  immor- 
talized himself  as  a  toady.  He  confined  his  whole  soul  to  one 
string,  and  never  forgot  himself  for  the  space  of  half  a  second.  He 
stuck  to  his  one  string  with  a  devotedness  worthy — we  were  going 
to  say  of  a  better  ol^ect-— but  it  was  well  enough ;  by  sticking  to 
it  he  'made  it  an  object  to  him.  Macaulay,  who  said  so  sensible  a 
thing  just  now  about  poets,  wrote  an  ill-natured  review-article  to 
prove  him  a  fool  for  his  pains.  But  Boswell  knew  perfectly  well 
what  he  was  doing,  and  he  defended  his  foolishness  with  the  elo- 
quence of  a  man  *  terribly  in  earnest,'  as  they  say.  Mr.  Macaulay 
certainly  forgot  this  passage  in  the  Hebridean  tour,  when  he  wrote 
his  searching  review  of  Mr.  Croker  : 

'  My  fellow  traveller  and  I,  (Johnson, J  talked  of  going  to  Sweden,' 
says  Boswell ;  *  and  while  we  were  settling  our  plan  I  expressed  a 
pleasure  in  the  prospect  of  seeing  the  king.  Johnson  said :  *  I  doubt, 
Sir,  if  he  would  speak  to  us.'  (Mark  the  modest]/  of  Ursus  Major, 
who  never  thought  of  ike  king^  because  he  vhu  a  king  himself  and  Tiot  a 
toady.)  Col.  Macleod  said :  *  I  am  sure  Mr.  Boswell  would  speak 
to  him.  (  Of  course  he  would  ;  *t  was  his  husiness.)  Here  let  me  add,' 
continues  the  immortal  toady,  *  a  short  defence  of  that  propensity 
(toadying)  in  my  disposition  to  which  this  gentleman  alluded.    It 
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has  procured  me  much  happiness.  I  hope  it  does  not  deserve  so 
hard  a  name  as  forwardness  or  impudence.  If  I  know  myself,  it  is 
nothing  more  than  an  eagerness  to  share  the  society  of  men  distin- 
guished either  hy  their  rank  or  their  talents,  and  a  diligence  to  attain 
what  I  desire,  if  a  man  is  praised  for  seeking  knowledge,  though 
mountains  and  seas  are  in  his  way,  may  he  not  he  pardoned  whose 
ardor  in  the  pursuit  of  the  same  ohject  leads  him  to  encounter  diffi- 
culties as  great  V  Of  course  he  may  he  pardoned  and  praised  too. 
This  passage  lets  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  mysterious  meanness  of 
Boswell's  character.  He  was  a  toady  upon  heroic  principles.  Ho 
played  on  his  one  string  with  a  prophetic,  eye  to  the  renown  of  his 
performance. 

'  Act  well  your  part'  is  superfluous  advice  ;  you  will  he  sure  to 
act  your  part  well  if  it  m  your  part.  All  the  danger  lies  in  attempt- 
ing to  act  a  part  which  helongs  to  another. 

EUsAT  Fbamoo. 


mionon's      song. 

TBAN8LATBD  FBOM  TBS  OBBMAN  OF  OOBTBB. 


BT     AXriTA    BZ,AOX.WSI.I.. 


Know'r  thou  the  land  wherein  the  citron  blows, 
'Neath  dnaky  leaf  the  golden  orange  glows ; 
A  gentle  wind  from  the  blue  heaven  breathes. 
The  myrtle  still  and  high  the  laurel  wreathes  7 
Know'stthoaitweli? 

O  there !  O  there ! 
Would  I  with  thee,  O  my  beloved  1  repair. 


Boiow'st  thou  the  house  7  its  roof  the  piUan  bear, 

There  shines  the  hall,  the  chamber  glimmen  there, 

And  marble-figures  stand  and  look  on  me  ; 

'  What  have  they  done,  thou  poor  child !  unto  thee  7* 

Know'stthonitwell? 

O  there!  O  there! 
Might  I  with  thee,  protector  mine !  repair. 


Know'st  thou  the  mountam  and  its  bridge  of  cloud  7 
There  seeks  the  mule  the  path  that  vapori  shreud ; 
In  hollows  hxrk  the  serpent's  ancient  brood. 
There  falls  the  rock,  and  over  it  the  fliiod: 
Know'stthonitwell! 

O  there !  —  for  there 
Goeth  our  way  —  Father !  let  us  repair ! 
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THE      CHAIN      OF      THE      FOE. 

Thiab  '8  a  name  on  the  page  of  onr  countiyB  proud  story, 

Accnned  where  the  hearth-fireo  of  liberty  glow  ; 
T  18  the  name  of  the  traitor  who  to  gold  yielding  glory, 
/  Would  have  given  our  land  to  the  chain  of  her  foe. 

The  grandsire  graape  sternly  the  brave  sword  he  weareth, 
While  bright  in  his  eye  gleams  the  patriot  flame  ; 

And  the  child  shrinks  appalled  at  the  sound  when  he  heareth 
The  name  in  our  history  written  in  shame. 

And  the  mother  folds  closer  the  babe  she 's  caressing, 
And  breathes  o'er  its  young  head  a  prayer  soft  and  low. 

To  the  Being  who  gave  to  her  people  a  blessing, 
Who  delivered  her  sons  from  the  chain  of  the  foe. 

Oh !  false  to  its  trust,  and  the  proud  soil  that  bore  us, 
Was  the  heart  that  could  doom  us  to  bondage  again ; 

But  we  fought  for  our  homes,  and  a  just  God  was  o*er  us. 
To  save  us  from  Tyranny's  scourge  and  her  chain. 

Would  ye  ask  who  for  gold  bartered  country  and  glory. 
Who,  base,  would  have  yielded  our  land  to  her  foe  7 

It  is  Arnold  the  Traitor !  accursed  in  story, 
Wherever  the  hearth-fires  of  liberty  glow ! 


THE      SAINT      LEGER      PAPERS. 


XOMaaB      TBM. 


I  AWOKE  very  early  in  tbe  morning,  notwithstanding  the  fatigue  of 
the  preyious  day.  I  lay  for  some  time  in  a  dreamy  reverie,  revolving 
every  incident  which  had  occurred  to  me  since  I  entered  the  High- 
lands. Then  my  thoughts  strayed  back  to  Warwickshire,  to  my 
home  in  *  Merry  England  ;'  and  a  chill  came  over  my  spirits  when  I 
thought  how  far  I  had  wandered,  and  where  I  was.  I  asked  myself 
what  had  brought  me  hither ;  a  youth,  little  acquainted  with  the 
world,  making  a  tour  of  pleasure  to  this  wild  and  almost  inaccessi- 
ble region;  how  strange  the  conceit — how  singular  the  motive! 
And  then  that  same  pale-faced  Destiny  which  so  often  haunted  me, 
whispered  that  something  should  come  to  pass  in  this  island  which 
would  tell  heavily  upon  my  future  :  what  it  was,  I  dared  not  surmise. 
Was  I  then  at  the  wished-for  spot  ?  Was  the  hour  so  soon  at  hand  % 
My  mind  rallied  under  these  exciting  thoughts,  and  not  caring  iot 
longer  repose,  I  rose,  leaving  Hubert  still  sleeping,  repeating  as  I 
arranged  my  dress  the  words  of  Prospero  : 

*  Now  does  my  pn^ect  gmther  to  a  head : 
My  charms  crack  not ;  my  •pirita  obey ;  and  time 
Goes  upright  with  hii  carriage.    How  'a  the  day  t* 
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As  I  had  no  '  dainty  Ariel'  to  answer  my  question,  I  stepped 
boldly  out  to  see  for  myself.  The  morning  had  just  dawned,  and 
the  rays  of  light  emerging  from  the  east  were  fast  extending  over 
the  horizon.  None  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  village  were  as  yet 
visible  ;  so  I  stood  upon  the  lofty  Hirta  solitary  and  alone  !  I  walked 
at  first  toward  the  sea,  keeping  to  the  south  of  where  we  had 
landed.  Here  I  had  a  good  view  of  the  whole  north-eastern  part 
of  St.  Kilda.  How  grand,  how  terribly  impressive,  was  the  scene  ! 
On  all  sides,  so  far  as  my  view  extended,  the  island  was  girt  about 
with  an  immense  perpendicular  breast-work  of  solid  rock,  to  look 
down  whose  toppling  height  the  head  swam,  and  the  brain  grew 
dizzy.  Defying  storm  and  wind  and  ocean,  ages  upon  ages  it  had 
stood  a  repfesentative  of  earth  ;  an  outer  sentinel,  successfully  re- 
sisting the  enemy ;  casting  back  triumphantly  the  waves  which 
sought  to  overwhelm  it,  and  defying  the  utmost  fury  of  the  tempest ! 
During  every  change  of  season,  day  and  night,  while  its  inhabitants 
slumbered,  and  while  they  were  awajce,  the  towering  cliffs  of  Hirta 
stood  unshaken  and  immoveable  ! 

After  surveying  for  a  time  this  impressive  scene,  I  turned  back  to 
the  village.  My  first  impulse  was  to  call  Hubert,  and  propose  to  him 
an  immediate  exploration  of  the  whole  island  ;  on  second  thoughts 
I  determined  to  go  by  myself.  I  had  got  from  the  steward  a  gene- 
ral idea  of  the  different  localities,  and  as  the  island  was  but  some 
three  miles  long,  and  only  two  broad,  I  had  little  fear  of  losing  my- 
self. Taking  therefore  a  full  survey,  and  ascertaining  as  near  as  I 
cbuld  the  points  of  compass,  I  took  my  course  nearly  west,  as  the 
prospect  was  more  inviting  in  that  direction,  and  appeared  less  ob- 
structed by  hills,  which  in  some  parts  of  St.  Kilda  rose  to  an  immense 
height. 

Proceeding  about  a  mile,  I  encountered  one  of  these  elevations, 
which  by  dint  of  extra  exertion  I  soon  passed,  and  descended  from 
the  other  side  into  a  most  delightful  valley,  and  found  myself  with- 
in half  a  mile  of  the  ocean.  I  followed  a  small  winding  rivulet 
which  flowed  through  the  valley  until  it  emptied  itself  into  the  sea. 
Here  the  soil  was  most  exuberant ;  the  ground  was  covered  with  an 
almost  infinite  variety  of  the  richest  plants,  including  the  white  and  red 
clover,  the  daisy,  crowfoot  and  dandelion,  and  plantains  of  every  sort. 
I  was  surprised  to  find  a  spot  of  so  much  beauty  where  I  had  ex- 
pected to  see  only  rude  and  uncultivated  hills,  or  bleak  rocks  and 
waste  ground.  I  stood  near  the  edge  of  the  shore,  for  where  the 
stream  fell  into  the  sea  there  was  some  appearance  of  a  landing- 
place  ;  indeed  the  steward  had  told  me  that  on  the  north-west  part 
of  the  island  there  was  a  spot  where  the  inhabitants,  when  forced  to 
so  dangerous  an  experiment,  made  shift  to  put  in,  and  I  believed 
from  his  description  that  this  was  the  place.  So  much  however  was 
I  enchanted  by  the  exquisite  beauty  of  the  little  valley  through 
which  I  had  strayed,  that  I  turned  away  from  the  bold  and  magnifi- 
cent view  of  rocks  and  ocean  to  gaze  upon  it ;  and  so  abstracted 
did  I  become  in  my  contemplation,  that  I  did  not  notice  that  a  boat 
had  in  the  mean  time  approached  the  shore,  and  was  attempting  to 
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land.  Not  caring  to  be  seen  by  tbose  on  board,  I  stepped  aside  and 
took  a  position  where  I  could  have  a  fair  view  of  them^  without 
being  observed.  There  were  but  three  persons  in  the  boat,  two  of 
whom  managed  the  craft  while  the  third  steered.  From  the  dis- 
tance at  which  I  stood,  they  did  not  appear  to  be  inhabitants  of  St. 
Kilda,  and  apparently  they  were  not  fishermey. 

As  the  boat  approached  the  shore,  it  was  hid  from  view  by  some 
rocks  which  were  in  this  way  brought  between  me  and  it.  I  still 
kept  my  position,  and  awaited  the  issue  of  what  now  looked  very 
likely  to  turn  out  an  adventure.  After  several  miputes  I  perceived 
two  of  the  party  clambering  up  a  steep  ledge,  some  distance  below 
me ;  and  on  reaching  the  top,  proceed  in  an  opposite  direction  from 
where  I  was  standing,  and  consequently  not  m  a  way  to  fain  the 
village.  My  curiosity  was  now  fully  aroused  j  so  I  followed  slowly 
after,  carefully  keeping  out  of  sight,  yet  endeavoring  not  to  loso 
track  of  my  men.  I  kept  on  in  this  way  for  some  five  minutes, 
when  they  disappeared  behind  the  cleft  of  a  huge  rock,  and  I  saw 
them  no  more.  I  walked  cautiously  on  till  I  passed  the  rock  in 
question,  but  found  no  one  ;  I  still  persevered,  but  without  discover- 
ing any  one,  and  was  on  the  point  of  giving  up  the  chase,  when  I 
noticed  a  small  grotto,  partially  in  ruins,  the  walls  and  part  of  the 
roof  of  which  were  still  standing,  so  as  to  afford  sufficient  protec- 
tion from  storm  and  bad  weather.  Through  an  aperture  on  the 
side  toward  me,  I  beheld  the  figures  of  two  or  more  persons,  but 
could  not  decide  .whether  they  were  those  I  had  previously  seen. 
I  stole  cautiously  up  till  I  reached  the  grotto,  and  looked  in.  I  saw 
two  persons ;  the  one  whose  face  was  toward  me  was  a  beautiful 
girl,  apparently  about  nineteen  ;  she  was  engaged  in  earnest  con- 
versation with  a  man,  whose  countenance  I  could  not  see.  The 
ffirl  was  considerably  above  the  medium  height ;  she  wore  a  Span- 
ish mantilla,  richly  ornamented,  which  was  thrown  entirely  back, 
displaying  a  face  of  great  beauty;  very  dark,  deep,  passionate 
eyes,  and  a  mouth  expressive  both  of  intellect  and  voluptuousness. 
Her  hair,  which  was  black,  was  parted  plain  across  her  forehead, 
and  exquisitely  braided  and  secured  behind  by  a  ring  and  arrow  of 
gold.  The  man — but  I  need  not  describe  him,  for  as  he  turned  par- 
tially round  I  saw  his  side-face,  and  perceived  that  it  was  —  Vautrey  ! 

I  stood  petrified  with  astonishment.  I  could  not  believe  the  evi- 
dence of  my  own  senses.  I  began  to  think  I  was  dreaming,  and 
that  I  might  presently  awake  and  find  myself  upon  the  bed  in  the 
minister's  dwelling.  But  no ;  this  could  be  no  illusion.  I  could 
not  mistake ;  the  scene  before  me  was  real ;  and  at  the  risk  of  be- 
ing discovered,  I  leaned  forward  to  get  a  better  view  of  the  parties  ; 
as  I  did  so,  these  words  met  my  ear : 

*  Remember^  CowU^  this  is  the  last  time  /' 

*  Unless,  Signora,  you  can  be  persuaded  to  change  your  mind,' 
was  the  reply  of  Vautrey,  in  a  tone  so  soft  and  so  insinuating  that 
I  scarcely  recognized  it. 

'  Never,  so  help  me  Heaven !'  exclaimed  the  girl,  impetuously  ; 
*  I  cannot,  do  not,  will  not  love  you  ;  and  you  shall  no  longer  per- 
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secute  me  !  What  if  my  father  knew  of  these  meetings  1  What  if 
he  knew  that  you  had  come  hither  after  what  he  has  so  fearftilly 
sworn  V 

*  What  if  he  did  ]'  interrupted  Vautrey,  in  his  natural  sneering 
tone ;  *  what  if  he  did?     Is  the  Woedallah  my  keeper  V 

*  Enough  !'  returned  the  girl,  with  dignity ;  '  enough !  such  a  tone 
and  such  an  answer  best  become  you.  We  part/  she  added,  as 
she  turned  to  leave  the  grotto,  *  never  to  meet  again  in  this  way/ 

*  Not  thus,  not  thus !'  replied  Vautrey,  in  a  soft,  insinuating  tone  ; 
*  you  must  not,  you  cannot  leave  me  thus  !  *  Remember  what  we 
have  been  to  each  other.  Have  you  forgotten  the  season  spent  in 
Genoa  1     Do  you  never  think  of  Naples  T' 

*  Never  without  a  shudder,  Vautrey,'  replied  the  girl,  for  the  first 
time  calling  the  Count  by  name  ;  *  and  it  is  despicable  in  you  now 
to  allude  to  the  past.     Away !  I  despise  you !' 

A  bitter  exclamation  escaped  the  Uount  at  this  retort.  He  raised 
his  finger  in  a  menacing  attitude  :  '  Leila,'  said  he, '  though  a  wo- 
man, you  may  provoke  my  vengeance.     Beware  !' 

A  toaman  derides  your  vengeance,  Count,  even  while  you  threaten 
it !'  said  the  maiden,  scornfully ;  and  so  saying,  she  turned  again  to 
depart.  I  stepped  hastily  back  in  order  to  escape  observation ;  but 
as  I  turned,  I  met  a  pair  of  wild,  sharp-looking,  piercing  black  eyes 
glaring  intently  upgn  me  from  behind  a  thick  clump  of  low  bushes, 
with  a  gaze  so  fixed,  that  it  seemed  to  belong  to  some  spirit  of  dark- 
ness. As  may  be  supposed,  at  the  first  sight  of  this  unlooked-for 
apparition,  my  blood  ran  cold ;  a  shudder  came  over  me,  but  I  was 
not  daunted,  although  completely  surprised  and  shocked.  It  was 
evident  that  I  had  been  noticed ;  yet  I  was  determined  to  be  cool. 
Keeping  my  eye  therefore  boldly  on  this  strange  being,  I  slowly 
made  good  my  retreat.  The  savage,  as  I  took  him  to  be,  moved 
not,  stirred  not,  till  I  was  about  disappearing,  when  he  made  a  sig- 
nificant gesture  toward  the  grotto,  nodded  his  head,  and  waved  his 
hand  impatiently,  as  if  to  hasten  me  away.  I  did  not  need  such 
a  hint,  but  making  what  speed  I  could^  I  turned  back  the  way  I  came, 
nor  did  I  slacken  my  pace  until  I  came  in  sight  of  the  village. 

At  the  door  of  the  minister's  dwelling  I  met  Hubert,  who  ex- 
claimed, *  Thank  GrOD,  St  Leger,  you  are  safe !  Pray  tell  me 
where  you  have  been,  and  what  has  happened  to  you  1  I  missed 
you  when  I  first  woke ;  we  have  inquired  at  every  house,  or  rather 
hovel ;  have  searched  at  the  landing-place,  and  every  where  else, 
and  I  had  begun  to  be  seriously  alarmed.  Now,  cousin  William, 
this  teas  unfair  to  steal  away  from  me,  and  take  the  first  survey 
alone !  But  confess,  confess ;  something  h<is  happened,  I  know. 
What  have  you  seen  1     Come,  out  with  it !' 

*  I  have  seen  Vautrey ! '  said  I,  slowly ;  and  thereupon  I  related 
to  Hubert  minutely  all  that  had  occurred  that  momiug.  I  had  de- 
termined to  do  this,  although  I  was  first  tempted  to  keep  the  mat- 
ter to  myself;  but  I  thought  it  was  not  treating  my  cousin  with  the 
ingenuousness  he  deserved.  Hubert  looked  very  serious  for  a  mo- 
ment J  then  his  boyish  love  of  adventure  got  the  better  of  every 
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other  feeling,  and  he  clapped  his  hands  together  with  delight: 
'Now  for  something  that  's  worth  the  chase!'  cried  he;  '  now. 
Count  Van  trey,  have  a  care !  We  are  no  longer  at  G-lencoe. 
Three  in  the  boat  1 — we  will  match  them  !  Christie  is  a  host,  of 
himself,  and  the  two  boys  he  has  with  him  are  no  cowards.  Yes,  I 
teas  right;  Vautrey  is — yes,  he  is — the  Devil!  No  emboditnent, 
but  very  Satan  !  Come,  St.  l^eger,  here  's  a  compact  for  you  :  the 
ffirl  is  yours,  by  right  of  discovery ;  beside,  you  nave  got  a  clue  to 
that  ever-to-be-remembered  Wcedallah,  which  strengthens  your 
title.  But  Vautrey,  mark  me,  is  mine,  and  you  are  not  to  interfere 
with  me  there  /' 

*  You  meditate  no  violence,  Hubert !'  I  replied,  alarmed  by  his 
emphatic  tone. 

'I  am  a  MoncriefT!'  replied  my  cousin,  proudly, '  and  can  do  no 
dishonor  to  my  name.     Is  that  not  enough  r 

'  It  is,'  was  my  response  ;  '  there  shall  be,  as  there  ever  has  been^ 
confidence  between  us.* 

*  We  have  said  it,'  cried  Hubert ;  *  and  now  let  us  break  our  fast, 
for  I  have  waited  for  you,  and^  am  hungry  enough  to  devour  a  Solan 
goose  alive.  First  let  us  satisfy  our  hunger,  and  then,  come  Vau- 
trey, Wcedallah,  Circe,  Syren,  Caliban  and  the  foul  fiend !' 

OUATTmM    VOUBTXair. 

I  MUST  go  back  a  little,  to  resume  the  history  of  my  inner  life. 
Bear  with  me,  reader,  who  may  have  become  more  or  less  interest- 
ed in  the  incidents  of  the  last  few  chapters.  Recollect  our  com- 
pact when,  declining  to  part  company  with  me,  as  I  advised  you 
many  pages  back,  you  ran  the  risk  of  suffering  the  penalty  of  a  dull 
companionship,  if  you  should  not  be  able  to  sympathize  in  my  feel- 
ings. Once  more  I  give  you  an  opportunity  to  say  *  Adieu  !' — once 
more  I  say,  expect  nothing  but  facts. 

When  Glennnglas  was  struck  down  by  Vautrey,  my  whole  moral 
nature  was  stronj^ly  affected.  Fearfully  impressed  by  the  malig- 
nant passions  manifested  by  the  latter,  my  soul  instinctively  soueht 
refuge  in  God  its  Creator.  Like  an  inexperienced  child  which 
has  strayed  for  the  first  time  out  of  si^ht  of  its  parent,  enjoying 
from  its  novelty  every  thing  within. its  observation;  till,  frightened 
by  some  untoward  occurrence,  it  runs  hurrying  back,  oppressed  and 
terrified,  desiring  only  to  be  secure  in  those  loved  arms,  never  again 
to  wander  away ;  so  it  was  with  me :  I  poured  out  my  heart  unto 
God  afresh  ;  I  prayed  and  was  comforted.  How  happy  was  I  in 
forming  new  resolutions  for  the  conduct  of  my  future  !  Earnestly 
did  I  pray  to  be  guided  aright ;  earnestly  supplicate  not  to  be  aban- 
doned to  temptation.  For  a  few  days  I  enjoyed  a  serene  peace  of 
mind ;  then  something  like  ermui  began  to  take  the  place  of  it ;  then 
my  old  heart-pangs  slowly  returned,  leaving  their  leaden  load  in 
the  very  centre  of  my  young  heart.  Then  I  sought  relief  in  my 
Bible  and  in  prayer  in  vain ;  and  then  again  I  ceased  to  pray,  seek- 
ing to  cheer  my  spirits  in  a  thousand  exciting  ways.     The  voyage 
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to  St.  Kilda  had  broken  in  so  completely  upon  my  fonner  habits, 
both  physical  and  mental,  that  good  appeared  likely  to  grow  out  of 
it.  Yet  I  had  no  opportunity  in  such  a  voyage  for  reflection.  But 
I  did  think  sometimes.  There  were  occasional  texts  of  Scripture 
which  would  for  weeks  be  ever  present  to  my  mind,  and  which  in 
spite  of  me  I  could  not  help  almost  constantly  repeating.  I  dis- 
tinctly remember  the  following  to  have  been  among  the  number : 

'  O  EPHR^n,  what  shaU  I  do  unto  the«  T 
O  JuoAU,  what  ahall  I  do  unto  thee  ? 
For  your  foodoeu  is  as  a  moroinf  cload. 
And  as  th«  early  dew  it  foeth  away.' 


*  And  the  last  state  of  that  man  is  wora«  than  th^  flrsL* 

These  solemn  passages  of  scripture  were  at  that  time  always  in 
my  -mind.  They  stood  out  in  my  imagination  like  the  hand-vrnting 
upon  the  wall.  I  felt  condemned  ;  my  former  terrors  revived ;  my 
soul  was  in  darkness.  I  found  myself  suddenly  thrown  back  to  my 
old  ground.  I  had  travelled  through  so  many  mental  changes  only 
to  find  myself  again  at  the  starting-place.  In  the  mean  time  I  beg^an 
to  understand  the  world  something  better.  I  saw  pleasure  and  en- 
joyment in  it.  Sin,  as  did  Satan,  to  be  sure  came  also ;  but  there 
was  gratification  nevertheless.  I  now  felt  the  seductive  influence  of 
the  god  of  this  world  creeping  slowly  upon  me.  It  was  as  yet  only 
a  foretaste  of  what  I  was  to  experience,  but  the  poison  had  begun 
to  work.  The  fiend  Yautrey  had  roused  strange  leelings  in  my  bo- 
som. I  hated  him  and  despised  him ;  but  with  all  that,  I  envied 
him.  Yes,  I  envied  him  his  knowledge  of  the  world ;  of  life,  and 
for  all  that  he  had  seen  and  experienced.  Beside,  my  soul  longed 
for  gratification,  and  I  envied  him  for  what  he  had  enjoyed.  So 
strictly  had  I  dealt  with  myself  that  it  seemed  as  if  sinning  *  with  a 
high  hand*  would  act  upon  my  nature  as  a  moral  alterative,  and  prove 
of  healthful  influence.  Like  the  convalescent  who  has  been  confined 
for  weeks  to  a  low  diet,  and  who  hankers  for  high-seasoned,  rich- 
flavored  food,  even  so  I  yearned  after  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  long- 
ing *  to  roll  sin  as  a  pleasant  morsel  under  my  tongue.'  Alas !  what 
had  become  of  all  my  good  resolutions ;  my  enlarged  plans  for  be- 
nevolent action ;  my  earnest  desires  to  benefit  my  kind ;  my  rules 
for  self-improvement  1  How  strangely  vanished !  How  suddenly 
forgotten ! 

*  How  is  the  gold  become  dim  ! 
How  is  the  most  fine  gold  changed  !* 

was  the  lamentation  of  the  prophet,  and  bitterly  did  I  afterward 
take  it  up  !  Bear  in  mind  that  I  am  'inditing  this  history  several 
years  subsequent  to  these  events.  I  speak  of  what  I  was,  just  as  the 
result  proved  me  to  have  been  ;  but  I  do  not  wish  it  to  be  understood 
that  I  came  to  an  open  avowed  resolution  to  commit  or  to  live  in  sin ; 
such  nevertheless  was  my  private  secret  conclusion,  kept  secret  evem 
from  myself;  for  the  Arch  Enemy,  when  he  would  most  succeasfullj 
enslave  the  soul,  teaches  his  followers  to  adopt  the  christian  role  : 

*  Let  not  thy  left  hand  know  what  thy  right  hand  doeth.' 
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Now  that  all  has  come  to  pass,  I  can  write  understandingly.  As  I 
have  before  said,  I  write  for  the  young ;  for  those  whose  sympathies 
are  not  yet  quite  destroyed.  Hearken  then,0  youth  !  to  my  appeal. 
Read  and  reflect  upon  my  history,  and  pray  God  it  may  prove  to  thee 
an  instructive  lesson ;  and  may  that  lesson  not  have  come  too  late  ! 
Thus  much  at  present  of  my  inner  life.  It  may  appear  incon- 
sistent with  what  I  write  of  my  external.  But  again  I  repeat,  the 
record  is  true.  _ 

OHAPTBR    rlVTJIBlf. 

After  we  had  breakfasted,  Hubert  and  myself  sat  down  to  a  pro- 
tracted conference,  rendered  necessary,  as  we  thought,  by  the  report 
I  bad  made  of  the  extraordinary  occurrences  of  the  morning.  In 
this  conference  we  discussed  matters  of  high  importance.  We  had 
certainly  many  difficult  questions  to  pass  upon.  In  the  first  place, 
who  cofuld  that  beautiful  g^irl  be  ?  What  had  sent  her  to  this  remote 
spot  ?  Who  was  her  protector  ]  Then,  what  had  she  to  do  with 
V  autrey  ]  what  was  Vautrey  doing  here  1  and  who  and  how  many 
were  in  his  company  ?  Such  were  the  points  canvassed  over  and 
over  by  us,  but  about  which  we  could  come  to  no  satisfactory  con- 
clusion. I  told  Hubert  frankly  why  I  had  been  so  inquisitive  about 
the  word  '  Wcedallah,'  and  we  both  agreed  that  the  package  of  Aunt 
Alice  might  prove  of  much  assistance  to  us.  In  the  mean  time  we 
undertook  to  get  all  possible  information  from  the  missionary  and 
the  inhabitants  of  the^island.  Christie  also  was  to  be  put  on  the  scent, 
and  his  two  followers  if  necessary ;  and  thus  the  campaign  com- 
menced. 

We  spent  part  of  the  day  in  the  company  of  the  worthy  Mr. 
David  Cantyre,  whose  hospitality  had  been  so  freely  tendered  us,  and 
who  did  all  in  his  power  to  render  our  visit  agreeable.  From  him 
we  received  a  minute  account  of  the  island  and  its  inhabitants, 
which  would  have  afforded  me  at  any  other  time  abundant  source 
of  entertainment ;  but  after  the  exciting  events  of  the  morning,  I 
found  it  difficult  to  fix  my  attention  upon  any  thing  else.  I  forbore 
to  question  the  minister  about  that  which  I  most  desired  to  know, 
until  I  had  gained  farther  upon  his  intimacy.  To  this  end  I  asked 
him  about  his  own  personal  history ;  and,  in  order  to  draw  him  out, 
ventured  to 'express  my  wonder  that  he  should  have  consented  to 
bury  himself  in  such  a  remote  spot,  cut  off  from  all  intercourse  with 
the  world,  and  enjoying  nothing  like  refined  society,  or  the  pleasant 
intercoiirse  of  friends.  To  this  the  minister  replied,  that  no  sacri- 
fice was  too  great  which  the  cause  of  Christ  demanded ;  and  that 
in  the  performance  of  his  simple  duties  he  derived  a  sweet  satisfac- 
tion which  to  him  was  beyond  all  price.  He  then  recounted  much 
of  his  past  life,  gave  an  account  of  his  first  landing  at  St.  Kilda,  and 
of  what  he  had  done  and  hoped  to  do  among  the  inhabitants.  Al- 
together, the  minister  was  a  man  to  be  loved  and  respected.  And 
the  contemplation  of  such  a  character  might,  under  other  circum- 
stances, have  conveyed  to  my  mind  most  salutary  impressions ;  "but 
now  nothing  could  divert  me  from  the  pursuit  in  which  I  was  em- 
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barked ;  and  I  do  believe  that  nothing,  not  even  the  fear  of  ever- 
lasting perdition,  would  have  forced  me  to  abandon  it.  Hubert  in 
the  mean  while  had  conferred  with  old  Christie,  and  Christie  had 
promised  very  soon  to  give  us  all  the  information  we  desired.  His 
opinion  was,  that  Vautrey,  had  taken  possession  of  some  one  of  the 
small  rocky  islands  near  St.  Kilda,  perhaps  Boreray  or  Soay.  He 
was  told  that  a  strange  boat  had  been  seen  for  two  or  three 
weeks  past  hovering  about  the  island,  and  it  was  at  first  supposed 
when  we  landed  that  it  belonged  to  us.  Hubert  communicated 
nothing  farther  to  Christie,  except  his  desire  for  immediate  informa- 
tion ;  and  in  such  a  case  where,  as  the  faithful  old  follower  believed^ 
the  honor  of  his  young  master  was  at  stake,  to  hear  was  to  obey. 
The  next  day  Hubert  and  myself  set  out  on  a  tour  of  observation. 
We  visited  some  of  the  prominent  localities  of  the  island.  *  We 
climbed  together  the  lofty  Conagra,  which  rises  with  fearful  abrupt- 
ness from  the  head  of  the  bay  to  a  height  of  nearly  six  thousand  feet, 
commanding  from  its  summit  a  view  of  over  one  hundred  and  fifly 
miles  in  extent.  From  thence  we  took  a  survey  of  the  entire  coast. 
There  was  nothing  which  could  be  called  a  harbor  belonging  to  the 
island,  and  but  two  places  where  it  was  even  possible  to  land ;  the 
first  was  near  the  village,  and  the  other  at  the  spot  where  I  had  seen 
Vautrey  put  in.  The  island  was  full  of  little  cells  or  grottos,  like 
the  one  before  mentioned,  which  were  evidently  of  great  antiquity; 
at  least  we  could  learn  nothing  of  their  origin,  for  none  of  the  in- 
habitants could  give  us  any  information  about  them ;  and  Mr.  David 
Cantyre,  to  his  praise  be  it  spoken,  (in  view  of  what  I  suffered  from 
Mr.  Alexander  McLeod)  was  no  antiquarian.  In  making  our  cir- 
cuit, we  came  to  the  place  of  my  previous  adventure :  we  looked 
about  over  rock  and  valley,  and  into  every  secret  nook,  in  hopes  to 
discover  something  —  we  cared  but  little  what  —  to  throw  light  upon, 
the  strange  scene  I  had  witnessed.  But  our  labors  were  fruitless. 
The  grotto  where  Vautrey  and  the  maiden  hfed  parted,  was  deserted, 
and  nothing  within  betrayed  that  it  was  ever  the  trysting-place  of 
lovers.  We  were  both  disappointed,  and  in  consequence  began  to 
feel  the*  fatigues  of  the  day  more  sensibly.  The  route  to  the  ^lage 
would  complete  the  circuit  we  desired  to  make ;  so  we  returned 
home,  wearied  to  be  sure,  but  not  discouraged.  Full  of  resolution 
and  youthful  ardor,  we  retired  to  rest,  determined  on  the  morrow  to 
continue  the  search. 

OVAFTUi    aiXTBIV. 

What  a  wonderful  impression  had  Leila,  (yes,  that  was  the 
name  Vautrey  had  pronounced)  —  made  upon  my  heart !  Never 
had  I  beheld  so  beautiful  a  creature ;  never  before  witnessed  such 
grace,  such  exquisite  perfection,  such  incomparable  charms.  I 
remembered  with  singular  minuteness  every  look,  and  every  expres- 
sion, every  feature  and  every  lineament  of  her  face ;  and  the  more  I 
thought  of  her,  the  more  impatient  I  became  to  solve  the  mystery. 
A  young  maiden,  dressed  in  a  style  becoming  the  most  refined  so- 
ciety, alone  in  St.  Kilda  ]     Impossible  !     Again,  she  was  known  to 
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Yautrey,  aod  tbe  Count  bad  intimated  in  what  be  said  to  ber  tbat 
tbey  bad  formerly  been  friends :  bow  my  blood  boiled  at  tbe  tbougbt ! 
But  it  was  very  evident  they  were  friends  no  longer.  Tbe  more  my 
mind  dwelt  upon  tbis  strange  enigma,  tbe  more  excited  I  became, 
until  I  resolved  to  speculate  no  fartber,  but  await  tbe  result  of  our 
investigation.  Hubert  was  up  betimes  tbe  next  morning  and  roused 
me.  His  determination  to  find  Vautrey  was  after  all  occasioned,  as 
I  believed,  more  from  a  natural  desire  to  solve  tbe  jnystery  of  bis 
presence  at  St.  Kilda,  tban  from  any  feeling  of  revenge  for  tbe  old 
affront.  Indeed,  wbat  to  a  youtb  of  eigbteen  could  be  more  exciting 
tban  an  undertaking  of  tbis  sort  ?  As  Hubert  bad  waived  all  inte- 
rest in  tbe  beautiful  Unknown,  (not  baving  bebeld  ber,  be  could  do 
so  as  I  tbougbt  mucb  more  readily,)  we  made  an  equitable  diyision 
of  our  labors,  be  undertaking  witb  tbe  aid  of  bis  followers  to  find 
Vautrey,  *  dead  or  alive,'  as  be  expressed  it,  and  I  agreeing,  by  no 
means  unwillingly,  to  discover  the  *  fair  maiden  of  tbe  grotto.* 
Leaving  my  cousin  to  bis  plans,  I  set  out  once  more  to  visit  tbe  de- 
lightful valley,  which  tbe  minister  told  me  bore  tbe  name  of  tbe 
*  Female  Warrior's  Glen,'  from  an  amazon  very  famous  in  tbe  tra- 
ditions of  tbe  island.  I  was  resolved  tbis  time  to  be  thorough  in 
my  search,  for  I  was  sure  that  there  must  be  a  habitation  of  some 
sort  near  at  hand.  Nor  did  the  result  prove  me  mistaken ;  for  after 
traversing  tbe  valley  in  every  possible  direction,  I  went  around  a 
small  4edge  of  rocks,  which  were  apparently  so  near  tbe  coast  tbat 
it  bad  not  occurred  to  me  tbat  there  could  be  any  considerable  space 
beyond.  I  was  much  surprised  therefore  to  discover  a  miniature 
valley  or  glen,  remarkably  beautiful,  in  the  centre  of  which  stood  a 
small  stone  building. 

This  picturesque  little  spot  was  presented  so  suddenly  to  my 
view,  that  I  stopped  short  in  amazement,  and  was  for  a  few  moments 
lost  in  admiration  of  its  beauty.  Presently  I  beheld  a  man  come 
from  the  but,  for  it  was  little  else,  and  leisurely  advance  a  few  steps, 
as  if  to  take  the  air.  Whether  be  saw  me  or  not  I  could  not  tell ; 
at  any  rate,  be  took  no  notice  whatever  of  my  being  present.  Ob- 
serving him  closely,  I  perceived  tbat  tbe  individual  was  a  man  past 
tbe  prime  of  life,  perhaps  fifky  years  of  age ;  he  was  of  middling 
stature,  of  rather  spare  habit  of  body,  having  a  bold,  prominent,  but 
narrow  forehead,  thinly  covered  witb  light  brown  hair.  What  was 
remarkable,  he  was  dressed  with  scrupulous  exactness,  and  in  every 
respect  after  tbe  English  style,  and  bis  garments  were  made  in  the 
fashion  of  tbe  then  present  season.  My  resolution  was  soon  taken  : 
I  resolved  to  accost  tbe  stranger.  Walking  toward  him,  I  did  wbat 
I  could  to  attract  bis  notice,  but  to  no  purpose  ;  tbe  stranger's  eyes 
were  turned  in  every  direction  but  toward  me.  It  was  not  till  I 
bad  come  close  upon  him,  tbat  he  recognized  my  presence.  Beg- 
ging bis  pardon  for  tbe  interruption,  I  asked  him  tbe  nearest  route 
.  to  me  village. 

*  On  your  honor,  young  man,'  said  tbe  stranger,  *  have  you  lost 
your  way,  or  has  an  idle  curiosity  brought  you  hither  1' 
^  '  Neither,'  returned  I,  boldly ;  *  but ' 
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•  *  Pass  on  then,  pass  on  !  and  annoy  me  not  with  the  sight  of  my 
own  kind.  It  is  burthen  enough  to  endure  myself.  Pass  on,  pass 
on  I  molest  me  no  farther !'  exclaimed  the  stranger,  waving  his 
hand  as  he  spoke. 

*  I  will  not  pass  on,'  said  I,  roused  by  his  tone,  *  till  I  have  said 
what  I  have  to  say  to  you.' 

*  What  sends  you  here  V  interrupted  the  stranger,  pettishly. 

*  Destiny  /'  returned  I. 

'  Destiny  !'  muttered  the  other ;  and  then  continuing,  as  if  to  him- 
self:  *  To  hear  the  world  prate  of  destiny,  as  if  destiny  were  a  god 
to  direct  and  control ;  *  destiny*  forsooth  !  why,  destiny  is  what  is* 
Then  turning  to  me,  he  added,  *  You  rave,  young  man  !' 

1  now  narrowly  examined  the  speaker.  His  appearance  indi- 
cated the  misanthrope;  not  the  misanthrope  by  nature,  but  one 
who  had  been  soured  with  the  world,  perhaps  from  good  cause ; 
one  who  might  have  endured  the  *  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous 
fortune*  until  there  was  no  sensibility  left  in  his  bosom  ;  no,  nothing 
but  hate  !  I  looked  once  more  at  the  clear  sharp  outline  of  fore- 
head, boldly  developed,  (though  narrow,)  the  deep-set,  expressive 
gray  eyes,  the  dignified  though  slightly  petulent  air ;  and  in  all  I 
saw — shall  I  say  it  ] — some  strange,  mysterious  resemblance  to — 
myself!  I  paused — I  trembled;  I  resolved  on  one  more  trial: 
'  In  the  name  of  all  that  you  hold  sacred,  tell  me,'  I  exclaimed, '  are 
you  called  the  Woedallah  V 

*  There  is  nothing  I  do  hold  sacred,  young  man,'  answered  the 
stranger ;  *  you  adjure  me  in  vain !  But  if  it  will  satisfy  you  to 
learn  the  fact,  so  that  you  will  then  leave  me  and  pass  on  your  way, 
I  answer  that  I  am  called  the  Wcedallah  !* 

*  Stay  one  moment,  and  I  have  done,*  I  exclaimed,  perceiving 
that  this  singular  man  was  returning  to  his  dwelling ;  *  stay  one  sin- 
gle moment !' — and  drawing  forth  the  little  package  with  which  Aunt 
Alice  had  entrusted  me,  I  handed  it  to  him  without  speaking,  and 
awaited  the  effect  it  might  produce.  He  took  the  parcel,  examined 
the  superscription  without  emotion,  and  proceeded  to  open  it 
When  he  beheld  the  ring,  his  countenance  changed,  first  to  deep 
red,  then  to  deadly  pale ;  his  whole  frame  was  convulsed,  his  limbs 
trembled,  his  lips  quivered ;  he  was  evidently  laboring  under  some 
agonizing  emotion  ;  but  he  I'ecovered  somewhat,  and  proceeded  to 
read  what  was  written.  This  done,  he  turned  and  looked  at  me 
with  a  gaze  so  earnest  and  so  penetrating  that  I  almost  shrunk  from 
it.  As  he  looked,  I  thought  I  discovered  a  tear  start  in  his  eye  ;  his 
countenance  changed  to  an  expression  of  deep  melancholy  :  point- 
ing toward  the  door  of  his  dwelling,  he  said  to  me,  in  a  low,  indis- 
tinct tone,  '  Enter .'' 

I  obeyed  his  direction,  and  on  going  in,  found  myself  in  a  small, 
neatly-furnished  apartment,  in  which  was,  among  other  articles,  a 
well  filled  book-case,  over  which  were  suspended  a  musket  and. 
small-arms,  a  sword  and  several  daggers.  There  was  no  one  in 
the  room  :  of  this  I  took  care  to  assure  myself  when  I  first  entered ; 
and  despite  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  I  felt  disappointed.    My 
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host  pointed  to  a  chair,  and  I  sat  down ;  he  also  took  a  seat  heside 
me,  and  examined  my  countenance  with  searching  scrutiny.  As 
there  was  not  the  slightest  appearance  of  impertinent  inquisitive- 
ness  in  hia  manner,  I  remained  perfectly  quiet,  resolving  that  I 
would  not  he  the  first  to  break  silence. 

'  It  is  even  so  V  exclaimed  he,  at  length,  as  if  communing  with 
himself;  'it  is  even  so;  my  eyes  again  behold  a, St.  Leger;  one 
of  my  own  flesh  and  blood  is  before  me ;  and  although  I  have  for- 
sworn all,  ay,  every  thing  upon  the  earth,  and  all  ahove  and  all  be- 
low, yet  since  the  race  began,  has  never  a  St.  Leger  met  a  St.  Leger 
face  to  face  unacknowledged  or  uncared  for,  nor  ever  shall !  But 
oh  !  why  came  you  hither  V 

As  this  interrogatory  seemed  addressed  to  me,  I  replied :  '  Why  I 
came  I  know  not,  nor  can  I  give  any  satisfactory  reason.  I  was  about 
to  spend  some  time  in  the  Highlands,  and  as  I  was  leaving  War- 
wickshire, Aunt  Alice  put  in  my  hands  the  package  you  now  have. 
I  have  told  you  all.' 

'Warwickshire !'  exclaimed  my  kinsman  ;  'beautiful,  lovely  War- 
wickshire !  its  gentle  Avon,  its  enchanting  landscapes  !  Accursed 
be  they,'  muttered  he,  in  a  lower  tone, '  nogfr  and  forever !  Did  you 
leave  all  these,  and  to  come  here  V 

'  I  did  leave  all  these,  and  to  come  here,'  was  my  calm  reply.  I 
was  about  to  add  something  farther,  when  the  door  of  the  adjoining 
apartment  opened,  and  the  beautiAil  Leila  stood  upon  the  threshold  ! 
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BtfOKK  118  the  Rhrer  is  flowing, 

♦In  the  Boft  balmy  silence  of  Night, 
And  o'er  it  the  young  Moon  is  throwing 

The  beams  of  her  quiyering  light 
Now  in  shadow  the  waters  run  darkling, 

Where  the  hill  risee  high  o*er  the  plain ; 
But  soon  they  are  dancing  and  sparkling 

In  the  light  of  her  glory  again. 


And  what  though  the  breezes  bring  o*er  her 

Deep  clouds  of  a  lowering  hue. 
That  spread  their  dark  curtain  before  her, 

And  hide  her  sweet  face  from  our  view  ? 
Oh !  ne'er  at  her  absence  repining, 

Though  shadows  and  gloom  may  abound, 
Behind  them  we  know  she  is  shining. 

By  the  silver  that  fringes  them  round. 


Our  River  of  Life  is  thup  flowing 

Thro'  a  world  overahadowed  with  night. 
And,  evermore  over  it  glowing. 

From  above  shines  a  soft  blessed  light 
Though  sometimes  the  waters  run  darkling. 

While  a  shadow  rests  over  the  soul ; 
Soon  again  in  its  cheerfulness  sparkling. 

To  Eternity's  ocean  they  roll. 


And  what  tho'  our  Lord  should  bring  o'erus 

The  deep  clouds  of  sorrow  and  wo, 
Should  hang  his  thick  curtain  before  us. 

And  oniiwd  in  darkness  we  go? 
Oh !  ne'er  at  our  trials  repmmg. 

Though  anguish  and  gloom  may  abound. 
Behind  them  we  know  He  is  shining, 

By  the  love-light  that  circles  them  round. 


LITERARY     NOTICES. 


Comrr  Julian  i  oa,  the  Last  Days  or  the  Gotr.  A  Hiatorical  Eomance.  By  the  author  of 
'  Guy  Rivon,* '  The  YemaMee,'  etc.  Baltimore :  William  Tatlob  awd  Cojopaitt.  New-Yofk: 
William  Tatlob. 

We  have  read  a  ocrap  of  criticism  somewhere,  about  something,  by  somebody,  all 
of  which  we  have  forgotten  now,  excepting  the  <iritic*8  opinion  of  the  author  of '  Count 
Julian,'  who  was  pronounced  <  the  most  succesifal  of  American  novelists.'  This  was 
probably  true,  as  regarded  the  pinion  of  the  critic  himself,  but  very  far  from  true  as 
regarded  that  of  the  rest  of  the  public.  Individual  opinion  is  of  no  more  importance 
m  afiaiis  of  this  sort,  than  the  precise  relation  which  it  may  bear  to  the  entire  amount 
of  opinion  upon  the  same  subject  Cobbett  could  see  'nothing  in  Sbaksfbarb  to 
admire,  and  if  the  world  were  composed  of  Cobbettb,  there  would  be  nothing  admin- 
ble  in  him.  But  there  were  subjects  upon  which  Cobbett's  opim'on  would  be  of 
greater  value  than  that  of  any  other  man.  A  smaU  magazine  *  critic-ling'  a  short  time 
since  called  Carlyle  '  an  ass ;'  and  the  author  of  '  Count  Julian,'  in  a  long  review  of 
the  writings  of  Corneliub  Matthews,  declared,  not  as  a  matter  opinion,  but  as  a 
fact,  that  we  had  as  as  yet  produced  no  humorous  writer  in  this  country.  He  could 
not  have  been  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  Washington  Irving,  an  acknowledged  clas- 
sic in  humorous  literature ;  but  he  was  right  and  bdnest  in  giving  his  opinion  as  he  did, 
for  it  enabled  his  readers  to  put  a  just  value  upon  his  opinion,  which  he  pronounced  in 
an  ex-cathedra  manner,  as  though  he  were  writing  in  the  easy-chair  of  Rabelaib. 
But  we  do  Mr.  Simms  an  injostice :  he  did,  we  believe,  say  that  the  United  States  had 
produced  one  humorous  writer ;  a  southern  gentleman  whom  he  named.  A  writertn 
the  '  Democratic  Review,'  conmienting  upon  American  humor,  gave  a  list  of  two  or 
three  dozen  of  acknowledged  humorous  writers,  but  differed  with  Mr.  Simms  respecting 
the  southern  humorist,  whom  he  had  never  read ;  and  he  was  justified  perhaps  in 
aasunung  that  the  writer  referred  to  was  no  humorist,  since  it  was  very  clear  that  any 
bod^  who  was  humorous  to  Mr.  Simms  could  be  so  to  nobody  else.  While  opinions 
are  forming,  every  body  may  contribute  to  the  mass,  without  reproach ;  but  when  the 
conglomerated  opinions  of  the  world  have  taken  a  well -defined  shape,  the  man  is  a 
dunce  who  thinks  to  produce  a  chan^  in  their  form,  and  an  ass  for  allowing  the  world 
to  know  that  he  is  a  dunce  ;  and  precisely  of  this  character  was  the  besotted  driveller 
who  called  Carlylb  an  ass ;  not  because  he  entertained  such  an  opinion  of  the  illus- 
trious author,  but  because  he  had  not  sense  enough  to  keep  it  to  himseUl  We  are  not 
in  favor  of  any  individual  bowing  his  neck  to  the  despotism  of  puUic  opinion,  and 
giving  up  the  integrity  of  his  own  emotions.  This  would  be  flymg  to  a  still  more 
objectionable  extreme ;  but  let  him  keep  his  emotioOB  to  hhnsdf  when  they  difier 
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from  the  net  of  the  world,  and  have  the  modesty  to  think  that  he  is  leas  likely  to  he 
right  than  that  all  the  rest  of  the  worid  shMd  be  wrong.  It  would  be  quite  as  Indie- 
XOU8  for  a  deaf  man  to  despise  music,  as  it  was  for  the  blind  courtier  to  fall  into  an 
ecstacy  of  delight  at  the  beauty  of  a  fish  which  he  could  n't  see,  when  it  was'brought 
to  the  emperor  for  his  admiration. 

Novelists,  poets,  composen,  and  all  other  authoFi  whose  productions  appeal  to  the 
feelings,  may  snap  their  fingeri  at  critics  and  reviewen,  for  they  can  neither  be  writ- 
ten up  nor  written  down.  The  public  may  be  persuaded  to  adopt  a  false  roligion,  or  a 
false  theory  in  political  economy,  as  they  have  been  often ;  but  all  the  roviewen  in 
Edinburgh  and  Westminster  could  not  induce  them  to  read  a  dull  novel  or  to  remem- 
ber prosy  poetry.  The  popularity  of  a  novel  is  the  only  reliable  test  of  its  merit,  and 
the  opinion  of  a  publisher  on  such  a  subject  is  worth  more  than  the  united  judgments 
of  Macauliy  and  Jbffret.  It  argues  very  ill  for  Mr.  Siumb,  as  a  '  popular  novelist,' 
that  he  is  continually  changing  his  publisher.  It  is  a  very  suspicious  sign  for  any  au- 
thor to  come  out  from  Cliff-street  and  end  in  Ann-street  The  villanously  dishonest 
law  of  copy-right  existing  in  this  country  not  only  puts  every  honestly-inclined  citi- 
zen to  the  blush,  but  it  places  the  authors  of  the  country  m  a  degraded  position  which 
the  authors  of  no  other  country  ever  occupied  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  many  of  those 
who  are  now  compelled  to  skulk  m  suq>iciou8  quaxteis,  would  under  honest  laws  be 
Roused  like  monarchs.  But  an  author  who  has  the  good  luck  to  secure  good  quar- 
ters in  the  outset,  must  be  deficient  in  the  metal  which  commands  success,  if  he  be 
not  able  to  keep  them.  There  have  been  a  good  many  original  novels  published  in 
this  country,  but  Mr. Cooper  is  the  only  author  who  can  justly  be  called  a  '  popular 
American  novelist*  A  novel-writer  who  adds  no  new  characten  to  fictitious  history 
cannot  be  called  popular.  It  is  his  province  to  create  characters,  and  if  he  fails  to  do 
this,  he  fails  utterly,  though  he  may  produce  two  or  three  romances  yeariy,  like  Mr. 
Jamis,  or  a  dozen  in  as  many  years,  like  Mr.  Sums.  Irvino  and  Coopbr  are  the  only 
authors  among  us  who  have  succeeded  in  adding  to  the  population  of  the  imagination. 
Not  one  of  Mr.  Simms*  people  is  knowQ  by  name.  He  and  Mr.  James  make  use  of 
the  same  materials ;  their  characters,  or  rather  their  descriptions  of  character,  seem 
to  be  borrowed  from  each  other.  The  '  chiselled  lips,' '  rich  dark  hair*  clustering  in 
linnets  over  high  foreheads,  <  dariL  pieroing  eyes,'  and-so-fortb,  consUtnte  the  sole 
materials  of  their  personages.  It  is  aU  outside ;  nothing  within.  There  is  more  life 
in  the  sleeping  beauty  of  a  wax- work  exhibition  than  in  one  of  their  people.  How 
different  the  case  is  with  a  real  author !  Let  us  take  Dickens.  It  is  hardly  a  month 
since  the  *  Cricket  on  the  Hearth'  began  to  chirp ;  yet  Tilly  Slowbot,  who  is  not 
described  at  all,  but  only  acts  her  small  part  in  that  small  book,  is  already  a  historical 
personagQ  ;  and  Mrs.  Fielding,  the  *  genteel'  mother  of  the  gentle  Mat  is  nearly  as 
well  known  as  the  Mother  of  the  Gracchi. 

One  of  the  most  distressing  defects  of  fji  author  is  a  resemblance  to  some  other 
author ;  for  in  reading  one  you  cannot  easily  determine  which  he  is,  nor  whether  you 
have  read  him  before  or  not ;  and  at  last  the  mind  grows  bewildered  and  perplexed, 
and  you  throw  down  the  book  with  the  kind  of  weariness  you  feel  in  bemg  foused 
from  a  night-mare.  There  m  a  novel  of  Mr.  James  and  a  novel  of  Mr.  Simms  lying 
on  our  table ;  let  us  make  a  random  extract  from  each,  and  leave  our  readers  to  decide 
which  is  the  elephant  and  which  the  rhinoceros : 

*  Thk  Bkjr,  which  for  near  a  month  had  been  as  calm  and  serene  as  a  good  mind,  was  covered  oyer 
with  Umg  fines  of  dark  gray  cloud,  heavy  and  near  the  etirth}  when  a  solitary  horseman  took  hie 
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•Ution  under  ■  broad  old  trM  upon  the  wide  waste  called  Indian  Flat*,  and  raxed  forth  aa  well  aa 
the  growing  darkneM  would  let  him.  It  was  a  dim  and  sombre  scene,  uniatisfactory  to  the  eye^  but 
exciting  to  the  imaf  ination.  Ever^  thing  was  vague  and  undefined  in  the  shadows  of  that  boar,  and 
the  long  streaks  of  deeper  and  fuinter  brown  which  varied  the  surface  of  the  flats  spoke  mereljrof 
nndulations  in  the  ground,  marking  the  great  extent  of  the  plain  toward  the  horlsoa.  A  tall,  aoli* 
tary,  mournful  tree  migUt  bo  seen  here  and  there,  adding  to  the  feoliogs  of  vaslness  and  solitude  ; 
and  about  the  middle  of  the  plain,  as  one  looked  toward  the  west,  was  a  small  detached  grove,  or 
rather  clump  of  large  b«eches,  presenting  a  black  irregular  mass,  at  the  side  of  which  the  UDgering 
gleam  of  the  north-western  sky  wss  reflected  in  some  silvery  lines  upon  what  seemed  a  considerable 
piece  of  water.  It  was  an  hour  and  a  place  flt  for  sad  thoughts  and  dark  forebodings  ;  and  the  hone- 
maa  sat  upon  his  uU  powerful  gelding  in  the  attitude  of  one  full  of  meditation.  He  had  suffered 
the  bridle  to  drop,  his  head  was  slightly  bent  forward,  and  his  eye  strained  upon  the  scene  before 
bim ;  while  his  mind  seemed  to  drink  in  firom  its  solemn  and  cheerless  aspect  feelings  as  dark  and 
dismal  as  itself.  The  horseman  at  length  gently  touched  his  beast  with  his  neei,  and  made  him  move 
slowly  out  from  under  the  branches  of  the  tree.  Scarcely  had  he  done  ao,  however,  when  the  dis- 
tant sound  of  a  hoiae's  feet  was  heard,  as  if  coming  at  a  verpr  tardy  and  heavy  pace  from  the  west. 
The  sound  indeed  would  not  have  been  perceptible  at  that  distance  but  for  the  excessive  stillness  of 
all  around,  and  the  eagerness  with  which  the  traveller  listened.  His  eye  was  now  bent  anxiously  too 
upon  the  western  gleam  in  the  water,  and  in  a  few  moments  the  dark  figure  of  another  man  oo 
horseback  was  seen  against  the  brighter  background  thus  afforded,'  ete.,  etc. 

Having  looked  on  that  picture,  now  look  on  this : 

*It  is  toward  the  sun-set  of  a  fine  afternoon  in  the  month  of  May ;  a  rich  summer  sun  of  sufficient 
power  even  in  the  moment  of  his  decline,  to  convert  into  iributsry  glories  the  clouds  which  gathered 
•round  him,  threw  over  all  the  scene  his  incomparable  splendors,  buruishiog  the  earth  with  hoea  aa 
richly  golden,  if  not  quite  so  valuable  in  the  estimation  of  mankind,  as  the  wealth  which  lay  con- 
cealed within  its  bosom.  The  picturesque  guise  of  the  solitude  thus  gloriously  invested  was  beauti- 
ful beyond  descriptiop;  its  charms  became  duly  exaggerated  to  the  mind  when  coupled  with  the 
consciousness  that  the  hand  of  the  mighty  artist  hsd  been  employed  in  the  adornment  of  a  prospect 
of  itsplf  totally  uninvitiog  and  unlovely.  The  solitary  pine  that  here  and  there  shone  up  likn  some 
burning  spire ;  the  undulating  hill,  catching  in  different  gradatioos  of  shade  and  fulness,  in  a  like 
manner,  from  the  same  iDimitable  master,  a  similar  garment ;  the  dim  outlines  of  the  low  and  stunted 
•brubbery,  aparingly  distributing  its  green  foliage  over  the  picture,  mingled  here  and  there  with  a 
stray  beam,  dashed  hurriedly  as  it  were  from  the  palette  of  the  artist,  presented  to  the  eye  an 
outline  perfectly  unique  in  itself  and  singularly  characteristic  of  that  wanasoifiMse  with  wbicb  alone 
It  could  have  bden  properly  contemplated.  At  this  point  of  our  narrstive  a  single  traveller  might 
have  been  seen  emerging  from  the  confines  of  the  evening  horison,  where  the  forest,  such  as  it  was; 
Urmioated  the  prospect.  He  travelled  on  horseback,  the  prevailing  mode  in  that  region,*  etc  '  The 
asimid  he  rode  might  have  been  considered,  even  in  the  west,  one  of  choice  parentage.  He  was 
large,  broad-chested  and  high ;  and  though  exliibiting  the  utmost  docility  and  obedience  to  the  rein, 
proceeded  on  his  way  with  as  much  ease  and  freedom  ai  if  he  bore  not  the  slightest  burden  on  his  un- 
conscious back.'  (We  omit  here  a  long  description  of  the  rider  and  a  vast  amount  of  particulan 
about '  chiselled  lips'  and  *  clustered  ringleu  of  dark  browu.'^  '  Here  our  traveller  fell  into  a  narrow 
footpath,  and  being  naturally  of  a  musing  and  dreamy  spirit,  pursued  unconsciously  and  without 
•eemiag  observation,  the  way  which  it  pointed  out  His  thoughu  were  seemingly  in  full  unison  with 
the  almost  grave-like  stillness  and  solemn  hush  of  every  thing  around  him.  The  bridle  fell  at  length 
from  his  hand  upon  the  neck  of  his  steed ;  and  it  was  only  when  the  noble  animal,  roused  to  coo' 


ananeas  by  the  seeming  stupor  of  his  rider,  suddenly  and  absolutely  came  to  a  stand,  that  the  youth 
grew  aware  of  his  precise  situation.'  (He  wanders  along  until  it  has  grown  about  as  dark  as  it  was 
U  the  first  of  these  specimens,  when  n  shrill  whistle  is  heard  in  the  forest,  and  soon  after  :)  'Sud- 
denly emerging  from  the  wood,  a  man,  who  seemed  to  have  been  in  wailing,  abruptly  stood  before 
him,  and  directly  in  the  path  he  was  pureuing.' 

The  two  books  are  mainly  composed  of  such  weariaome  writing  as  the  specimens 
given.  They  cannot  be  said  to  have  any  positive  resemblance,  but  the  likeness  con- 
■Bts  in  a  want  of  likeness  to  any  thing ;  a  certain  expression  of  nothingness,  not  easy 
of  description.  Both  Svriten  abound  in  those  intenninable  descriptions  beginning 
thus:  'It  was  the  dose  of  such-and-such  a  day,  when  So-and-so  might  have  been 
seen.'  Of  coutse  any  thing  might  have  been  seen,  provided  it  was  not  too  dark,  and 
there  was  any  body  to  see  it ;  but  this  prelude  of  a  '  might  have  been  seen'  gene- 
rally leads  to  an  inventory  as  mmute  and 'as  unimaginative  as  a  sheriff's  advertise- 
ment of  a  sale  by  auction.  Yet  we  will  not  do  Mr.  James  the  injustice,  lightly  as  we 
hold  kis  later  pen-and-ink  works,  to  place  hun  upon  the  same  level  with  Mr.  SiMm, 
whose  mistiness  and  pompous  turgidity  raise  him  above  the  heads  of  all  modem  novel- 
ists. Being  not  over-well  versed  in  scientific  matters,  we  would  not  assert,  as  a  friend 
at  our  elbow  has  just  affirmed,  that  *  No  one  can  read  one  of  Mr.  Simms'  ee8a3rB, 
wherein  he  takes  occasion  to  allude  to  himself,  without  thinking  that  he  would  be- 
I  a  burning  and  a  shining  light'  if  somebody  could  contrive  to  set  fire  to  his 
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gas  ;*  yet  we  may  well  assume  that  a  better  specimen  of  his  peculiar  brilliancy  in 
this  kind  could  hardly  be  found  than  in  the  dedication  of  '  Count  Julian'  *  to  the 
Hon.  John  P.  Kennedy,  of  Baltimore,  Maryland.* 

<  In  taking  leave  to  use  your  name  in  connection  with  thfc  present  publication/ 
says  Mr-  Simms  to  his  brother  novelist,  <  I  presume  still  farther  to  address  myself, 
through  this  medium,  to  other  readers  than  yourself.  You,  I  trust,  w!)l  indulge  me 
in  this  freedom  ;  as,  from  your  declared  sympathy  with  the  man  of  letters,  and  your 
own  well-known  and  much-admired  achievements  in  the  same  field ;  {y>hat  field  ?) 
achievements  which  you  have  but  too  prematurely  forborne  to  follow  up ;  (to  <  forbear 
prematurely'  is  *  good !')  you  will  easily  understand  how  much  the  encouragement  of 
the  author  depends  upon  the  reader's  sympathy,  and  how  much  the  just  deciision 
upon  his  laboiB  result  from  a  correct  knowledge  of  the  circumstances  under  which 
he  has  toiled,  and  what  have  been  his  aims  in  the  scheme  of  his  performance.'  The 
modeling  of  these  sentences  might  serve  as  examples  for  the  new  Regent  of  the 
University.  But  letting  all  that  go,  we  think  that  the  writer  attaches  altogether  too 
much  importance  to  his  *  aims'  and  <  circumstances,'  about  which  his  reader  will  care 
not  a  copper ;  nothing  being  of  any  importance  to  him  but  the  result  But  to  pio- 
ceed :  *  To  all  those  who  would  follow  in  the  progress  of  an  author's  mind,  through 
the  successive  steps  and  periods  in  his  career ;  who  are  curious  to  note  the  stages  by 
which  he  has  advanced  from  one  labors  another ;  there  may  be  found  in  this  brief 
letter  of  explanation  something  of  equal  interest  and  use.'  Now  if  some  of  those 
giants  m  literature  whose  fame  has  been  filling  the  earth  while  their  bodies  have  been 
quietly  crumbling  to  dust  in  the  grave,  could  return  to  this  life,  could  they  speak  in  a 
more  magnificent  manner  of  their  works  thanMr.  Simms  does  in  respect  to  a  romance 
which  nobody  will  care  a  fig  about  a  month  hence  7  But  we  can  pledge  our  word  to 
*  all  those  who  would  follow  in  the  progress  of  his  mind,'  that  Mr.  Simms'  explana- 
tions will  be  found  really  of  just  ahoui  *  equal  interest  and  use.'  He  goes  on  to  inform 
'all  those,'  etc.,  that  the  conquest  of  Spain  by  the  Moors  seized  upon  and  influenced 
his  imagination  at  a  very  early  period.  But  whether  it  was  at  an  early  period  of  his 
own  or  the  world's  history,  he  does  not  particularly  state.  At  the  immature  age  of 
seventeen,  he  informs  us,  he  <  planned  the  rude  draught  of  a  tragedy  upon  the  sub- 
ject When  reading  law  at  nineteen,  this  performance  was  elaborated  to  comple- 
tion ;  (Mr.  Simms  would  not  say  that  he  finished  his  tragedy  two  yean  after  he 
began  it,  for  the  world ;  oh,  no ;  a  tragedy  must  be  *  elaborated  to  completion  !')  and 
its  scenes  and  subjects  shared  my  thoughts  m  a  disproportionately  large  degree  with 
CHmnr  and  Blackstone.  (Not  a  doubt  of  it ;  but  we  do  n't  exactly  know  what  he 
means.)  That  in  an  eariy,  and  perhaps  an  evil  hour,  I  left  the  latter  for  more  con- 
genial authorities  in  art,  need  not  be  wondered  at,  after  this  statement,  as  the  simple 
fact  need  not  now  be  more  particularly  insisted  upon.  (Not  the  least  need  of  either ; 
but  we  must  insist  that^we  never  before  knew  that  Blackstone  was  any  authority 
in  art,  save  in  the  rascally  art  of  <  making  the  worse  appear  the  better  reason.*  But 
Mr.  Simms*  manner  of  expression  is  somewhat  like  the  cockney's  *  man-traps  and 
other  sweetmeats  !*)  Mr.  Simms  says  that  his  tragedy  was  offered  to  the  manager  of 
a  theatre,  (he  does  not  say  particularly  where,  but  we  may  suppose  somewhere  in 
South  Carolina,)  accepted,  put  in  rehearsal,  and  would  have  been  performed,  but 
for  an  accident  which  any  of  his  friends  could  have  forseen  would  be  likely  to  pre- 
vent such  a  consummation.  Something  or  other  went  wrong  behind  the  scenes, 
which  was  *  quite  too  ofiensive  to  his  self-esteem  to  be  endured  patiently.'    '  My 
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tragedy  was  withdrawn  and  quietly  consigned  to  the  dotet ;'  namely,  at  the  age 
of  nineteen,  when  reading  law !  Conceive  Sophocles  or  Shakbpeare  suffering  an 
indignity  at  the  hands  of  Mr.  Simpson,  and  yon  will  have  a  faint  image  of  Mr.  Sumi^ 
feelings.  *  With  a  passionate  fondness  for  the  drama ;  with  a  pressing  conTictioo, 
not  yet  surrendered,  that  as  a  literary  man,  in  this  department  of  fiction  lay  my 
forte  ;  I  was  yet  thoroughly  satisfied  that  the  day  had  gone  by,  or  had  not  yet  come, 
when  it  would  be  becoming  in  the  man  of  pride  and  character,  (<  pride  and  charac- 
ter,' observe,)  of  sensibility  at  least,  to  present  himself  at  the  door  of  a  manager, 
soliciting  to  be  heard  through  this  medium.' 

Mr.  SiMMS  says  some  sensible  things  about  the  suicidal  policy  of  the  actor  in  put- 
ting himself  before  the  author,  and  is  willing  to  wait  until  he  can  have  his  tragedies 
performed  without  submitting  to  a  sacrifice  of  his  self-respect  We  only  hope  that 
his  patience  may  not  give  out.  *  But,'  he  goes  on  to  say,  *  I  was  not  to  wait  idly. 
There  were  other  fields  of  exercise,  and  I  availed  myself  of  them  to  make  my  ac- 
quaintance with  the  public ;  in  what  manner  and  with  what  degree  of  success  is 
known  to  no  one  better  than  yourself.  My  books  were  favorably  entertained,  (we 
always  thought  it  the  province  of  books  to  entertain,  not  to  be  '  entertained,'  bat 
Mr.  SiMMs'lxMks  may  perhaps  be  considered  as  constituting  an  exception  to  this  idea,) 
and  after  having  repeatedly  illustrated  the  history  and  peculiarities  of  my  own  people, 
in  works  of  fiction,  I  began  to  turn  mypyes  to  those  of  other  lands,  with  the  view  to 
obtaining  novelty  in  my  materials.'  All  of  which,  and  a  good  deal  more  of  the  same 
kind,  is  only  a  prelude  to  the  fact,  that  for  the  sake  of  novelty  in  his  materials,  he 
drew  his  tragedy  from  the  closet  and  worked  up  its  subject,  the  most  hacknied  in  ro- 
mance, into  two  historical  romances,  namely,  *  Pelayo'  and  *  Count  Julian.'  This 
was  done  so  long  ago  as  in  the  year  1836 ;  a  very  memorable  period  in  the  history  of 
every  body  alive  at  that  time.  <  Pelayo'  was  published,  and  a  part  of  '  Count  Julian' 
sent  to  the  publishers,  but  got  mislaid.  It  was  looked  up  however,  and  after  long 
and  vexatious  delays,  published,  and  now  '  stands  before  the  world.'  Well  did  the 
good  Dr.  Channinq  remark,  that  a  natural,  spontaneous  style  was  an  evidence  of 
true  genius ;  while  that  swelling,  pompous,  ostentatious  language  which  brings  firom 
an  attempt  to  sustain  a  position  above  one's  powers,  was  a  substantial  proof  of  the 
lack  of  the  '  GoD-given  gift.' 

If  any  of  our  readers  think  we  entertain  hostile  feelings  toward  Mr.  Sncvs,  or  that 
we  are  disposed  to  underrate  his  merits  because  he  is  an  American,  and  takes  Ame- 
rican subjects  for  his  fictions,  they  do  us  a  grievous  wrong.  His  Americanisms  alone 
have  entitled  him  to  our  notice  at  all ;  and  we  commend  him,  and  indeed  feel  a  de- 
gree of  respect  for  him,  that  he  has  had  the  good  sense  to  attempt  the  delineation 
of  scenes  and  characters  with  which  he  is  familiar,  and  which  have  therefore  a  cer- 
tain vraisemblanee,  in  ^ite  of  the  envelopes  of  dry  bombastic  description  which  he 
winds  about  them,  until  they  have  hardly  more  life  than  an  Egyptian  mummy.  The 
tales  contained  in  *  The  Wigwam  and  the  Cabin,'  an  appropriate  title  for  such  a  col- 
lection, are  the  best  things  which  Mr.  Sxmms  has  written,  and  give  a  favorable  im- 
presnon  of  his  abilities.  He  continually  mars  his  performances  by  the  most  melan- 
choly attempts  at  waggery  and  by-play.  But  whoever  looks  for  humor  in  Bfr.  Sikmb 
might  as  well  look  for  a  smile  in  the  jaws  of  an  alligator ;  he  is  as  incapable  of  hu- 
mor as  he  is  of  perceiving  that  quality  in  others.  Here  is  a  specimen  of  his  awful 
waggery,  a  something  which  we  often  see  alluded  to  as  <  dry  humor.'  He  k  de- 
scribing a  solitaiy  rider,  who  <  might  have  been  seen,'  etc. : 
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*To  those  accustomed  only  to  the  modes  of  travel  in  a  more  settled  and  civilized  eoontry — wilb 
baff  andbaf^ajfe— the  traveller  might  have  appeared,  but  for  a  pair  of  moderately-sized  twisted 
barrels,  which  we  see  pocketed  in  the  saddle,  rather  as  a  fentleman  of  leisure  taking  hu  morning 
ride,  than  one  already  far  from  home,  and  increasing  at  every  step  the  distance  between  it  and  him- 
ftelC  Frma  omr  privilege  tee  mofte  hold  to  memtion,  tAat,  otrietlf  proportioned  to  their  Mpoctttes, 
tJbs  latt  named  mpjmrtenaneee  carried  eatk  a  charge  which  m^ht  have  rendered  awkward  any  inter- 
mptimt  f  and  it  may  not  be  eofivg  too  mach  if  we  add^  that  it  ie'not  in^ohabte,  to  thieportion  of  hit 
a^ripage  oar  travelUr  woe  indebted  for  that  oecurity  which  had  heretofore  obviated  aUneeeeoitffor 
their  tue.  Thef  were  eeeentiaU  which  might  or  might  Mt,  in  that  wUd  region,  have  beenput  in  reqwi- 
aition ;  and  the  pmdence  of  all  experience,  w  thai  fuarUr,  i§  eeldoiff  found  to  tugleet  ouch  coupon" 


These  sly  touches  of  very  *  quiet'  humor  abound  in  Mr.  Siuus*  stories ;  and  one  of 
his  talesy '  Calayo,  or  the  Loires  of  the  Driver/  which  we  recognize  as  having  once 
been  submitted  for  insertion  in  the  Knickekbockjcr,  we  expected  to  find '  as  full  as  an 
egg*  of  wicked  jests,  from  the  fact  of  his  apologizing  for  *  a  certain  Flemish  freedom 
of  touch,*  which  he  feared  might  subject  him  to  censure  from  very  fastidious  persons. 
But  to  our  unsophisticated  mind  it  appeared  as  free  from  any  thing  like  a  *  freedom 
of  touch*  as  a  lawyer's  declaration ;  and  we  have  been  puzzled  to  surmise  what  Mr. 
SiMMs  can  possibly  mean  by  that  expression,  flemish  art,  if  we  mistake  not,  is 
characterized  by  the  most  elaborate  finish  and  exact  detail ;  and  Flemish  wit  is  pro- 
verbial for  its  breadth  and  coarseness.  We  have  heard  of  the  '  kick  of  a  flanders 
mare ;'  perhaps  this  may  be  the  kind  of  <  free  touch'  which  Mr.  Simms  had  in  his 
thoughts.  We  intended  to  make*  a  brief  allusion  only  at  this  time  to  Mr.  SiMin^ 
writings,  reserving  to  ourselves  the  pleasure  of  a  more  comprehensive  examination  of 
his  *  efforts  at  pretension,'  to  borrow  one  of  his  own  expressions,  on  the  a{^arance 
of  his  *  Views  and  Reviews  of  American  Literature,'  which  we  see  announced  as 
forthcoming  in  the  '  Library  of  American  Books.' 


NoTKS  OF  ▲  JouaNST  FBOM  CoaNHiLX.  TO  OmANn  CAxmo,  bv  way  of  Lisbon,  Athena,  Constanti- 
nople and  Jerusalem.    By  M.  A.  Titscabsh.   New-York:  Wxx^r  and  Putnam. 

RKia>Ea,  if  you  have  been  trying  to  peruse  any  work,  native  or  foreign,  in  which 
you  find  the  writer's  ideas  sparsely  diffused  through  multitudinous  words,  lay  down 
the  book,  we  beseech  you,  and  take  up  this  sparkling,  matter-full  v<^ume  of  Thack- 
skat's.  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  compass  of  the  book  —  not  one.  Yon 
have  before  you  a  painter  with  the  pen.  What  he  sees,  you  see  ;  he  thinks  (how 
many  wordy  writers  only  think  they  think !)  and  you  think  loiM  him.  Nature,  varied, 
multiform  nature,  lives  and  breathes  under  the  plastic  influences  of  bis  facile  hand. 
Yon  never  once  doubt  that  there  is  any  exaggeration,  nor  can  you  assure  yourself  that 
any  additional  touches  of  the  brush  could  heighten  the  force  of  his  picturea  Such  is 
our  impresrion  of  the  qualities  of  Mr.  Michki.  Anoelo  Titmarsb's  book,  which  lies 
before  as,  ahnost  every  page  of  it  dog's-eared,  with  pencil-marks  striping  the  fair  mar- 
gin. A  few  of  the  passages  indicated  are  all  for  which  we  can  find  place.  Observe 
the  pleasant  manner  of  this  good-bye  to  the  craft  of  his  first  voyage  of  a  week,  which 
brings  him  to  Gibraltar : 

'  In  the  week  we  were  on  board  ^  it  seemed  u  year,  by  the  way  r-  we  come  to  regard  the  ship  qnito 
as  a  home.  We  felt  for  the  captain — the  most  good-humored,  active,  careful,  ready  of  captains  —  a 
filial,  a  fraternal  regard ;  for  the  providore,  who  provided  for  us  with  admirable  comfort  and  gene- 
reeity,  a  genial  gratitude;  and  for  the  brisk  steward*s  lads  —  brisk  in  serving  the  banquet,  sympa- 
thizing in  handing  the  basin  ~ every  possible  sentiment  of  regard  and  good  will.  What  winds  blew, 
and  hew  many  knots  we  ran,  are  all  noted  down,  no  doubt,  in  the  ship's  log;  and  as  for  what  ships  we 
nw — every  one  of  them  with  their  gunnage,  tonnage,  their  nation,  their  direction  whither  they  were 
bound,  were  not  these  all  noted  down  with  surprising  ingenuity  and  precision  by  the  lieutenant,  at  a 
family  desk  at  whieh  he  sate  every  night  before  a  great  paper,elegantly  and  mysteriously  ruled  oirwith 
his  Isffe  mlerT   I  have  a  regard  for  every  man  on  board  that  ship,  from  the  captain  down  to  the 
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crew  —  down  eveo  to  the  cook,  with  tattooed  mitna,  iwemtiii^  among  the  nucepaiu  in  the  galleT,  wb 
lued  (with  a  touching  affection)  to  tend  u«  loclia  of  his  hair  in  the  foup.    And  ao.  while  our  leelin 


who 

•lag 
and  rncoHectiona  are  warm,  let  iia  shake  hands  with  this  knot  of  iQmmI  fellows,  comfiirtably  floating 
about  in  their  little  box  of  wood  and  iron,  across  Channel,  Biscay  Bay,  and  the  Atlantic,  fron  Boaih- 
ampton  water  to  Oibraltar  Straits. ' 

How  touching  and  beautif ol  an  these  reflections  upon  the  death  of  a  fellow-Toy- 
ageur  at  the  Lazaretto  of  Malta : 

*Tm  Oivju  of  life  and  death  had  removed  two  of  our  company :  one  was  lefk  behind  to  die  in 
Egypt,  with  a  mother  to  bewail  his  loss ;  another  we  buried  in  the  dismal  lazaretto  cemetery.  Oneis 
bound  to  look  at  this,  too,  as  a  ^art  of  our  journey.  Disease  and  death>are  knocking  perhaps  at  yoar 
neztcabin-door.  Your  kind  and  cheery  companion  has  riddeu  his  last  ride  and  emptied  his  last  glasa 
beside  you.  And  while  fond  hearts  are  yearning  fur  him  far  away,  and  his  own  mind,  if  coiwciotts,is 
turning  eagerly  toward  the  spot  of  the  world  whither  affection  or  interest  call  it  —the  Great  Fathkb 
•nmmons  Uie  anxious  spirit  from  earth  to  himself,  and  ordains  that  the  nearest  and  dearest  shall  meeC 
here  no  more. 

'  Such  an  occurrence  as  a  death  in  a  lazaretto,  mere  selfishness  renders  striking.  We  wer«  walk* 
inir  vi^  !>*">  but  two  days  ago  on  deck.  One  has  a  sketch  of  him,  another  his  card,  with  the  address 
written  yesterday,  and  given  with  an  invitation  to  come  and  see  him  at  home  in  the  country,  when 
hb  children  are  looking  for  him.  He  is  dead  in  a  day,  and  burieit  in  the  waits  of  the  prison.  A  doe- 
tor  felt  bis  pulse  by  deputy  —  a  clergyman  comes  from  the  town  to  read  the  last  service  over  him  — 
and  the  friends,  who  attend  his  funeral,  are  marshalled  by  lazaretto-guardians,  so  as  not  to  touch 
each  other.  Every  man  goes  back  to  bis  room  and  applies  the  lesson  to  himself.  One  would  not  se 
depart  without  seeing  again  the  dear  faces.  We  reckon  up  those  we  love ;  they  are  but  very  few, 
but  I  think  one  loves  them  belter  than  ever  now.  Should  it  be  your  turn  next  f  —  and  why  not  f  Is 
it  pity  or  e<Nnfort  to  think  of  that  affection  which  watches  and  survives  youY 

'The  Maker  has  linked  together  the  whole  race  of  man  with  this  chain  of  love.  I  like  to  think 
that  Uiere  is  no  man  but  has  had  kindly  feelings  for  some  other,  and  he  fof  his  neighbor,  until  we  bind 
together  the  whole  familv  of  Adam.  Nor  does  it  end  here.  It  Joins  heaven  and  earth  together. 
For  my  fHend  or  my  child  of  past  davs  is  still  my  A-iend  or  my  child  to  me  here,  or  in  the  home  pre- 
pared for  us  by  the  Fathbb  of  all.  If  identity  survives  the  grave,  as  our  faith  tells  us,  is  It  not  a  con- 
solation to  think  that  there  may  be  one  or  two  souls  among  the  purifled  and  just,  whose  affgctioQ 
watches  us  invisible,  and  fbllows  the  poor  sinner  on  earth  r 

Mr.  TmCAMH  was  not  at  aU  overpowered  with  the  aasociations  of  the  Grecian 
Athens.  He  wonden  whether  Alcibiades  was  bitten  by  bugs,  as  he  was,  and  he 
longed  for  the  hammock  or  basket,  as  described  in  the  *  Clouds,'  which  he  thinks 
must  have  kept  the  vermin  at  bay.    Mark  the  '  composition'  of  the  picture  which 

*  A  French  man-of-war,  lying  in  the  silvery  little  harbor,  sternly  eyeing  out  of  its  stem  port-hdcs 
a  saucy  little  English  corvette  beside,  began  playing  sounding  niarchosas  acrowd  of  boats  came  pad- 
dling up  to  the  steamer's  side  to  convey  us  travellers  to  shore.    There  were  Russian  schooners  and 


Greek  brigs  lying  in  this  little  bay ;  dumpy  little  windmills  whirling  round  on  the  snnbvrBt  heights 
round  about  it ;  an  improvised  town  of  ouays  and  marine  taverns  has  sprung  up  on  the  shore  |  a  host 
<rfr  jingling  barouches,  more  miserable  than  any  to  be  seen  even  in  Germany,  were  c<4lected  et  the 
landing-place ;  and  the  Greek  drivers  (how  queer  they  looked  in  scull-caps,  shabby  jackets  with 
profVise  embroidery  of  worsted,  and  endless  petticoats  of  dirty  calico  I)  began,  in  a  generous  aider 
for  securing  passengers,  to  abuse  each  other's  horses  and  carriages  in  the  regular  I^wdoo  fsahimi. 
Satire  could  certaiiJ^  hardly  caricature  the  vehicle  in  which  we  were  made  to  journey  to  Athens; 
and  it  was  only  by  thinking  that,  bad  as  they  were,  these  coaches  were  much  aiore  eoa&rtabie  can* 
trivaiices  than  any  Alcibiades  orCymon  ever  had,  that.we  consoled  ourselfes  along  the  road.  It  wm 
flat  for  six  miles  along  the  plain  to  the  city  ;  and  you  see  for  the  greater  part  of  the  way  the  purple 
nonni  on  which  the  Acropolis  rises,  and  the  gleamang  houses  of  the  town  qtrend  beneath.  JLoiud 
this  wide,  yellow,  barren  plain — a  stunt  district  of  olive-trees  is  almost  the  only  vegetation  visible  — 
there  rises,  as  it  wera,  a  sort  of  chorus  of  the  most  benuUfnl  mountains  {  the  most  elegant,  gnicioui^ 
and  noble  the  eye  e? er  looked  on.' 

You  have  read  many  descriptions  of  oriental  scenes  like  the  following,  but  do  yon 
remember  any  thing  half  so  vivid  and  dear?  Mr.  TmuBSB  is  gtvmg  us  hii  <  Fnt 
Glimpses  of  the  East'  at  Smyrna,  and  is  now  (with  yon)  in  the  Bazaar : 

'  TaxBB  sat  the  merchants  in  their  little  shops,  oniet  and  solemn,  but  with  friendly  looks.  There 
was  no  smoking,  it  was  the  Ramadan ;  no  eating,  the  fish  and  meats  fizzing  in  the  enormous  pots  of 
the  cook-shops  are  only  for  the  Christians.  The  children  abounded}  the  ^w  is  not  so  stringent  upea 
them,  and  manv  wandering  merchanu  were  there  selling  figs  (in  the  name  of  the  prophetdoubtless) 
fbr  their  benefit,  and  elbowing  onward  with  baskets  of  grapes  and  cucumbers.  Countrymen  paaMd 
bristlina  over  with  arms,  each  with  a  huge  bellyful  of  pistohi  and  daggers  in  his  girdle ;  fierce,  but 
not  the  least  dangerous.  Wild  swarthy  Arabs,  who  hao  come  in  with  the  caravans,  walked  aolemnliy 
about,  very  different  in  look  and  demeanor  from  the  sleek  inhabitants  of  the  town.  Greeks  and  Jews 
squatted  and  smoked,  their  shops  tended  by  sallow-faced  bovs,  with  larce  eyes,  who  smiled  and  wel- 
comad  yon  in;  nefroet  bustled  about  in  gaudy  eolora;  aad  women,  with  black  nnsa  htfi  asd  thai- 
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flinf  yellow  alipparaTchatted  tad  barmined  al  the  doon  of  the  little  sbopi.  There  wm  the  rop« 
quarter  and  the  tweetmeat  quarter,  and  the  pipe-baxaar  and  the  •rm-basaar,  and  the  little  turned  up 
Mioe-quartar,  and  the  shopt  where  ready-macle  jackets  and  peliMes  were  swini^inf ,  and  the  rerion 
where,  eader  the  ragged  avmnf  ■•  reginenu  of  lailora  were  at  work.  The  eun  peepe  through  theeo 
awninga  of  mat  or  canvan,  which  are  nungover  the  narrow  laoet  o(  the  basaar,  and  nrnanenta  them 
with  a  tbooaand  Areaki  of  light  and  shadow.  Cogia  Hassan  Alhabbal's  shop  is  in  a  blane  of  light ; 
while  his  neighbor,  the  barber  and  coffee-house  keeper,  has  his  premises,  his  low  seau  and  narghiles, 
Us  queer  pots  and  basins,  in  the  shade.  The  cobblers  are  always  good*natured ;  there  was  one  who, 
1  am  sure,  has  been  revealed  to  me  in  my  dreams,  in  a  dirty  old  green  turban,  with  a  pieasantVrinkled 
fiMe  like  an  apple,  twinkling  his  little  aray  eyes  as  he  held  them  up  to  talk  to  the  gossips,  and 
smiling  under  a  deKghtflil  old  gray  beard,  which  did  the  heart  good  to  see.  You  dirine  the  conrer- 
aation  betweeo  him  and  the  cucumber-man,  as  the  Sultan  used  to  understand  the  language  of  the 
birds.  Are  any  of  those  cucumbers  stuflfbd  with  pearls,  and  is  that  Armenian  with  the  black  squars 
turban  Harua  Alraaehid  in  disguise,  standing  yonder  by  the  fountain  wbare  the  children  are  drink- 
ing— the  gleaming  marble  fountain,  chequered  all  over  with  light  and  shadow,  and  engraved  with 
delicate  Arabesques  and  senteacea  ft-om  the  Koran  f 

'  But  the  greatest  sensation  of  all  is  when  the  camels  come.  Whole  strings  of  real  camels,  better 
•▼en  than  in  the  procession  of  Blue  Beard,  with  soft  rolling  eyes  and  bended  necks,  swaying  from 
OQO  side  of  the  baaaar  to  the  other  to  and  fro,  and  treading  gin|ferly  with  their  great  feet.  O,  you 
&iry  dreams  of  boyhood  I  O,  you  sweet  meditations  of  half-holidays,  here  you  are  realised  for  half 
aa  hour!  The  genius  which  presides  over  youth  led  us  to  do  a  good  action  that  day.  There  was  a 
man  sitting  in  an  open  room,  oroamenied  with  fine  long-tailed  sentences  of  the  Koran ;  some  in  red, 
•ome  in  blue ;  some  written  diagonally  over  the  paper ;  some  so  shaped  as  to  represent  ships,  dragons 
or  mysterious  animals.  The  man  M|uatted  on  a  carpet  in  the  middle  of  this  room,  with  folded  arms^ 
waggling  his  head  to  and  fro,  swaying  about,  and  singing  through  his  nose  choice  phrases  from  the 
aacred  work*' 

How  plainly  one  sees  the  towering  camels  in  the  nanow  streets  of  Jaffa,  with  their 
splay  feet, '  and  leering  eyes  looking  into  the  second-floor  rooms !'  At  Jemsalem, 
rising  in  the  morning,  his  first  in  that  sacred  city,  our  author  condenses  these  memo- 
rable scenes,  commanded  from  his  terrace,  in  a  single  paragraph : 

'  Ws  ascended  from  a  lower  floor  up  to  a  terrace,  on  which  were  several  little  domed  chambers, 
or  pavilions.  From  this  terrace,  whence  we  looked  in  the  morning,  a  great  part  of  the  city  spread 
before  us :  —white  domes  upon  domes,  and  terraces  of  the  same  character  as  our  ovn.  Here  and 
there,  lironi  among  iheie  whitewashed  mounds  round  about,  minaret  rose,  or  a  rare  date  tree }  but 
the  chief  part  of  the  vegetation  near  was  that  odious  tree  the  prickly  pear— one  huge  green  wart 
growing  out  of  another,  armed  with  spikes  as  inhospitable  as  the  aloe,  without  shelter  or  beauty.  To 
the  right  the  Mosque  of  Omar  rose ;  the  rising  sun  behind  it.  Yonder  steep  tortuous  lane  before  us, 
flanked  by  ruined  walls  on  either  side,  has  borne,  time  out  of  mind,  the  title  of  Via  Dolorosa ;  and 
tradition  has  fixed  the  spots  where  the  Saviour  rested,  bearing  his  crosato  Calvary.  But  of  the 
mountain,  rising  Immediately  in  front  of  us,  a  few  gray  olive  trees  speckling  the  yellow  side  here  and 
there,  there  can  be  no  question.  That  is  the  llonut  of  Olives.  Bethany  lies  beyond  it.  The  most 
sacred  eyes  that  ever  looked  on  this  world,  have  gazed  on  those  ridges  :  it  was  there  he  used  to  walk 
and  teach.  With  shame  and  humility  one  looks  toward  the  spot  where  that  inexpressible  Love  and 
Benevolence  lived  and  breathed;  where  the  great  yeamiuf  heart  of  the  Saviour  interceded  for  all 
our  race ;  and  whence  the  bigou  and  traitors  of  his  day  led  him  away  to  kill  him  I* 

A  single  passage,  descriptire  of  morning  on  the  Nile,  and  the  approach  to  the  Pyra- 
mids, must  close  oar  quotations: 

*  Hah.  !  O  venerable  fother  of  croeodHea !  We  were  all  lost  la  seatimeaU  of  the  prafoOBdast  awa 
aad  respect}  which  we  proved,  by  tumbling  down  into  the  cabin  of  the  Nile  steamer  that  was  wait- 
ing to  receive  us.  and  fighting  ana  chesting  for  sleeping  berths.  At  dawn  In  the  morning  we  were 
an  dock  I  the  character  had  not  altered  of  the  scenery  about  the  river.  Vast  flat  stretches  of  land 
were  on  either  side,  recovering  fti>m  the  subsidina  biundations :  near  the  mud  villages,  a  country 
ahip  or  two  was  roostins  under  the  date  treee ;  the  landscape  every  where  stretching  away  level  and 
lonely.  In  the  sky  in  the  east  was  a  long  streak  of  greenish  light,  which  widened  and  rose  until  it 
grew  to  be  of  an  opal  color,  then  orange ;  then,  behold,  the  round  red  disk  of  the  sun  rose  flaming  up 
above  the  boriaoa.  All  the  water  blushed  as  he  got  up ;  the  deck  was  aU  red }  the  steersmaa  gave 
his  helm  to  another,  and  prostrated  himself  on  the  deck,  and  bowed  his  head  eastward,  and  praised 
the  Maker  of  the  sun  :  It  shone  on  his  white  turban  as  he  was  kneelinif,  and  gUt  up  his  bronxed  faea, 
and  sent  his  blue  shadow  over  the  glowing  deck.  The  distances,  which  bad  bean  gnty,  were  now 
clothed  in  purple ;  and  the  broad  stream  was  illuminated.  As  the  sun  rose  higher,  the  morning  blush 
foded  away ;  the  iky  waa  doadlase  aad  pale,  aad  the  river  and  the  surreanding  landscape  were  das- 
slingly  clear. 

» Looking  a-head  ia  an  hour  or  two,  we  saw  the  Pyramids.  Pancjr  my  senaatioBa,  dear  M  — ; 
two  big  ones  iiad  a  little  one  I  There  they  Is^,  roey  and  solemn  in  the  disUnce  i—  those  old,  mi^ea- 
fical,  mystical,  familiar  edifices.' 

Looking  back  over  our  pencilled  passages,  we  find  we  have  skipped  teventeenf 
each  one  of  which  is  as  interesting  as  any  that  we  have  given.  Therefore,  reader, 
imy  TxTHAKsii'fl  •Notes of  a  Journey  from  ComhiU  to  Caiza' 
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CoBBSiPONOurcK  OP  Mk.  RiXPR  Isabo^  finom  the  year  1174  t«  1804.    VoIobm  obo.   N«w*Tork: 
Chablbs  8.  Fbancis  amo  Compawt. 

Mia.  Amnk  Izaed  Dbas,  in  prMenting  the  letten  of  herdistingupbed  fatlier  to  tbe 
pnbUc,  may  well  aMume  that  m  this  her  labor  of  love  ifae  ■  rendering  an  accepta- 
ble aervice  to  the  coantry  he  aerved  with  auch  fidelity..  We  hare  pemaed  the  vol- 
ume with  great  interest /(  and  truat  that  a  brief  account  of  the  author  of  theae  lei- 
ten,  and  of  the  hononble  atationa  which  he  held,  may  stimulate  our  readers  to 
poaaeas  the  volume  before  ua,  and  the  compiler  to  prepare  and  publiah  the  othen 
which  ahould  aucceed  it  Mr.  Izaed  was  bom  in  South  Carolina,  of  Engliah  ances- 
tors ;  but  at  an  eariy  age  waa  aent  to  England,  that  hia  education  might  be  completed 
at  Chriat  College,  Cambridge  ;  after  which,  he  returned  to  America,  and  took  poa- 
aeaaion  of  hia  eatate  in  South  Carolina.  He  aubaequently  married,  returned  to 
England,  and  reaided  for»aeveraI  yeara  in  London,  where  he  enjoyed  the  aoeiety  of 
the  fint  people  of  the  reahn.  Hia  high  and  independent  qnrit  waa  evinced  long  be- 
fore the  Revolutionary  war  took  place,  as  the  following  anecdote  will  attest :  BQs 
friends  in  England  were  desirous  that  he  should  be  presented  at  court,  but  he  always 
declined  the  honor ;  because,  as  a  subject,  it  would  have  been  necessary  for  him  to 
bow  the  knee,  which  he  said  he  never  would  do  to  mortal  man.  In  1774,  the  mea- 
sures pursued  by  government  gave  great  uneasiness  to  the  friends  of  liberty,  and 
particulariy  to  Americans,  and  his  mind  became  so  haraaaed,  that  in  order  to  relieve 
it,  he  determined  to  croas  the  channel  and  travel  on  the  continent  On  hia  return  the 
next  year  to  England,  he  in  conjunction  with  other  American  gentlemen  did  all  that 
waa  poaaible  to  avert  the  atorm  and  open  the  eyea  of  the  king  and  hia  miniaters ;  and 
when  he  found  that  their  efforta  were  all  in  vain,  and  that  government  continued  to 
heap  injuriea  on  America,  he  broke  up  hia  eatablishment  and  quitted  the  country. 
He  was  soon  after  appointed  by  Congress  Minister  to  the  Court  of  the  Grand  Duke 
of  Tuscany ;  but  the  independence  of  America  not  having  been  acknowledged,  he 
thought  it  inexpedient  to  proceed  immediately  to  Italy ;  and  some  changes  having 
taken  place  on  the  continent,  which  prevented  the  Grand  Duke  from  following  his 
own  inclination  on  that  subject,  he  determined  to  return  heme.  Mr.  Izaed  had  kept 
up  a  coirespondence  with  the  Abbe  Niccou,  who  was  the  Tuscan  Minister  at  Paris, 
and  was  enabled  to  give  useful  information  to  the  Congreas,  who  were  deairoas  that 
he  should  be  consulted  respecting  the  treaties  of  commerce  and  alliance  to  be  made 
with  France.  *  At  this  time,  and  on  this  occasion,'  says  Mis.  Dkas,  *  it  was  that  a 
difference  arose  between  Mr.  Izaed  and  Dr.  Feankun,  the  particulars  of  which  will 
appear,  if  ever  the  whole  of  the  correspondence  with  many  of  the  leading  men  ef 
the  time  is  published,  both  during  the  struggle  for  independence,  and  after  it  was 
achieved.  Facts  will  be  discovered  which  will  no  doubt  surprise  many:  the  editor 
can  only  regret  the  facts ;  they  can  neither  be  altered  nor  withheld.'  He  had  a  long 
correspondence  with  Mr.  Adamb  on  the  subject  of  the  fiaheriea,  and  dwelt  on  the 
neeeasity  there  waa  for  the  Americana  to  eatabliah  their  righta,  before  it  waa  too  Ute ; 
and  it  ia  rather  angular  that  he  appears  to  have  considered  this  a  matter  of  more 
importance  than  Mr.  Adams  did,  although  the  latter  was  from  New-EIngland.  When 
Commodore  Giixoir  was  aent  from  South  Carolina  to  Europe  to  purchaae  frigates,  and 
for  that  purpose  to  obtain  a  loan,  he  could  not  e^ct  the  object  on  the  security  of  the 
atate  government  alone.     Mr.  Izaed  came  forward  and  pledged  hia  whole  estrte,  and 
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the  buiiiMB  was  then  letUed.  His  mind  waa  conetantly  occajried  in  deyising  means 
for  the  relief  of  hia  comitry :  hia  lettera  form  a  connected,  and  certainly  a  very 
Vnthentie  history  of  the  impostant  and  intereating  eyenta  recorded  in  them,  from  the 
year  1774  to  that  of  1795,  the  period  at  which  he  finally  quitted  public  life.  He  ar- 
rived in  America  in  1780,  and  immediately  repaired  to  General  WA^mNoroN'a  head- 
quarters, where  he  happened  to  be  when  Abnold's  treachery  waa  discovered.  He 
influenced  the  commander-in-chief  to  send  General  Gkbkns  to  take  command  of  the 
Bouthem  army,  for  which  he  received  the  thanks  of  the  governor  of  South  Carolina. 
From  that  time,  aa  ia  well  known,  a  favorable  change  took  place  in  American  affiuis, 
which  led  to  the  sunrender  of  Cornwaujs,  and  the  termination  of  the  war.  Shortly 
after  he  was  chosen  one  of  the  Delegates  from  South  Carolina  to  Congresi«  where  he 
remained  until  the  peace.*'  Subsequently  he  honorably  filled  the  honorable  station  of 
senator  in  that  body  for  six  years ;  where  his  love  of  freedom,  his  liberal  mind,  strict 
integrity,  and  unflinch|ng  rectitude,  were  fully  evinced ;  and  though  he  dififerad  m 
opinion  with  many  of  his  contemporariea,  he  never  lost  the  respect  of  any.  He  was 
frequently  applied  to  for  his  influence  to  obtain  offices  under  government ;  and  Greneral 
WASBiMOToit  remarked  that  he  had  never  been  disappointed  in  the  character  of  those 
who  had  been  recommended  to  him  by  Mr.  Izakd.  In  1795  he  took  a  final  leave  of 
public  life,  and  two  yeaisaflerwanl  was  seized  with  a  malady  which  terminitfad  his 
nsefol  and  eventful  existence,  in  May,  1804,  in  the  sixty-second  year  of  his  age.  He 
was  an  accompliahed  gentleman  and  scholar,  a  true  patriot,  and  that '  noUest  woik 
of  God,'  an  honest  man.  The  coirespondence  of  so  eminent  an  American,  covering 
so  large  and  important  a  space,  in  a  stirring  era,  and  embracmg  the  letters  of  all  the 
'  giants  of  the  time,'  would  surely  form  an  attractive  and  valuable  series  of  volumes ; 
and  we  trust  that  it  will  soon  find  its  way,  entire,  to  the  public. 


Trx  Cousncs :  A  Talk  of  Easlt  Lifx.    By  the  Author  of 'Conquest  and  Self'Conqneat,'  *  Praiee 
ud  Principle/  ete.    New-Tork :  HABPxa  and  Bsotbsju. 

Oua  readers  are  aware  of  the  high  estimate  which  we  placed  upon  '  Conquest  and 
Self-Conquest,'  a  work  which  should  be  in  the  hands  of  every  family  in  America. 
The  same  attractive,  easy  style,  the  same  excellence  of  inculcation,  and  the  same 
natural  convergence  of  mcident,  and  development  of  moral,  which  characterize  that 
work,  mark  the  little  book  before  us.  The  writer  says,  modestly,  that  it  *  is  a  child's 
book,  and  nothing  more.'  We  think,  on  the  contrary,  that  it  is  a  father's,  a  mother's 
book,  as  well ;  and  that  the  gifted  writer,  in  presenting  a  simple  narrative  of  the  sim- 
ple events  of  childhood,  showing  the  beauty  and  excellence,  even  in  its  earliest  dawn 
upon  the  soul,  of  that  charity  which  <  envieth  not,  vaunteth  not  itself,  is  not  pufiTed  up, 
and  doth  not  behave  itself  unseemly,'  has  rendered  a  great  service  to  '  children  of  a 
larger  growth,'  for  whose  '  little  people'  it  was  more  especially  intended.  Btxon 
has  apostrophized,  in  one  of  his  poems,  a  drop  of  ink ;  and  dwelt,  m  a  wide  reach  of 
his  own  peculiar  imagination,  upon  the  effects  which  it  might  be  made  to  produce 
upon  the  worid.  It  would  be  pleasant  to  trace  in  the  minds  of  the  young,  the  noble 
inculcations  of  a  drop  of  ink,  frieghted  with  the  thoughts  of  the  author  of  the  un- 
assuming little  book  before  us.  The  volume  is  neatly  executed,  upon  a  large  dear 
type,  and  well  deserves  the  favor  to  which  we  cordially  commend  it 


EDITOR'S     TABLE. 


■A  nioaT  CHAma  on  AimiATiKiaim.' — The  ■dmiraUe  cone^xiiideiit  fifom 
whom  iome  twelre  yean  ago  our  readen  derived  the  aimming  paper  upon  ^Vegeim- 
hU  Physiology t  which  was  copied  by  the  joumah  of  the  day  from  the  Bay  of  Fimdy 
to  the  Rocky  Monntaino,  hai  eent  ta  the  fonowiog  <  Short  Chapter  on  Adcertioe' 
wtnUt  which  will  be  foand  to  poMOH  all  the  pleeaant  and  qmrUmg  characterietiei 
of  the  writei's  previoQi  eoay.  _  bp  k»iox»wioc«». 

As  a  tree  te  known  by  its  fruit,  so  ie  a  man  by  his  advertiMment  Let  craniolo- 
gists  amoBO  thenwelvee  by  manipolating  the  outer  bcuII  ;  give  me  a  peep  at  his  '  three 
times  inside*  derelopmeut,  and  I  will  distance  them  all,  with  Combe  at  their  head,  in 
arriving  at  his  trae  character.  He  will  betray  himself  in  his  advertisements,  as  m 
his  cups. 

Even  when  he  thinks  himself  best  concealed,  having  assomed  a  fictitious  signa- 
ture, he  is  but  playing  the  woodcock  part  of  hiding  his  head  to  no  purpose.  To 
illustrate :  I  am  not  the  owner  of  any '  two-story  house  in  a  pleasant  neigfabwhood  ;* 
but  if  thus  comfortably  poflsessed,  I  should  hardly  be  induced  to  pay  much  attentioa 
to  the  mquiry  after  just  such  a  tenement  by  *  a  young  gentleman  with  a  small  family,' 
who  desires  you  to  address  a  line  to  *  Rolla.'  I  have  met  with  a  notice  of  a  stray 
dog  who  was  represented  as  '  answering*  to  that  name,  but  doubt  whether,  under  the 
circumstances,  I  should  feel  inclined  to  emulate  that  quadruped's  sagacity.  Indeed, 
fh>m  the  extent  of  cleverness  displayed  in  the  adoption  of  such  a  nom  de  guerre,  I 
should  entertain  a  suspicion  as  to  the  advertiser's  being  endowed  with  sufficient  strength 
of  mind  to  know  when  quarter-day  came. 

fiut  it  is  the  body — the  spirit,  I  may  say — of  the  advertisement  which  should 
especially  guide  us.  I  can  barely  imagine  that  any  one,  unless  in  extremie,  would 
voluntarily  submit  his  head  to  the  operating  hands  of  a  dentist  who  assures  the  public 
in  a  *  card'  that '  he  will  spare  no  pains  in  extracting  the  teeth  of  those  who  will  favor 
him  with  a  *call.'  Favor  him  with  a  call !  Tes,  I  think  he  stands  fair,  if  his  aaro- 
rance  hold  good,  to  be  favored  with  some  extensively  loud  ones.  And  shall  I,  who  am 
neither  a  Fry  nor  a  Howard,  go  out  of  my  way  to  patronize  a  tailor,  becajuse  he  gives 
us  to  understand  that  he  is  famous  for  his  fits  7  And  is  a  sensible  person,  with  hk 
eyes  about  him,  to  be  deceived  by  the  specious  notice  of  a  dry  goods-man's  '  selling- 
off,'  when  for  the  last  six  months  his  shop  has  a^orded  counter-evidence  of  his  selHiig- 
on  7    There,  he  is  at  it  now ;  hear  him  recommending  that  piece  of  shilling  calico  to 
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the  anxiouf-Iooking  w<»nan :  *  Fast  colon,  Madam.*  Yes,  good  lady,  yoa  will  say  lo 
yoniaelf,  when  you  come  to  aee  the  rapidity  with  which  they  will  disai^ar  in  the  waeh- 
tubi  Obsenre  that  ticket  wafered  on  the  window-pane :  *  Colored  women's  gloves.' 
Do  n't  be  deceived  into  patronising  the  establishment  on  abolition  grroonds,  Mr.  Bimey, 
for  you  may  read  on  the  ticket  below,  <  Green  children's  bonnets.'  He  has  only  pot 
the  adjectives  in  the  wrong  place.  ^ 

Perhaps  the  most '  taking'  advertisements  are  those  in  the  controversial  form,  be- 
tween individuals  who  may  both  have  happened  to  hitch  upon  the  same  branch  of 
business  for  a  livelihood.  Two  dentists  had  a  brush  some  time  ago ;  1  forget  wjiich 
got  the  better ;  perhaps  it  was  wbftit  sportsmen  call '  drawn ;'  but  the  public  seemed 
to  think  it  strange  that  they  vdiose  business  chiefly  consisted  in  holding  other  people's 

jaws,  could  n't ;  indeed,  common  sense  and  JBsop's  fable  mi^t  have 

dictated  the  policy  of  their  both  pulling  one  way.  Then  again,  the  '  milk  question'  at 
one  time  monopolized  the  advertising  column*  of  the  *  Sun.'  The  savage  manner  in 
which  it  was  handled,  made  it  but  too  apparent  that  there  was  no  cow  called  *  Human 
kindness'  in  the  dairy  of  either  solicitor  for  public  sympathy ;  and  yet,  such  is  man, 
we  were  unconsciously  drawn  into  it ;  for  although  it  was  no  great  vaccine  matter  to 
US  whether  the  animals  are  fed  upon  carrots  or  hay,  yet  we  are  free  to  confess  a  pre* 
jndice  in  favor  of  taking  the  *  pale  result'  of  their  ruminations  in  the  natural  way, 
without  the  addition  of  the  Croton>  which,  to  use  the  mildest  language,  does  not  shine 
in  the  galaxy. 

But  the  great  caoutchouc  controverq^  now  raging,  bids  fair,  ffom  the  very  nature 
of  the  subject,  to  *  stretch  to  the  crack  of  doom.'  Infringement  of  patent  right  is  the 
cauM  belli,  and  as  this  is  a  game  at  which  two  can  play,  *  cribble'  seems  to  have 
naturally  suggested  itself,  from  the  analogy,  perhaps,  between  *  two  for  his  heels' 
and  the  article  of  over-shoM.  Ambitious  of  a  rubber t  however,  they  have  called 
in  judge  and  jury.  Pid  it  ever  occur  to  them  that  the  lawyeri  are  keeping  the 
game? 

We  can  arrive  at  no  positive  conclusion  from  the  signs  of  individuals  denoting 
their  different  trades,  mysteries  or  callings.  To  be  sure,  a  little  pardonable  vanity 
may  be  predicated  of  the  poulterer  who  calls  himself  a  '  Turkey  Merchant ;'  but  he 
is  doubtlessly  as  well  entitled  to  the  appellation  as  the  crockery-man  is  to  that  of 
<  China  Merchant'  A  worker  in  hard-wood  and  ivory  has  a  sign  at  the  coiner  of  the 
Sixth  Avenue,  whereon  is  neatly  enough  uiscribed, '  Turning  up  this  Alley'*^ which 
reads  more  like  the  fragment  of  a  broken  sentence  than  an  intimation  requesting  bil- 
liard-balls and  chesi-men ;  now,  as  <  it  is  a  long  lane  which  has  no  turning,'  and  this 
alley  haj^ns  to  be  a  short  one,  I  doubt  the  necessity  of  any  notification  whatever. 
Perhaps  this  very  idea  crossing  the  mind  of  the  painter  while  at  the  job,  accounts  for 
its  singular  want  of  finish.  But,  as  I  before  remarked,  it  is  dangerous  to  speculate 
too  closely  upon  this  qiecies  of  advertisementj  lor,  as  in  a  drought,  so  in  a  metropo- 
lisy  all  signs  fail. 

The  title  of  a  book  ie  an  advertisement,  and  one  which  requires  mop  considera- 
tion than  it  generally  receives.  An  author  has  become  so  familiar  with  the  common- 
place sound  of  his  own  name,  that  he  is  unconscious  of  the  efiect  it  may  produce 
when  conjoined  with  the  subject  on  which  he  has  been  writing.  Mark  that  shfoi- 
necked  man  who  came  into  Appteton's  just  oow,  for  the  purpose  no  doubt  of  makiiig 
something  of  <  a  bill.'    Why  has  he  colored  up,  and  why  does  he  move*  in  aomowhttt 
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of  m  circular  manner  to  be  rare,  toward  the  door?  Is  he  offended 7  No ;  the  fini 
book  he  eet  hie  eyea  upon  waa  <  Rush  on  the  Brain.'  Observe  that  weU-fed-lookin^ 
old  gentleman ;  what  a  screwing  up  of  conntenance,  and  sudden  twitching  u^  of 
right  foot:  *TreadweU  on  the  Gout'  meets  bis  glance.  <  Is  there  nothing  else, 
Madam,  you  would  like  to  look  at?'  *  Nothing!'  says  the  lady  with  the  smelling- 
bottle,  hysterically,  as  she  leaves  the  shop.  She  had  seen  quite  enough — the  title  of 
the  first  book  which  had  greeted  her,  was  '  Bell  on  the  Nerves,'  and  the  second  was 
'  Pitcher  on  the  Head.'  Now,  I  myself  am  not  more  squeamish  than  roost  persons, 
but  on  a  ceftain  occasion,  when  a  little  more  bilious  than  usual,  I  confess  to  a  very 
bilge-watery  sort  of  feeling  coming  over  me,  as  'Watts  on  the  Stomach'  stared  me 
full  in  the  face.  Let  authors,  who  themselves  of  all  othen  dread  to  be  iU-epoken  of 
behind  their  backs,  have  the  same  consideration  for  their  books. 

The  Obituary  and  the  Epitaph  form  another  species  of  advertisement  The  lat- 
ter, like  the  signs  before  mentioned,  are  rarely  to  be  depended  on ;  their  falsity  has 
paawd  into  a  proverb ;  and  *  Hie  jacet'  is  generally  with  correctnesB  spelled  in  trans- 
lation, '  Hear  lies.'  The  shorter  the  epitaph  the  better.  <  My  griefs  cry  louder  than 
advertisement,'  says  Shakspkari  ;  and  hence  I  was  always  favorably  struck  with 
the  one  on  the  tomb  of  an  actor,  once  well  enough  known — *  Exit  Burbage.' 

With  respect  to  the  Obituary,  I  remember  to  have  seen  one  in  by-gone  days, 
which,  alter  setting  forth  the  customary  *  Christian  fortitude  and  resignation,'  con- 
tained an  invitation  for  the  friends  and  relatives  of  the  deceased  to  follow  him,  on  the 
next  day,  to  *  that  bourne  whence  no  traveller  returns.'  The  style  of  the  above  be- 
trays the  pen  of  no  very  close  reasoner,  as  the  terms  of  the  invitation  would  be  apt 
to  produce  what  logicians  call  a  'non  sequitur.'  The  'useful  with  the  sweet*  was 
well  combined  in  the  obituary  of  a  FVench  shop-keeper  who  died  yean  ago  in  Paria 
Therein  the  public  were  made  acquainted  with  the  viitues  of  the  defunct,  and  in- 
formed in  a  '  BOta  bene'  that  <  his  inconsolable  widow  stiU  continued  his  basiness  at 
the  old  stand.' 
The  grave  got  no  victory,  worth  speaking  of,  over  that  woman. 
In  days  of  yore  something  might  be  gleaned  from  the  names  of  cities  relative  to 
their  several  founders,  locality,  or  other  peculiarities ;  but  that  sort  of  adveitisement 
does  not  obtain  to  any  great  extent  with  ns  of  the  New  World.  One  would  supposo 
that  an  msane  schoolmaster  had  stood  god-father  for  half  the  villages  in  the  state  of 
New- York ;  witness  Homer,  Virgil,  Ovid,  Troy,  Carthage,  etc,  etc.,  and  Rome,  too ! 
I  wonder  whether  the  inhabitants  have  the  face  (the  face  includes  the  nose,  I  believe,) 
to  call  themselves  Romans !  Now,  this  is  unfortunate ;  for  to  the  ear  of  a  KmcKBa- 
BOCKiR  it  sounds  not  unprettily — certainly  not  unpatriotically — to  hear  a  good 
matron  boast  of  her  being  *  an  old  New-Yorker ;'  whereas  it  would  go  against  the 
grain  of  any  lady  in  our  sister  city,  Troy,  to  proclaim  herself  <  an  old  Trojan.' 

To  ooDclnde :  In  former  days  the  names  of  individuals  were  advertisements  of 
the  quality,  shape,  or  occupation  of  their  respective  bearers.  As  the  BonccBurt  (now 
Bonkers)  were  so-called  no  doubt  from  their  generosity ;  probably  the  first  of  the 
name  kept  open  house.  LittU,  from  the  recipient  of  that  cognomen  being  perhaps 
of  a  9hort  wtock;  the  Chtrkt,  from  their  literary  propensities,  and  so  on.  But  the 
only  name  which  occuis  to  me  as  substantially  carrying  out,  even  to  the  present  day, 
the  idea  intended  to  be  conveyed  on  ito  fint  application,  is  that  given  in  the  Scrip- 
tipna  to  the  devil— ilftoiMoii ." 
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Thb  Drama:  Pakk  Thkatrb. — The  opera  of  *Ihtn  PatqualS,'  with  Mr. Sbouih 
u  the  'Don,*  Mn.  SiauiN  as  'Norinat'  Mr.  FaAzca  as  'Emeaio,*  and  Mr.  Mitbe  as 
'Doctor  Malateata,*  has  been  well  performed  at  the  Park  during  the  past  month. 
With  only  one  exception,  we  consider  Mr.  Sequin  the  best  bufib  that  ever  excited  the 
cacchinations  of  a  New-York  audience  ;  and  in  *  Don  Pasqual€'  he  fully  sustamed 
his  reputation.    Mrs.  Skguin  is  a  pleasant  singer,  and  at  times  faultless ;  but  she  is 
rather  unequal,  and  lacks  feeling,  or  the  expression  of  it,  which  renders  her  execution 
less  brilliant  than  it  would  otherwise  become.    Mr.  Frazkr  rather  improves  upon  ac- 
quaintance ;  and  we  like  his  singing  of  the  music  of  *  Ernesto*  better  than  that  of  any 
other  part  which  he  has  heretofore  undertaken.   His  serenade  in  the  second  act  was  a 
perfect  gem,  and  worthy  of  the  great  applause  which  it  elicited.  Mr.  Meykr  is  new  to 
the  Park  boards,  but  is  a  great  acquisition  to  the  opera  company.    His  voice  is  parti- 
cularly full,  round  and  clear,  and  his  management  of  the  music  extremely  agreeable. 
His  acting  partakes  of  the  common  faults  of  the  majority  of  opera-singen,  and  is  as 
hard,  awkward  and  ungraceful,  as  his  singing  is  easy,  free  and  natural.    We  do  not 
pretend  to  enter  into  a  scientific  criticism  of  the  opera  of  *  Don  Pasqnal^,'  not  being 
sufficiently  learned  in  musical  matters  to  do  so ;  and  having  moreover  no  ambition  to 
display  our  ignorance  more  particulariy  than  by  simply  stating  it    We  are  however 
competent  to  declare,  that  *  Don  PasquaU'  is  a  most  agreeable  opera,  apparently  well 
got  up,  and  very  fairly  sustamed  by  the  Skguin  troupe.  .    .    .   Mr.  Marblb  has  gone 
through  his  very  limited  number  of  Yankee  characters  with  some  applause.    His 
style  is  peculiar ;  differing  in  many  respects  from  the  quiet  school  of  Hill,  or  the 
more  broad  style  of  Hackbtt.    There  seems  a  kind  of  comic  energy  about  Mr. 
Marble  ;  a  sort  of  ferven^ western  humor,  of  the  Davt  Crockett  character,  which 
for  want  of  a  recognised  classification  may  be  placed  by  itself,  and  hereafter  known  and 
distinguished  as  the  *Wild  Cat  School  of  Comedy;*  for  which  school,  in  its  present 
primitive  state,  we  cannot  affect  any  degree  of  vehement  partiality.     If  a  fit  of 
comedy  should  suddenly  seize   upon  our  countryman,  Mr.  Forrest,  we  think  he 
would  be  as  much  like  Mr.  Marble  as  *  Dromio  of  Ephesns*  is  like  '  Dromio  of  Syra- 
cuse.* •    .    .   The  efforts  of  Mr.  Vandenhobf  to  revive  the  old  comedies  at  this  house 
meets  the  approbation,  and  should  receive  the  prompt  support,  of  all  who  have  preten- 
sions to  legitimate  taste.    It  is  not  enough  to  $ay  that  this  is  the  true  course  to  pursue 
in  order  to  sustain  the  drama  in  its  purity ;  but  it  behooves  all  who  really  desire  the 
regeneration  of  the  old  comic  drama  to  countenance  all  efforts  to  that  end  by  their 
presence  at  the  theatre.    With  the  support  of  such  actors  as  Vandenhoff,  Bass, 
Fisher,  Andrews  and  Barrett  for  the  principal  male  characters,  and  Mrs.  Vernon, 
Mrs.  Bland,  and  Mrs.  Abbott,  for  the  female,  almost  any  comedy  can  be  well  played, 
especially  if  the  essential  assistants  before  the  curtain  will  only  do  their  parts  by  mus- 
tering in  full  strength.    The  months  of  February  and  March  are  among  the  least  at- 
tractive of  the  theatrical  season,  judging  from  the  appearance  of  the  house  during 
this  period.    The  greatest  of  the  *  stars'  are  usuaUy  beaming  upon  the  southern  hem- 
isphere, and  the  lesser  lights  that  twinkle  in  our  sky  suffer  the  medium  of  a  some- 
what hazy  atmosphere.    An  unaccountable  indifference  to  things  theatrical  appeeus 
to  steal  over  our  susceptible  public  about  these  days ;  the  disposition  to  be  amused 
aeems  hardly  to  have  an  existence.    The  fashionables,  fatigued  with  the  long  routine 
of  their  insipid  reunions,  and  bUui  with  the  vapid  excitements  of  the  passing  season. 
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seem  to  require  a  periodical  repose,  to  recruit  their  energies  for  the  spring  and  summer 
campaignii  A  corresponding  degree  of  listless  immobility  mantles  in  a  sort  of  green 
stagnation  the  quiet  surface  of  the  managerial  cauldron.  '  Black  spirits  and  white, 
blue  spirits  and  grey,'  no  longer  *  mingle,  mingle  ;'  the  spirits  have  evaporated,  the  firs 
is  out,  and  the  contents  of  the  pot  hare  become  *  thick  and  slab,'  starchy  and  eokL 
The  immortal  Sam  Patch,  our  modem  Hotspur,  who  thought  it  was  '  an  easy  leap' 

*  To  pluck  brin^t  honor  Arom  the  pale-faeod  moon, 
Or  iUm  into  the  botton  of  tfan  deep. 
Where  ikthom-rtne  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honor  by  the  loeka  ;* 

our  honest  but  ambitious  financier,  the  regretted  Sam,  who  when  about  to  pay  his  last 
debt, '  did  draw  his  check  upon  the  bank  of  Genessee  ;'  in  that  moment,  with  a  spirit 
of  prophecy,  declared,  *  Some  things  can  be  done  as  well  as  others.'  Fhilosophie 
diver !  —  would  that  thou  had'st  been  the  manager  of  a  theatre  !  Shade  of  the  de- 
parted Sam  !  think'st  thou  that  bold  assertion  of  thine  could  have  been  supported  by  the 
result  of  thine  efforts  to  gain  tAy  support  from  a  theatre.  The  successful  management  of 
a  theatre,  Sam,  was  not  one  of  the  '  some  things'  which  came  within  thy  category !  In- 
stead of  jumping  <2oton,dear  shade  1  it  would  have  been  easier  for  thine  embodied ^irit  to 
have  have  jumped  up  the  Falls  of  the  Genessee,  than  for  thee  to  have  profitably  wielded 
the  managerial  baton!  How  like  a  great  diplomat,  a  sort  of  HighCommissioner  Lin,  stands 
the  manager,  between  his  great  world,  the  stage  behind  the  curtain,  and  which  may  be 
called  *  the  flowery  land,'  the  abode  of  the  celestials,  and  we,  the  public,  the  '  outside 
barbarians !'  We  desire  to  establish  a  commerce  with  parts  of  his  wonderful  country ; 
upon  the  payment  of  a  certain  tribute  our  wish  is  granted.  We  would  penetrate  to 
the  imperial  city,  and  behold  the  strange  magnificence  thereof;  we  would  feast  our 
eyes  upon  wonders  that  have  been  hinted  at  in  marvellous  books  of  extraordinary  tra- 
vellers ;  but  lo !  the  imperial  Lin  points  to  his  *  vermillion  edict,'  the  empty  treasury- 
box  of  the  Park-Theatre,  and  shaking  his  diplomatic  locks,  k  la  Lord  Burleigh,  sig- 
nifies *  You  can't  come  it !'  Taolioni,  Grisi,  Cerito,  Jenny  Lind,  Rachel,  and 
you,  ye  male  celestials,  Tamburini,  La  Blacue,  *  cum  muliis  aliis,*  when  shall 
we  behold  ye  7  When  will  the  great  commissioner  take  off  the  embargo  that  now 
holds  ye  pent  up  in  foreign  lands  7  Echo  answers, '  When  the  commissioner  will 
come  to  terms !'  Therefore,  O  most  vermillion  of  imperial  commissioners !  exalt  thy 
boton ;  screw  up  thy  courage ;  be  munificent,  oh  brother  of  the  moon !  and  command 
the  '  stars'  to  shine !'  .  .  .  Apropos,  in  this  place,  of  a  certain  dramatic  theme :  We 
doubt  if  much  benefit  would  be  derived  from  the  publication  of  the  remarks  of  *An 
Old  Lover  of  the  Drama'  upon  '  scenic  displays.'  It  cannot  be  denied  —  indeed  we 
have  it  on  the  best  recognized  authority  —  that  the  painter  often  contributes  to  the  suc- 
cess of  a  tragedy  more  than  the  poet  Scenes  afiTect  ordinary  minds  as  much  as 
speeches ;  and  a  well-dressed  play  has  sometimes  brought  as  pleased  audiences  as  a 
well-writlen  one.  The  Italians  have  a  very  good  phrase  to  express  this  art  of  attracting 
the  attention  and  admiration  of  the  spectators ;  they  term  it  Fourheria  delta  seeiui, 
or  '  the  trickish  part  of  the  drama.'  What  would  *  London  Assurance'  or  Richard 
the  Third'  redivivue  have  been  at  the  Park-Theatre,  without  this  'fourheria  delta 
ocena  T  We  think  it  capable  of  demonstration,  that  one  half  of  the  large  audiences 
who  attended  the  last-named  play  at  <  Old  Drury'  were  attracted  thither  by  the 
magnificent  appointments  which  characterized  its  production  upon  the  stage. 
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*  O !  FOR  Lamts  that  cam  nbycr  buhn  Dim  !' — The  fenrent  exclamation  of 
*  MxB.  Sxitb/  made  to  *  The  Gkntleman  in  Buick/  at  the  fint  party  of  that  now 
'  difltingniehed'  lady,  has  arrested  the  attention  of  a  town-correspondent,  who  has 
been  thereby  induced  to  send  us  some  interesting  and  valuable  information  concerning 
ancient  and  modem  lamps,  which  will  compose  a  pleasant  and  useful  page  or  two 
for  our  readers.  '  It  would  seem,'  says  the  writer,  <  from  an  examination  of  the  his- 
tory of  lamps,  that  in  the  perpetuation  of  the  highest  of  all  God*8  phymcal  blesangs, 
man  had  shown  a  strange  stupidity.  When  the  sun  went  down,  from  a  want  of 
proper  means  of  continuing  light  by  artificial  illumination,  he  retired  to  his  couch  to 
sleep  until  the  day  restored  to  him  the  means  of  activity.  As  population,  luxury  and 
wealth  increased,  however,  means  were  sought  by  which  to  prolong  the  day,  or  to  se- 
cure the  necessary  light  during  the  night  The  Egyptians,  Greeks  and  Romans  vied 
with  each  other  in  the  external  shape  of  their  lamps,  which  for  all  purposes  of  light 
were  but  a  step  in  advance  of  the  poor  Esquimaux,  with  his  Iceland-moss  dipped  in 
seal-oil,  burning  in  a  shell  found  on  the  sea-shore.  Specimens  of  these  lamps  of  the 
ancients  have  been  transmitted  to  us.  They  display  much  taste  and  elegance  of  ex- 
ternal design,  but  go  no  farther ;  for  it  is  a  singular  circumstance,  that  notwithstand- 
ing the  simplicity  of  the  lamp,  and  its  obvious  capabilities  of  improvement,  it  is  only 
within  the  last  sixty  yean  that  any  material  improvement  has  been  effected  in  its 
original  construction.  The  wick  of  the  lamp  furnishes  no  part  of  the  light  consumed 
by  the  combustion  of  its  own  substance ;  for  the  quantity  consumed  is  too  small  to 
miBiJlL  attention,  and  it  is  usually  coated  over  with  a  broad  deposit  of  carbonaceous 
matter,  which  cannot  bum  for  want  of  air,  from  which  it  is  kept  by  the  flame.  To 
render  the  wick  accessible  to  every  part  of  the  flame,  in  order  to  insure  the  most 
perfect  combustion,  is  one  of  the  eeaential  objects  of  modem  improvements  in  lamps, 
and  hence  the  texture,  materials  and  dimensioiis  of  wicks  are  matters  of  muoh  im- 
portance. If  on  the  one  hand  the  wick  be  too  large,  a  great  deal  of  vapor  from  the 
oil  remains  nnbumt  in  the  flame,  and  breaks  out  in  the  form  of  smoke,  producing  a 
disagreeable  odor ;  and  if,  on  the  other  hand,  the  wick  is  too  small,  the  nnconsnmed 
carbon  will  be  naturally  less,  and  the  flame  consequently  clearer  than  those  of  a 
larger  wick ;  yet  it  will  yield  but  very  little  light,  as  the  light  diminishes  with  the 
superficies  of  the  flame.  The  inconveniences  of  a  thick  wick  had  long  been  ob- 
served. Doctor  FsANXUN,  whose  surpassing  wisdom  was  all  brought  to  bear  upon 
the  wants  and  comforts  of  society,  firrt  noticed  the  fact  that  two  small  wicks  placed 
close  together  gave  more  light  than  one  equal  in  quantity  to  both ;  and  it  is  from  this 
single  point  of  discovery  that  all  improvements  have  spread.  The  smoke  and  smell 
arising  from  the  burning  of  oil  in  lamps,  and  the  unsightly  appearance  of  the  v^ole 
prooesi,  bad  long  banished  the  lamp  from  the  apartments  of  the  wealthy.  ,  About 
the  year  1780,  Mens.  AaoAND,  a  citixen  of  Geneva,  first  eommenoed  his  investiga- 
tions on  the  snl^t  It  oocorred  to  him  that  if  a  line  of  little  wioka  could  be  placed 
IB  a  dide,  and  a  corrent  of  air  admitted  through  the  interior  of  a  eirde,  whUe  the 
outside  air  was  8|>plied  to  the  exterior  surface,  the  power  of  a  large  wick  would  be 
obtained  with  the  brilliancy  of  a  small  one.  This  he  effected  in  the  Kanner  in  which 
we  BOW  see  il  in  the  lamp  in  common  use,  and  which  is  known  as  the  *  Argaad,'  the 
•Astral,'  and  '  SoUr*  lamp ;  all  of  which  ace  formed  on  the  same  prinoiple.  The 
lamp  did  boI  annrer  bis  expeotations.    Every  attempt  to  inevsase  the  wmt  of  the 
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wick  onl^  firodaced  a  volume  of  smoke.  The  defect  would  hmre  been  fatal,  had  not 
accident  rapplied  the  lemedy.  This  was  the  glass  chimney,  which,  hy  increasing  the 
current  of  air,  produced  a  more  perfect  combustion  of  oil.  This  accidental  discoToiy 
is  thus  related  by  the  younger  Aroand  :  *  My  brother  had  long  tried  to  bring  his 
lamps  to  bear.  A  broken-off  neck  of  a  flask  happened  to  be  lymg  upon  the  marUe 
shelf ;  I  chanced  to  reach  it  orer  to  the  table,  and  placed  it  over  the  flame  of  the 
lamp ;  immediately  it  rosp  with  brilliancy.  My  brother  started  to  his  feet  with  ec- 
stacy,  rushed  upon  me  in  a  transport  of  joy,  and  embraced  me  with  rapture.'  The 
invention  created  a  great  sensation  in  Paris,  and  the  lamp,  which  is  known  in  France 
as  QuxMatTBT's,  from  the  name  of  the  artist  by  whom  it  was  manufactured  for  Aa- 
OAND,  was  received  with  enthusiasm  by  the  opulent  families  of  the  day. 

<  Doctor  FaAMKLDC  has  founded  upon  this  one  of  his  most  happy  and  amusing 
papers,  which  he  sent  to  the  Journal  of  Paris,  entitled, '  An  Economical  Project* 
He  says :  '  I  was  the  other  evening  in  a  large  company,  where  the  new  lamp  of 
QniNQUET  was  introduced,  and  much  admired  its  splendor ;  but  a  general  inquiry 
was  made,  whether  the  oil  it  consumed  was  not  in  proportion  to  the  light  it  afforded ; 
in  which  case  there  would  be  no  saving  in  the  use  of  it  No  one  present  could  satisfy 
us  on  this  point,  which  all  agreed  ought  to  be  known,  it  being  a  very  desirable  thing 
to  lessen  if  possible  the  expense  of  lighting  our  apartments.  I  went  to  bed  as  usual 
three  or  four  hours  alter  midnight,  with  my  head  full  of  the  subject.'  He  goes  on  to 
say  that  he  was  accidentally  awakened  at  six  o'clock  the  next  morning,  and  imagined, 
from  the  light  shining  in  his  apartment,.that  a  number  of  those  lamps  had  been 
brought  into  his  room  ;  but  upon  rubbing  his  eyes,  he  found  it  came  in  at  a  window 
which  had  been  left  open  through  neglect  of  the  servant  He  then  announces  the 
astounding  discovery,  which  he  claims  as  his  own,  and  which  he  says  must  be  as  new 
to  most  of  his  readers  as  it  was  to  himself,  who  had  never  seen  any  signs  of  san- 
riiine  before  noon,  that  the  9un  aluoayt  gives  light  as  won  ao  he  rioet ! — and  pro- 
posed that  histead  of  rising  at  twelve  o'clock,  the  great  world  should  commence  their 
day  at  six  !  But  the  same  causes  which  have  made  this  plan  impracticable  in  Para 
exist  in  our  own  metropolis ;  and  the  value  of  lamps  to  supply  the  place  of  sunshine 
still  exists  in  all  its  extent  The  lamp  of  Aroand  was  found  to  bum  with  a  dimin- 
ished lustre  ;  and  saloons  like  those  of  the  '  Mrs.  SiirrH'  of  your  admirable  and  mys- 
terious PxTsa  ScHSHiL,  which  commenced  in  ^lendor,  were  found  in  sad  eclipse 
before  the  party  was  half  over.  To  remedy  this,  M.  Carcel  commenoed  his  investi- 
gations, which  have  been  continued  until  perfected  by  Dkcan,  who  spent  many  yeats 
in  experimenting  without  ilttaining  that  desideratum  which  was  sought  for,  and  which 
is  now  attained — namely,  perpetuity  of  light;  and  if  M.  Aroano  was  mdebted  to 
a  fortunate  accident  for  his  discovery,  Dican  owes  his  improvement  of  the  mechan- 
ical lamp  to  a  happy  dream.  He  related  to  a  friend,  from  whom  we  have  th6  anec- 
dote, that  he  expended  over  eighty  thousand  francs  in  experimenting  and  making 
improvements  of  the  invention  made  nearly  twenty-five  years  before  by  Carcki^  and 
which,  like  all  such  inventions,  was  found  too  complicated  for  general  use.  These 
consisted  in  the  adoption  of  a  steel  tube  to  supply  the  glass  piston  of  Carcbl  ;  re- 
ducing the  clock-work  to  three  wheels,  all  of  which  were  made  strong  and  substan- 
tial, and  in  simplifying  the  burner.  One  thing  remained  undiscovered  to  complete 
his  invention,  and  that  was,  some  method  of  communicating  motion  from  the  clock- 
work to  the  pomps  enclosed  in  the  reservoir  of  oO,  which  should  not  be  liaUe  to  leak- 
age.   Bnrthoned  with  thought  on  this  subject,  he  one  night  retirad  to  rest,  and 
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dreamed  of  a  pivot  by  which  this  motion  was  communicated !  Waking,  and  fearful 
lest  the  dream  ihoald  escape  him»  he  rang  hia  bell,  sent  for  his  workmen,  and  set  them 
at  once  to  work  to  try  the  experiment,  which  overcame  the  last  difficulty  known  to 
exist  to  the  perfection  of  the  French  Mechanical  Lamp.  It  may  seem  strange  that  so 
sbnple  a  contrivance  as  that  of  tlie  glass  chinmey,  and  of  the  mode  of  conmiunica- 
tion  with  the  piston  now  adopted,  in  the  mechanical  lamp,  should  not  at  once  have 
presented  itself;  and  doubtless  in  like  manner  it  seemed  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world  to  make  an  egg  stand  upon  end,  to  the  sage  *  Hidalgos*  of  Spain,  after  they  had 
seen  Columbus  flatten  the  egg  on  the  table  ;  or  to  the  courtien  of  Elizabeth  to  weigh 
the  smoke  of  the  tobacco  in  Sir  WALTsa  Raleigh's  pipe,  after  he  had  called  for  the 
scales  and  weighed  the  residuum  of  ashes ;  but  such  are  the  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
all  kindred  discoveries.  When  the  Parliament  of  England  offered  their  bounty  for  the 
discovery  of  a  safety-lamp,  Sir  Humphbt  Davy,  it  is  said,  went  through  a  long  series 
of  investigations  which  he  only  had  the  sagacity  to  set  on  foot,  and  which  led  to  the 
discovery  of  his  safety-lamp,  which  would  have  been  reached  at  once  had  he  placed 
a  wire-gauze  over  the  flame  of  a  candle.  The  mechanical  lamp,  which  is  the  result 
of  so  much  time  and  expenditure,  seems  to  have  attained  all  that  cost  and  machinery 
can  accomplish.  It  is  no  longer  a  question,  as  was  the  case  with  Aboamd's  in  the  time 
of  Fbanxlin,  that  this  lamp  affords  the  greatest  amount  of  light,  and  is  the  cheapest 
of  all  known  methods  of  illumination.  This  has  been  shown  by  the  experiments  of 
Dr.  Ube  and  Prof.  Websteb.  The  wick,  which  is  of.  cotton  and  silk,  is  exceedingly 
thin,  so  that  there  is  no  vapor  of  oil,  as  in  all  other  lamps,  which  is  productive  oi^  of 
gas  and  smoke  ;  and  consequently  there  is  neither  smoke  nor  smell  to  destroy  the 
purity  of  the  atmosphere  of  a  room,  or  to  soil  the  drapery  and  blacken  the  ceilings ; 
and  that  a  lamp  is  found  which  gives  the  light  of  twenty-five  sperm  candles,  while  it 
bums  at  a  cost  of  but  two,  should  of  itself  satisfactorily  answer  all  questions  on  the 
■core  of  its  economy  and  superior  utility.'  We  should  not  be  *  doing  justice  to  our 
convictions,'  after  long  experience  of  the  merits  of  the  '  Mechanical  Lamp'  of  Cab- 
CEL,  if  we  did  not  confirm  the  commendations  here  given. 


'  The  Ideal  Attained,'  by  Dr.  Horatio  Stone,  in  our  last  number,  had  reference 
to  a  young  artist  named  Nimms,  whose  brief  career  was  marked  by  much  success,  and 
greater  promise  of  future  excellence.  He  was  a  portrait-painter,  but  for  some  time 
previous  to  his  decease,  (which  occurred  about  two  yean  ago  in  the  West-Indies, 
where  he  had  gone  with  the  hope  of  regaining  his  health,)  he  had  been  contemplating 
a  subject  in  which  he  hoped  to  prove  his  capacity  to  produce  something  worthy  ot 
himself  in  the  historical  branch  of  his  art  The  subject  was  *El  Dorado*  The  con- 
ception was,  that  the  pilgrim,  after  a  long  and  firuitless  tsarch  for  the  fountain,  at  last 
begins  to  feel  the  approach  of  death,  and  sinks  to  the  ground  m  an  agony  of  penitential 
grief  for  the  errors  of  his  past  life.  At  the  moment  of  dissolution  he  is  supposed  to 
see  near  him,  but  not  within  his  reach,  the  long-sought  spring,  fed  by  streams  pouring 
from  an  eminence  whose  summit  is  lost  in  the  clouds.  As  he  arises  from  the  weeds 
of  mortality,  and  with  upward  gaze  and  a  look  of  infinite  longing,  strives  to  reach  the 
source  of  the  fountain,  the  Saviour  stands  bef<^  him  with  outstretched  arms  to  re- 
ceive his  spirit  This  is  the  moment  chosen  for  the  picture ;  but  the  artist  did  nft  live 
to  paint  it    A  beautiful  Christian  faith  is  said  to  have  marked  his  depaitue. 
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Goflnr  WITH  Readers  and  Corekspondbiits. — ^  clever  correspondent,  upon  whose 
bead  the  bump  of  illustration,  if  there  be  such  a  cranial  protuberance,  must  be  largelj 
propelled,  *  comes  down'  with  not  a  little  force  upon  the  aphoristic  fallacy  of  Apellbs, 
that '  a  shoe-maker  must  not  gno  beyond  his  last,'  and  endeavors  to  show  the  stupidity 
of  the  verdict,  *  Ne  tutor  ultra  erepidam.*  Our  correspondent  seems  to  think  that 
'  the  Man  and  the  Hour*  have  arrived,  to  effect  and  witness  the  demolition  of  this 
time-strengthened  heresy.  Hear  him :  '  If  there  is  any  general  principle  aetuating 
any  portion  of  the  human  race  to  be  gathered  from  the  streets ;  if  there  is  any  wide- 
spnad  philosophy  of  the  pavement,  or  any,  the  slightest  fragment  of  instruction  to 
be  learned  in  the  jostling  crowd,  I  am  the  man  to  know  it ;  and  therefore  I  do  assert, 
with  as  little  fear  of  contradiction  as  a  country  mmister  who  expounds  the  law  to  his 
congregation  of  gaping  bumpkms,  that  the  vile  proverb  of  Apelles  has  spoiled  more 
bon-vivants,  soured  more  good  tempers,  mouldied  more  racy,  sparkling  diipoations, 
and  stopped  the  growth  of  more  humorists,  than  all  the  hypocritical  and  unsocial 
dogmas  from  the  time  of  Plato  to  that  of  Father  Miller.  It  has  been  as  thunder 
in  the  wine-cellar,  deadening  that  which  was  rosy  and  joyous,  and  making  stale  that 
which  was  bubbling  and  lively.  Not  only  the  shoe-maker,  but  the  whole  genus  of 
Homo-Humanus,  conceive  themselves  comprehended  within  the  meaning  of  the  sta- 
tute. Thus  the  shoe-maker  must  not  go  beyond  his  last,  nor  the  mason  beyond  hH 
trowel  and  a  barrel  of  lime ;  milliners  confine  themselves  within  the  straitened  limits 
of  corsets  and  stay-laces,  and  actors  never  hear  an  exclamation  addressed  to  the 
gods,  without  thinking  of  the  upper  gallery,  the  theatrical  Olympus.  There  aro 
doubtless  some  masons  and  some  actors  whom  the  cap  may  fit  If  Apellbs  had  bat 
said,  *  Come,  you  rascally  cobbler !  yon  found  fault  with  the  shoe  of  my  painting — let 
the  leg  alone  !'  I  never  should  have  wasted  this  sheet  or  two  of  paper.  But  instead 
of  putting  his  homely  reproof  into  a  homely  guise,  nothing  will  do  but  he  must  dress 
it  up  in  the  robe  and  tunic  of  the  schools ;  bedizen  it  with  the  proverbial  style,  with 
*  ne*  and  the  subjunctive ;  rouge  its  cheeks  with  a  Socratic  tinge,  and  send  it  into 
the  world  to  plague  posterity  !  The  shoe-maker,  like  all  of  his  trade,  must  have 
blabbed,  or  we  should  never  have  heard  of  the  story ;  for  Apellbs,  I  am  very  sure, 
■miled,  whistled  a  bar  or  so,  and  so  it  slipped  out  of  his  head.  Whenever  I  see  a 
shoe-maker  who  can  talk  of  nothing  but  kip-leather  and  high-heeled  boots,  or  a  tailor 
who  wraps  himself  in  an  everlasting  maze  of  broad-cloth,  and  whose  words  seem  to 
emerge  from  his  mouth  under  folds  of  serge  and  fustian ;  or  a  stock-broker,  whose 
line  of  vision,  and  converaation  too,  seems  to  be  bounded  by  discount  and  quotations ; 
I  bestow  a  hearty  curse  on  the  pamter  and  his  proverb,  for  a  pair  of  narrow-minded, 
selfish,  levelling  autocrats.  For  myself,  I  like  to  see  a  man  who  has  a  hearty  way  of 
extending  his  hand  to  all  trades,  and  opening  his  mouth  and  ears  on  all  subjecii ; 
who  can  see  beauty  of  workmanship  in  an  axletroe,  though  he  himself  is  a  maker  of 
watch-springs,  and  can  look  at  the  handicraft  of  other  men  through  spectacles  of  his 
own  fashioning.  There  are  apothecaries  who  barricade  themselves  round  with  an 
infinity  of  bottles  and  boxes,  and  can  find  nothing  worthy  of  their  notice  that  cannot 
be  bottled  and  labelled.  There  are  merohants  whose  range  of  telescopic  vision  is  far 
out  at  sea,  and  who  think  it  time  lost  to  lower  their  glass  and  say,  *  How  d'  ye  do  f 
I  know  young  men  in  love,  who  think  that  I  must  be  under  the  thumb  of  the  sweet 
too ;  ladies  who  ply  their  tiny  fingers  in  making  shirts  for  the  heatheiiy  who 
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■ometimM  my  to  me,  *  How  mnch  did  you  fDhwribe  last  month  to  the  mimon  to 
Honolula?' — aa  if  I  too  belonged  to  a  aewing-circle,  and  read  chazity  aeimoni! 
Widowa,  whoae  one  idea  is  seoond-maniage ;  old  maida,  wboae  only  wiah  is  goanp ; 
bachelon,  who  flit  about  the  beau-numdet  and  wear  their  hats  a  little  on  one  ade,  h.  la 
fiye-and-twenty,  thinking  of  nothing  but  youthfol  aim  and  jaunty  attitudes ;  tradea- 
men»  profeanonal  men  and  politioianst  form  one  grand  battalion  of  Apbllbs*  disci- 
ples, who  will  hunt  their  own  favorite  idea  till  it  grows  faint  from  running ;  dodging 
about  after  it  under  trope  and  metaphor  and  far-fetched  figuiea.    To  see  a  knot  <^ 
these  self-sufficient  worthies  together,  each  fighting  to  advance  his  peculiar  topic, 
you  might  think  that  a  score  of  Ldtbbrs  and  as  many  Foras  were  doing  battle  for 
heresy  and  the  established  religion.    The  politician  is  stating  the  matter,  pro  and 
coo ;  the  shoe-maker  has  knocked  down  the  argument  with  a  side  of  sole-leather ; 
and  now  the  fencing-master  is  playing  his  carte  and  tierce,  his  pique  and  repique, 
and  has  pinked  the  cow-hide  in  a  thousand  places ;  anon,  the  fencer's  sword  shiveni 
into  countless  atoms  under  the  mighty  battering-ram  of  the  moral  reformist ;  and 
argument,  cow-skin,  bilbo  and  battering-ram  must  all  evaporate  with  the  beau's  co- 
logne.   Among  my  many  out-door  exercises,  I  sometunes,  on  some  sunny  day  when 
there  is  no  news  stirring,  and  when  the  harbor  and  stocks  promise  a  quiet  afternoon, 
take  a  solitary  ride  on  honM-back,  and  refresh  my  street-worn  energies.    On  one  of 
these  occasions  I  had  fallen  into  a  contemplative  mood,  as  my  horse  was  breathing 
himself  after  a  hard  trot ;  and  when  I  started  from  my  reverie,  I  found  myself  in  a 
part  of  the  country  with  which  I  was  unacquainted.    A  parcel  of  hoyden  school-giria 
were  dilly-dallymg  along  the  road-side,  on  their  way  home  ;  picking  here  and  there 
a  wild-flower,  and  anon  dropping  it  on  the  ground  as  others  claimed  their  attention. 
With  my  best  grace — for  in  my  dealings  with  children  I  polish  my  demeanor  and 
smooth  off  the  rust  with  much  more  care  than  in  conversation  ¥rith  miladi — I  asked 
the  frolicking  group  if  they  could  tell  me  my  whereabout.     One  little  girl,  with  her 
thumb  in  her  month,  and  her  eyes  Reaming  at  the  interest  she  thought  I  was  taking 
in  her  affairs,  replied :  *  Yeth,  Thir,  thath  the  way  to  my  thcool,  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mfle,  Thir ;  ith  a  real  pretty  thcool,  painted  brown,  and  thtanding  by  a  white 
dog ;  yon  can  git  a  drink  at  a  well  out  of  a  tin  mug,  if  you  want  to.'    At  this 
crisis  of  the  conversation,  she  grew  pale  at  the  thought  of  having  spoken  her  feel- 
ings so  freely  to  a  strange  gentleman,  and  with  a  glance  at  her  companions,  left 
me  to  my  cogitations.     She  had  never  traversed  the  road  herself,  save  on  her 
way  to  school,  and  thought  that  I  too  must  be  seeking  juvenile  mstruction,  or 
was  on  a  visit  to  the  school-mistress.      She  had  not  perceived  that  the  road 
stretched  on  and  on,  after  it  passed  the  well  and  the  little  white  dog,  but  ima- 
gined that  its  destination  was  the  school-house,  and  that  all  who  travelled  thereon 
were  a.  b.  c-ically  inclined.    And  I  said  to  myself, '  It  is  not  Arsu.Bs'  proverb  then, 
after  all,  that  has  done  the  mischief:  here  is  a  little  girl  who  has  advanced  no  farther 
m  her  studies  than  '  two  times  two,'  or  '  three  into  six,'  pursuing  her  single  train  of 
thought,  and  imagining  that  her  mterests  a^d  pleasures  are  identical  with  those  of 
the  world  annmd  hei^    'T  is  the  way  of  the  world.    Men  women  and  children  set  up 
their  own  idols  and  golden  calves,  and  call  upon  their  neighbors  to  fall  down  and  wor- 
ship.   Could  ArxLUBs  and  his  rebuked  critic  have  been  forced  to  take  a  solitary  ride 
together  over  a  slow  stage  of  a  hundred  stadia  or  so,  and  could  the  shoe-maker  have 
been  induced  to  have  stuck  to  his  last  during  the  trot,  the  painter  would  have  wished 
himself  gagged  a  thousand  times  before  ever  he  had  given  so  nnwholeaome  and 
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IboliBh  a  pieM  of  advio*.  .  .  .  WiaHiiiaToii  Irvdco  has  lomewWrt  drawn  a  touch* 
pidora  of  two  ferrwrt  loran  in  humhle  life,  dwelling  with  fond  reoMmhranoe  upon 
their  little  tokens  of  afibetion ;  a  broken  sixpence,  a  lock  of  hair,  or  nnular  memeatst 
mt  that  loTO  whksh  *  pasaeth  show'  and  knows  no  selfishneok  Gsorfmnr  Csaton's 
admirable  Ummng  was  reoaUed  foroibly  to  oar  nunds  the  other  evenai||r  hy  heariof 
the  following  simplelines  song  to  a  sweet  Irish  air,  that  seemed  almost  to  sob  with 
Ifae  emotion  whieh  swells  the  heart  oi  '  poor  TsaasNCB'  while  he  bids  his  KAmum 
fcrswell,  who  is  about  to  depart  for  Englaad  *  on  serrioe  .** 


*  80,  Kathlbbw,  you  're  going  to  Tave  me 

All  alone  by  Deaelf  iit  this  pliice  t 
But  I  'm  sure  you  will  niver  deaaive  me — 

O,  no  t  If  there  '1  truth  io  that  face  t 
Tbouffh  EoffUod  '■  a  beautiAil  country. 

Full  of  tUifant  boys,  yet  what  then  f 
Yott  would  o't  forfet  your  poor  TsmsNcs  f—' 

Yott  'U  come  back  to  ould  Ireland  again! 

Oeh  !  them  Eng liah  *•  doMUTen  by  Bature, 

Though  maybe  you  'd  think  them  sincere ; 
They  'II  aay  jrou  *re  a  swate  charming  cr'ature, 

But  do  n't  you  belaive  them,  me  dear  1 
Ah  !  Kathlsbn,  t^rak  I  do  n't  be  mindin' 

The  latherio'  spaohei  they  'U  make, 
Bat  tell  them  a  poor  boy  in  Ireland 

la  breakin'  his  heart  for  your  sake ! 


It 's  a  folly  to  keep  yoo  from  goin'* 

Though,  faith !  't  ia  a  mighty  hard  eaaa ; 
For,  Kathlbbn,  you  know  there  'a  no  knowing 

When  next  I  may  see  your  sweet  Ihee  1 
And  when  you  come  back  to  me,  ELathlbkh, 

None  the  better  will  I  be  oflT  then ; 
You  '11  be  sp'akln'  snob  beantifnl  EngUsh. 

8ure  I  won't  know  me  Kathlxkh  again  1* 

*  Eh !  now  where 's  the  use  of  this  li«Ry  t— 

Why  bother  me  so  in  this  way  t 
I  *ve  forgot,  'twixt  the  grief  and  the  iuiy, 

Everj^  word  I  was  m'anio'  to  say ! 
Just  wait  now  a  minute,  I  bid  ye — 

Can  I  talk,  if  you  bother  me  aot 
Oh.  Kathlbbn  !  me  blessin*  go  wid  ye, 

ETery  inch  of  the  way  that  you  go! 


That  '  mad  wag*  *  Punch*  served  up  some  months  rinoe,  in  *  A  Peep  oiTo  Ludam 
Soeietff*  a  *  mental  connection*  with  whom  he  had  long  been  vpon  terms  of  intims* 
oy ;  *  Mr.  Spanolk  LACQunn,*  namely,  who  had  made  a  great  deal  of  mooey '  soi» 
how  or  another,*  but  in  what  precise  way  was  not  known ;  who  prefeired  an  aneom* 
fottable  hoose  in  a  part  of  the  metropolis  in  which  it  was  coDsidered  *  stylish'  to  fi?e, 
to  any  of  the  most  eligible  mansions  he  cooki  command,  at  half  the  expense,  in  a 
leas  *  foshionaUe'  part  of  the  town.  Mn.  SrANOLX  Lacqubr  was  *  a  very  fine  lady/ 
who  dressed  by  the  foshbn-books,  and  had  for  '  party'-peto  two  or  three  of  those  oa* 
shayen  foreign  adyenturen  who  so  often  swindle  their  way  into  decent  BoeiBty»  and 
glitter  in  the  parrenn  drawing-rooms  of  the  metropolis ;  occasionally  disappearing» 
to  be  heard  of  no  more,  or  re&ppearing  rather  too  prominently,  and  heard  of  a  greol 
deal  too  much.  There  aro  useful  lesMms  conveyed  in  the  description  which  is  given 
of  the  dinner-partiea  of  the  LAcauua.  The  taUes  wen  loaded  with  plate,  thii 
being  *  a  point  of  economy  alter  all,  for  people  aro  not  in  the  habit  of  devmuiag  sil- 
ver forks  and  candle-slKka,  and  they  cost  nothing  to  keep  when  not  in  nse  ;  while 
with  their  aid  a  very  little  refreshment  goes  a  very  great  way.  Six  faraadywchsraes 
in  the  branch  of  an  efergne  become  prominent  portions  of  the  foast,  when  they 
woold  be  passed  over  in  a  saucer  of  blown-glass.  The  small  mould  of  cream  is 
aggrandised  by  the  heavy  moulding  of  the  disb  on  which  it  \b  placed ;  and  throughaol 
the  whole  banquet  the  same  evidences  appear  of  the  economy  of  i^lendor.  Indeed* 
the  endeavor  to  pick  oat  something  slightly  subeftantial,  reminds  yon  of  SmnSAn  hunt* 
iag  after  food  in  the  Valley  of  Diamonds,  before  the  merchants  above  threw  down 
the  legs  of  mntton.*  Such  a  dinner-party  is  ons  of  the  most  nj^ancholy  examples 
whksh  can  be  offered  of  the  feudal  service  by  whieh  the  given  hold  their  caste  m  so- 
ciety. HospitaUty,  which  ought  to  be  the  primary  cause,  is  triumphed  over  by  jea- 
loosy  or  ostontatiBn.  The  whole  entertainment  is  an  unmitigated  series  of  attenpls 
at  rivalry  and  display.  Then  is  a  mute  eloquence  in  every  cowr  and  daret-jog 
upon  the  table,  which  seams  tosay,  *See  in  what  style  we  do  things  hatot  oompand 
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to  your  own  estabUubpient !'  The  premature  and  nckly  TOfOtablea,  perfsctly  out  of 
MaaoD,  but  fowed  and  iotrodoced  lolely  for  tlie  gratificatioa  of  the  ploanvM  of  the 
puiM  and  pocket  of  the  host  rather  than  the  palates  of  the  gnefte,  merely  remind 
one  of  the  money  in  the  Eastern  tale,  which  turned  into  leaTes ;  while  the  dreary 
eon^eoation  and  attempt  at  badinage  whioh  pam  about  the  table,  in  the  ooMtrained 
style  of  a  hone  in  a  curb  and  kicking-strap,  with  a  elog  at  his  heels,  have  some- 
thing in  them  peculiarly  distressing.'  Good  metropolitan  reader,  there  is  sage  coun- 
sel concealed  in  the  foregoing,  if  your  wisdom  could  but  find  it  out  And  will  not 
the  satire  apply  to  the  *  party'-suppers,  formal  aSairs  of  temples,  white-haired  pyra- 
mids, dishes  of  sweetened  soap-suds,  and  the  like,  which  one  sometimes  encounters 
eyen  among  us,  and  which  monopoli^  the  places  of  proTocatives  and  substantial  sat- 
iafien  of  a  wholesome  appetite  ?  Have  n't  you  attended  a  doaen  such  yourself  lately  7 
*  Guess  so  r  •  •  •  One  of  the  earliest  settlers  of  old  Schoharie  was  a  man  named 
Munrmr,  more  familiarly  known  as  *  Old  Mukpht.'  He  was  a  terror  to  the  Indians 
and  their  sworn  enemy,  for  he  had  suffered  much  from  their  robberies,  and  wanton 
destruction  of  his  crops  and  cattle.  But  his  most  deadly  hate  arose  from  the  murder 
of  his  two  brothers ;  for  which  act  he  solemnly  swore  to  devote  his  life  to  their  ezter- 
mmation.  *  Old  Murpht*  was  a  wily  enemy,  as  the  Indians  had  well  ascertained ; 
and  they  sought  his  life- by  all  possible  artifice  and  strategy.  On  one  occasion  their 
wiles  came  near  being  successful.  Muapmr  had  a  cow,  which  wandered  from  his 
cabin  during  the  day  to  browse  in  the  woods,  with  a  bell  suspended  from  her  neck  to 
indicate  her  whereabout ;  returning  always  at  night  to  be  milked,  and  with  *  udders 
all  drawn  dry'  to  stand  and  *  inly  ruminate'  by  the  hut  until  morning  called  her  to 
sally  forth  again.  One  evening  she  failed  to  return ;  another  day  passed,  and  with  it 
the  hour  *  when  the  kye  come  heme'  usually,  but  the  came  not  Fearing  that  she 
had  met  with  foul-play,  Murpbt  started,  with  his  rifle  on  his  shoulder,  to  '  look  her 
up,'  following  the  direction  she  was  taking  when  she  left  the  hut  After  several 
hours  of  fruitless  pursuit,  the'  faint  sound  of  her  familiar  bell  in  the  distance  glad- 
dened his  ear.  *  It 's  all  right  V  said  be,  in  his  delight  at  finding  her ;  and  he  rapidly 
Beared  the  spot  whence  the  sound  proceeded,  a  thicket  of  close  undergrowth,  in  the 
heart  of  the  forest  All  at  once  he  stopped  short.  <  That  is  <  Old  Spot's  beU;  said 
he,  <but  it 's  not  on  her  neck;  she  do  n't  swing  her  bell  in  that  way  when  she 
browses.  There  's  mischief  here !'  Cautiously  approaching  the  spot  whence  the 
slow  and  regular  *  ting-a-ling'  proceeded,  he  saw  at  some  sixty  yards  distant  two 
Indians  seated  upon  an  old  mossy  log,  peering  intently  now  and  then  into  the  recesses 
of  the  wood,  and  at  intervals  of  three  or  four  minutes  slowly  swinging  the  cow-bell, 
which  they  thought  would  bring  *  Old  Murpht'  into  their  toils,  *  as  a  bird  hasteth  to 
the  snare.'  But  it  was  his  hour  of  joy,  not  their's.  He  watched  the  movements  of 
the  red  rascals  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse  when  safe  in  her  claws.  Secure  from  ob- 
•ervation  behind  a  large  tree,  he  selected  the  *  bell-wether,'  and  with  deliberate  aim 
sent  a  bullet  through  his  heart  The  Indian  uttered  one  shriek,  sprang  three  feet  or 
more  upward,  and  dropped  dead  beside  the  log  upon  which  he  had  been  sitting.  His 
comrade  looked  round  in  amazement  to  gather  the  direction  of  the  shot,  and  then 
shouldered  the  dead  body  of  his  comrade,  and  was  moving  off,  when  a  second  shot 
from  the  musket  which  Mukphy  had  by  this  time  loaded,  laid  hun  and  his  dead  com- 
panion Ufeless  together.  There  were  two  withered  scalps  hanging  en  each  smoky 
jamb  of  Old  Muapuv's  fire-place  for  more  than  twenty  years ',  and  he  always  regard- 
ed them  with  a  <  grim  smile'  when  he  was  rehearsing  the  history  of  their  aoquin- 
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tion.  .  •  •  *  Metropolitan  Sertant^  k  a  yery  good  sketch,  but  not  exactly  Boited 
to  onr  pagM.  The  poflMige  which  deecribee  the  high  below  stain  of  the  '  royster- 
ing  Milesiaiis'  reminds  as  of  a  scene  drawn  by  Stxble»  in  the  '  Spectator,'  if  we 
remember  rightly.  The  servants  of  that  day,  it  seems,  when  ont  of  their  master's 
sight,  were  wont  to  aasame  the  names  and  titles  of  those  whose  lireries  they  wore. 
While  taking  a  chop  at  an  eating-place  near  the  Parliament-House,  the  writer  heard 
the  maid  coqie  down  and  tell  the  landlady  at  the  bar  that '  My  Lord  Bishop*  swore  he 
would  throw  her  out  of  the  window  if  she  did  not  bring  up  more  mild  ale,  and  that 
<  My  Lord  Duke'  would  hafire  another  double  pot  of  half-and-half!  His  surprise  was 
greatly  mcreased  on  hearing  loud  and  rustic  voices  speak  and  answer  to  each  other 
upon  the  pubUc  afiaiis,  by  the  names  of  the  most  fllustrioos  of  the  nobQity ;  till  of  a 
sudden  one  cried  out,  *  The  House  is  rising  !*  Down  came  the  company  all  together, 
and  away !  The  ale-house  was  immediately  filled  with  clamor ;  the  landlady  chalk- 
ing a  mug  of  beer  to  the  *  Marquis*  of  such  a  place,  a  mug  of  mild  porter  to  the '  Loid 
ChanceUor,*  a  pot  of  ale  to  an  '  Earl,'  three  quarts  to  a  new  *  Lord'  for  <  wetting 
his  title,*  etc.  ...  A  livklt  writer  in  a  late  English  magazine  contends,  with  a 
*  good  show*  of  argument,  that  *  there  is  a  very  intimate  connection  betwixt  a  man's 
head  a^d  his  hat ;'  the  hat  being  in  fact  a  sort  of  exponent  or  index  of  a  man's  cha- 
racter. '  The  head,'  says  the  writer, '  bemg  the  most  honorable  part  of  the  human 
body,  inasmuch  as  it  is  held  to  be  the  abode  of  the  intellectual  faculties,  it  necesa- 
rily  follows  that  the  hat,  which  is  the  corering  of  the  head,  defending  it  from  showets 
and  sunshine,  and  other  *  skyey  influences,'  is  the  most  honorable  part  of  the  dress. 
The  hat  derives  a  sort  of  reflected  glory  from  the  member  of  the  body  which  it  coven : 
there  is  a  care  bestowed  upon  it  which  is  not  extended  to  any  of  our  other  habili- 
ments. We  have  pegs  purposely  to  hang  it  upon ;  we  have  boxes  expressly  made  to 
hold  it ;  we  have  brushes  purposely  manufactured  to  smooth  down  its  sides.  It  is, 
however,  well  worthy  of  all  this  care,  being  unquestionably  the  leading  article  of 
male  dress.  What  a  miserable,  melancholy  figure  does  a  man  cut  who  has  *  a  shock- 
ing bad  hat  !*  Now,  if  our  town  readen  would  avoid  this  last  category,  let  them  re- 
pair to  Warnock's,  in  Broadway,  near  the  Franklin-House,  and  avail  themselves  of 
his  beautiful  spring  pattern,  made  upon  the  newly-invented  block  to  which  we  have 
heretofore  alluded  .  .  .  There  is  great  reason  to  fear  that  before  the  sentences 
which  are  now  running  from  our  pen  shall  have  been  placed  in  type,  we  shall  have 
heard  of  the  death  of  our  frequent  and  always  entertaining  contributor, '  Ned  Bunt- 
line,'  late  Midshipman  E.  Z.  C.  JunsoN,  of  the  United  States'  Navy.  We  gather 
from  the  public  journals  that  a  difficulty  recently  occurred  at  Nashville,  (Tenn.,)  be- 
tween our  correspondent  and  Mr.  Robert  Porterfibld,  which  led  to  a  hostile  meet- 
ing, in  which,  after  three  shots,  the  latter  was  killed,  having  been  pierced  with  his 
antagonist's  bullet  In  his  forehead,  just  above  the  eye.  •  The  events  which  succeeded 
are  very  revolting :  *  Judson  was  arrested,  but  the  excitement  was  so  great  against 
him,  that  when  he  was  taken  before  the  Justice  for  examination,  it  became  evident 
that  he  would  be  summarily  dealt  with.  Some  cried  '  Shoot  him !'  othen  *  Hang 
him !'  and  a  brother  of  the  deceased  shot  at  him  several  times :  a  number  of  shots 
were  fired  at  him  by  othen,  and  strange  to  say,  he  escaped  all  unhurt,  ran  off"  and  hid 
himself  in  the  City  Hotel.  Hundreds  of  excited  persons  collected  around  and  in  the 
hotel,  and  after  searching  some  time,  he  was  found,  and  endeavoring  to  escape,  he  fell 
ftorn  the  third  story  to  the  porch  without  serious  injury.  The  sheriff  then  took  chaxge 
of  him  and  conveyed  him  to  prison,  the  peo|4e  now  seaming  willing  that  the  law 
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Bboakl  teke  iff  coune.'  *  After  he  had  heen  .committed  to  jail,'  adda  another  and 
in  some  partieolais  different  accomit,  *  in  almoat  a  dying  condition  from  hie  faU,  at 
•boot  ten  o'clock  at  night  the  mob,  finding  that  he  was  itiU  alhre,  broke  mto  the  jail ; 
maimed  and  ahnort  naked,  they  threw  him  into  the  itreet,  to  be  hung !  He  adced 
lor  a  minieter,  which  was  denied  him ;  he  feared  not  death,  but  reqneeted  to  be  ahoty 
and  begged  that  if  there  was  any  gentleman  preoent,  he  woold  ahoot  him.  They 
took  him  to  the  aquaie  and  ran  him  up  over  theraU  of  an  awning-poat ;  the  rope  broke 
and  he  feU ;  when  he  was  taken  back  to  jail,  whero  he  lieo  to  die  lome  time  during 
the  night'  <  And  this  horrible,  infamous  outrage,'  adds  the '  Courier  and  Enquirer,'  with 
■gnificant  emphasis,  <  occuned  in  the  streets,  and  was  performed  by  the  people,  of 
NaahYille !'  We  have  been  for,  many  months  m  intimate  ooiiespondence  with  Iftr. 
JuDSOR ,  whom  howerer  we  haye  never  met  penonaUy.  We  have  been  made  the  re- 
poatory  of  all  the  circumstances  of  his  chequered  and  eventful  life,  up  almost  to  the 
time  of  the  occurronces  above  narrated.  Of  these  it  will  be  our  province  to  speak 
hereafter.  .  .  .  Ws  have  encountered  more  than  an  hundred  times  *  The  Old  Beg' 
gmr  Man*  whom  our  country  friend '  P.  T.'  apostrophixes  with  so  much  feeling.  He 
doee  not  always  sit  in  *  the  gay  Broadway,'  however,  but  in  all  the  busy  thorough* 
fiues  of  the  metropolis  *  holds  out  to  passen-by  his  trembling  hand.'  Many  a  sorrow- 
ful eye  have  we  seen  turned  upon  him,  and  many  a  soft  white  hand  drop  abns  into 
that  withered  pakn.    Did  <  P. T.' ever  read '  TAs  OM  JNbn's  <S^ofi^  7'    Here  it  is: 

'  Th«  frws-green  aod  will  hMTiljr 

Pr«H  oa  the  fa«wl  it  coTera  oVr; 
But  light  will  everx  burthao  be, 
When  ffriefthidl  weigh  it  dowo  no  aorei. 

*  And  dark  will  be  my  conch  of  ra«t,' 
And  cold,  bni  free  from  pein  ud  Ihen  i 

Unsbakeo  by  my  throbbiog  breast, 
Unwetted  by  my  bumiag  tean. 

*  Then,  Lady !  do  not  weep  Ibr  me. 
Because  my  cloelag  hour  ia  aear ; 

I  ooly  mourn  that  1  ehould  be 
Bo  long  a  way>worn  traveller  here.* 


*  Ob  Lady !  do  not  weep  for  me. 

Because  ray  cloeioa  hour  is  near ; 
I  only  mourn  that  I  shoald  be 
Bo  long  a  way*worn  traveller  here. 

'These  old  white  hairs  are  slender  ties 

To  bind  me  to  so  bleak  a  shore ; 
A  heart  that  ooly  beats  with  lighs 
Cares  not  how  soon  it  beats  no  more. 

*  The  worm  will  soon  fbed  on  my  breast. 

And  revel  o'er  mv  senseless  clay ; 

But  gnawing  thoogiits  will  be  at  rest. 

More  ravenous  and  fell  than  they. 


*  Tbi  Wist  is  a  groat  country,  friend  C ,'  writes  a  clever  correspondent  '  Tall 

things  happen  there  now  and  then.  Here  is  a  specimen :  Having  occasion  to  pass 
through  the  Upper  Lakes  last  June,  I  was  happy  enough  to  find  myself  a  passenger 
on  board  that  palace  of  a  boat  the  <  EMpnta,'  Emperor  Hows  commanding.  My 
travelling  companion  for  the  time  happened  to  be  a  thorough-bred  '  Hoosier,'  a  prince 
of  a  fellow ;  one  who  feared  God  and  loved  fun  and  the  ladies,  but  who  was  withal  a 
most  abominable  stammerer.  We  had  n't  been  long  aboard,  when  the  captain  called 
our  attention  to  a  most  remarkable-looking  individual  seated  at  the  end  of  the  cabin. 
I  am  not  myself  particularly  handsome,  and  have  seen  some  iU-looking  men  in  my 
day ;  but  so  ugly  a  man  as  this  had  never  crossed  the  scope  of  my  viak>n.  Hows  de- 
clared him  emphatically  <  the  ugliest  man  that  ever  lived  ;*  whereupon  my  friend  Tom 
offered  to  wager  a  half  dozen  of  champagne  that  he  had  seen  a  wonw  one  in  the 
steerage.  The  bet  was  at  once  accepted,  and  Tom  started  for  his  man,  who  was  to  be 
brought  up  for  comparison.  He  found  the  fellow  a  bit  of  a  wag,  as  an  intolerably 
homely  man  is  apt  to  be,  and,  after  the  promise  of  a  <  nip,'  nothing  loth  to  exhibit  him- 
aell  As  they  entered  the  cabin  door,  my  friend,  with  an  air  of  conscious  triumph, 
turned  to  direct  our  attention  to  his  champion,  when  he  discovered  the  fellow  trying 
lo  insure  sooeess  by  making  up&ees.  'St'^tt'-tt^Hop!*  said  he, '  fio  -  no  -  nans 
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•/  that  I  Yqu  •<-•<-  9iay  juit  ub  Qod  Almighty  made  yon  !  You  ea  -  ea  -  m  - 
M-  eatCt  bo  boat  /'  -— -< and  he  wanH }'  •  •  •  Soiu  anranng  wiiter  m  the  <  Sjiirit 
of  the  Timuf  weekly  journal  has  been  trying  to  beat '  PkofeoMr  Inoeaium  with  \m 
own  weapons  In  hia  Rooky-Meontain  <  day-book  journal,*  etc.,  aniidit  Tariov 
and  sundry  entriee  that  are  not  so  literary,  we  haTO  peaeages  from  a  novel  which 
the  writer  is  jotting  down  <  from  day  to  day  and  from  time  time.'  Here  is  a  scene 
from  it,  describing  the  el<^ment  of  Lady  KA»si»KM*A  with  <  her  own  SBcntmatsn.  i 

*I  WILL  »ow  jola  jroB  ud  flee  if  thou  wilt  ■wear  * 

*I  >we«r  by           ' 
*EooaKli!  rmiatiifiad ' 

'  No  more  —  I  come  I' 

And  MttiBf  oo  her  (kocf  eloek  tad  emleeh,  she  itole  dowo  the  staire  m  eoft  as  a  moose,  aad  vu 
soon  folded  in  the  arms  of  the  dark  flf  nre.  Oh,  how  pleasant  avo  such  sentiaMBU  I  And  ine  ace  the 
emotion  when  two  fond  hearts  in  kindnesi  join  t 

*1  'm  lUae/  said  she,  *  now  aad  for  everkstiag  T — aad  their  lips  SMt  in  a  complete  and  refrsshinf 
kiss  for  the  first  time. 

•No  mistake}*  said  the  dark  flgnre. 

•  No !  Zerubbabel,  none.  E>ottbt  me  not ;  but  let  as  hie,  hie  heaoe.  If  y  tyrant  father-ui^law  f&t- 
chance  doth  see  us  now.' 

A  slifkc  rastUof  sound  was  heard  in  the  timber  near  at  head.  *  Hark  !*  says  she  \  *Ba^,  ao'aorei 
hot  let  tts  run  —  ofl*!  hence!  awar!*  And  soon  they  disajppeare<l,  the  happy  pair;  but  jost  thea  s 
temb-like  lauyh  fiereely  sounded  through  the  lot  t  thus,  *Ha !  ho!  he  t'  Did  that  awAil  laufh  pra;- 
Dostieate  bud  luek  to  the  refufees  9  We  shall  see.  Oh,  love,  love  I  how  powerful  art  thou !  Thsy 
say  you  are  a  boy ;  but  it  is  a  misuken  notion.  Thou  art  a  man  —  a  strong  man.  Yes !  love  is  fresL 
Ajm  how  happy  aad  comfortable  are  they  who  ere  embalmed  in  roses ! 

'  The  scene  of  our  novel  now  changes  to  Barnstable  on  Cspe  Cod.  We  are  ohlif  ed  to  go  back  to  tsD 
the  reader  of  Mr.  Bxu.iNoe,  the  tyrant  fkther-in-law  of  the  handsome  lady  HLaaftABSU:.^  Calxb 
BiLLiMOt,  when  a  boy, ' 

and  so  foith.    Now  is  not  this  eqaal  to  some  of  the  very  best  scenes  in  any  one  of  the 

hundred  norels  that '  Profeasor*  Inoeaham  has  written  within  the  last  year  t   Let  than 

who  ean  road  them  make  answer!  .   .   •   The  following  lines  by  Gboeob  Colhax 

the  Younger'  may  receive  additional  mterest  from  the  fact  that  they  wore  the  Isit 

which  he  oyer  wrote.    They  are  copied  from  the  manuscript  of  the  author :  <  To 

BAias  HAaaiBT  Faucet,  (now  Mrs.  BiAifD,of  the  Park-Theatre,)  who  desire*  me  to 

write  m  her  Album : 

*lfr  Muse  and  I,  ere  youth  and  spirits  fled, 
Bat  up  together  many  a  night,  oo  doubt ; 
But  I  have  sent  the  poor  old  lass  to  bed, 
Simply  because  my  fire  is  going  ouL' 

Wi  take  blame  to  ounelves  for  not  having  recently  noticed  the  ^SoutKorn  Qoot* 
ierloy  Roview*  The  last  number  of  the  work  'm  an  excellent  one,  and  reflects  credit 
upon  Mr.  Whitaxer,  the  editor,  as  well  as  upon  the  literary  merits  of  writen  in  the 
section  where  it  is  published ;  for  South  Carolina  and  Greorgia  have  writen  who  do  those 
states  honor,  (and  they  in  turn  honor  them,)  of  whom  we  at  the  north  hear  little  or 
nothing.  The  South  has  true  sehdare,  who  emulate  the  fame  of  a  Geimkc  and  a 
Lboaee  ;  and  we  hope  to  see  the  '  Southern  Quarteriy*  made  the  medium  of  th«r 
communications  with  the  public.  We  should  be  pleased  to  find  the  &cile  pen  of 
our  excellent  friend  and  correspondent,  Judge  Charlton,  enlisted  in  its  pagea 
Surely,  our  *  Georgia  Lawyer'  would  shme  in  his  own  peculiar  region.  .  .  .  (CT  Ws 
are  compelled  to  omit  altogether  our  <  Literary  Record^  for  the  present  month.  He 
publications  which  it  embraced  will  receive  especial  attention  in  our  next  .  .  .  We 
have  received  a  great  number  of  communications  in  prose  and  verse  ance  oiff  last, 
(inehiding  the  welceme  lines  of  <  J.  G.  S.,')  which  are  under  consideration. 
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BT     8.     IL     PABTBIDOB. 


Among  other  victims  in  the  war  of  the  revolution,  who  found 
bloody  and  early  graves  in  Canada,  were  two  brothers,  lieutenants^ 
in  the  British  army.  They  were  brave,  gay,  handsome  young  sol- 
diers as  ever  carried  a  musket  or  enlivened  a  garrison ;  and  married 
to  two  charming,  lovely  women,  who  never  formed  a  hope  of  hap- 
piness without  flieir  husbands  occupying  a  prominent  place  in  the 
centre  of  it.  Peace,  which  brought  joy  knd  revelry  to  the^  city  of 
Quebec,  found  them  desolate,  heart-broken  widows,  weeping  bit- 
terly, and  claspin?  convulsively  their  little  fatherless  children.  Having 
now  to  be  both  mther  and  mother  to  a  young  family,  these  two  ex- 
cellent women  endeavored  to  combat  their  grief  that  they  might 
have  strength  to  fulfil  faithfully  this  double  duty  which  God  and 
Nature  had  devolved  upon  them.  They  removed  to  the  town  of 
York,  which  was  then  being  settled,  and  claimed  from  the  govern- 
ment as  emigrants  their  right  of  town  lots,  upon  which,  adjoining 
each  other,  they  built  two  small  houses,  such  as  suited  their  limited 
means ;  and  hoped,  by  the  help  of  management  and  economy,  so  to 
educate  and  bring  up  their  children,  that  they  might  become  worthy 
and  respectable  members  of  society.  The  widows  were  bom  in  the 
same  neighborhood,  and  had  becm  attached  to  each  other  from  child- 
hood ;  but  since  their  trouble,  grief  and  circumstances  had  so  sorely 
tried  and  proved  their  worth,  that  each  thought  the  other  her  supe- 
rior, and  both  came  ito  the  same  conclusion,  that  neither  would  act, 
without  first  consulting  the  judgment  and  advice  of  the  other.  This 
partnership  of  affection  succeeded  so  happily,  that  it  not  only  in- 
creased their  pecuniary  means,  but  conduced  greatly  to  the  welfare 
of  the  children. 

Fortunately  the  two  eldest  were  boys  of  good  parts  and  kind  dis- 
positions.    Their  mothers  had  sufficiently  impredsed  upon  them  the 
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necessity  of  mental  exertion,  and  had  taken  all  pains  to  procure  the 
best  teachers  that  the  province  then  afforded.  They  said  little  to 
them  about  morals,  wisely  concluding  that  example,  the  reading  of 
books  which  delineated  noble  and  generous  characters  ;  the  cultiva- 
tiomand  daily  exercise  of  the  kind  affections  ;  an  habitual  deference 
and  instantaneous  concession  to  the  rights  of  others ;  the  encou- 
raging a  high-minded  hatred  of  meanness  and  injustice,  as  debasing 
to  personal  character,  and  injurious  to  society;  would  make  a  deeper 
and  more  permanent  impression  than  all  the  wise  advice  that  tongue 
could  utter.  They  likewise  taught  them  that  God's  strength  was 
all-powerful,  and  man's  but  weakness ;  that  humility  brings  high 
teachings  and  soars  on  angels'  win^,  but  that  pride  was  a  painted 
earth-worm,  always  grovelling,  until  it  sank  in  the  rank  mould.  In 
those  days,  my  young  friends,  there  were  fire-sides ;  it  is  a  pity  there 
are  none  now. 

I  am  an  old  white-headed  man,  shaking  over  a  stick ;  yet  my  eyes 
fill  with  tears  when  memory  brings  a  picture  (as  she  ofi»n  does,  for 
the  old  always  return  to  their  boyhood)  of  the  widows'  happy  easy 
fireside.  I  was  a  boy  with  their  boys  —  an  orphan ;  and  having  no 
other  home  than  a  school,  they  kindly  encouraged  me  to  spend  my 
evenings  with  them.  It  was  not  then  as  now,  if  company  called  of 
an  evening,  instead  of  being  shovni  into  a  stately  unwelcome-look- 
ing room,  and  the  one  you  inquire  for  coming  down  alone,  to  '  en- 
tertain' you,  I  think  they  phrase  it.  No  —  and  I  am  thankfdl  that  I 
was  young  in  those  genial  days  —  no ;  you  were  at  once  admitted 
to  the  home,  to  the  very  sanctuary  of  the  family  hearth  ;  there  you  saw 
woman  in  her  true  glory,  crovnied  by  the  domestic  virtues,  dispen- 
sing; and  receivine  a  happiness  that,  imperceptibly  improved,  punfied 
and  exalted  all  who  shared  its  bliss.  We  boys  used  to  look  forward 
to  the  pleasure  of  the  evening  as  a  reward  for  our  industry  and  good 
conduct  during  the  day.  A  few  sensible  people  used  to  drop  in 
sociably  for  the  pleasure  of  each  other's  society ;  when,  unfettered 
by  etiquette  and  firee  from  vanity,  they  were  by  turns  either  sslges  or 
children,  just  as  the  humor  inclined.  Sometimes  we  had  the  advan- 
tage of  listening  to  discourses  wise  and  eloquent  as  ever  fell  fi'om 
the  lips  of  experience  in  legislative  halls ;  then  again  to  the  discus- 
sion of  grave  questions  which  affect  the  well-being  of  inan  and  so- 
ciety. Sometimes  old  officers  who  had  travelled  through  all  coun- 
tries would  again  live  over  the  days  of  their  youth,  recounting  the 
horrible  perils  and  fortunate  escapes  of  war,  and  exciting  our  youth- 
ful imaemations  with  wondrous  tales  of  strange  lands,  smgular  peo- 
ple and  odd  customs ;  enriched  by  observation  and  anecdotes  of 
great  men  and  eminent  characters. 

We  boys  felt  early  a  keen  interest  in  all  those  subjects  that  are 
usually  talked  of  by  well-educated  men,  and  were  encouraged  to 
take  a  proper  and  modest  share  in  the  conversation.  If  we  made  a 
pertinent  remark,  it  was  answered,  and  the  subject  farther  enlight- 
ened to  our  comprehension ;  if  we  related  a  familiar  occurrence,  or 
an  historical  anecdote  that  was  applicable,  it  was  always  received 
for  what  it  was  worth ;  and  in  this  delightful  manner  we  gained 
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fresh  information  evenr  evening.  Sometimes  laughing  Pleasure  con* 
quered  old  Time  and  new  away  with  the  hours ;  mirth,  gayety,  joke 
and  song  made  them  seem  so  short,  that  we  would  all  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  they  must  have  been  stolen,  and  never  could  have 
passed.  Ah !  they  may  talk  about  their  '  lectures,'  and  all  the  instruc- 
tion they  convey,  but  give  me  the  fire-side,  with  a  few  intelligent 
friends,  where  the  old  instruct  the  young  and  the  young  enliven  the 
old  :  there  is  more  improvement  to  be  gained  in  one  'evening  from 
the  conversation  of  a  few  sensible,  virtuous,  well-informed  men  and 
women  ;  mind  ye,  not  of  intellect  alone,  but  of  manners,  mind  and 
heart ;  in  short  of  our  whole  nature,  than  from  twenty  lectures.  I 
must  repeat  again,  I  am  sorry  for  the  youth,  that  fire-sides  have  gone 
out  of  rashion.  But  I  beg  pardon,  and  promise  that  I  will  not  again 
make  such  a  prosy  digression.  I  can  plead  no  other  excuse  than 
the  garrulity  of  old  age,  which  always  returns  to  its  happiest  hours. 
The  boys  grew  up  to  be  all  that  their  mothers  wished ;  and  if  is 
to  their  fortunes  that  I  shall  confine  myself  I  will  call  them  Wil- 
liam and  George  Hazlitt ;  for  their  family  name  is  so  well  known 
that  it  would  not  be  proper  to  introduce  it  here.  William  grew  up 
to  be  a  tine,  handsome,  noble  young  man.  He  studied  law  and  elo- 
quence, and  became  a  counsellor;  a  profession  for  which  nature 
had  peculiarly  fitted  him.  He  had  the  most  ardent  veneration  for 
justice,  and  an  intuitive  perception  that  instantly  separated  truth 
from  falsehood.  His  observation  was  so  keen,  and  his  judgment  so 
accurate,  that  it  enabled  him  to  note,  compare  and  combine  almost 
imperceptible  flaws  of  discrepancy  with  a  skill  and  promptitude  that 
invariably  detected  the  artfiil  cioakmgs  that  shrouded  guilt,  and  clear- 
ed away  the  unfortunate  appearances  and  aspersions  that  sometimes 
cloud  innocence.  He  felt  that  there  was  no  profession  more  enno- 
bling than  that  of  the  law,  when  righteously  tbllowed  ;  and  that  on 
its  just  administration  depended  the  order  and  well-being  of  society. 
He  would  point  to  Russia,  France  and  Great  Britain,  and  in  a  tri- 
umphant manner  ask,  who  in  these  countries  had  been  the  steady,^ 
firm,  unflinching  advocate,  and  carried  into  effect  the  extension  of 
popular  rights ;  who  but  their  brave  and  patriotic  lawyers  1  George 
chose  a  no  less  useful  profession ;  he  stuoied  for  a  physician.  '  If  it 
does  not  confer  celebrity,  I  can  at  least  hope  to  do  some  good  among 
the  poor  and  the  suffering,'  was  his  modest  observation  ;  and  never 
man  entered  life  with  a  more  earnest  desire  to  benefit  every  human 
being  than  George  Hazlitt  I  have  knovni  him  sit  night  afl:er 
night  by  the  side  of  afflicted  poverty,  in  hopes  of  restoring  a  father 
or  mother  to  a  destitute  family,  or  a  sick  infant  to  its  weeping 
parents.  How  often  have  I  heard  burst  from  his  lips  the  fervent 
prayer,  *0h  God  !  enable  me  to  help  them  !'  It  required  but  a  short 
time  to  make  evident  their  worthi  industry  and  talent ;  and  in  a  few 
years  they  were  looked  upon  as  two  of  the  most  beloved,  opulent, 
and  respectable  citizens  in  the  province.  William  served  succes- 
sively in  all  the  offices  that  his  fellow  citizens  could  bestow ;  he  was 
no  less  honored  and  trusted  by  the  Home  Government,  which  ap- 
pointed him  to  several  of  the  most  emintot  and  lucrativQ  law  de- 
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partmenU.  Qeorgei  who  posseased  all  the  talent,  hut  was  far  more 
sensitive  than  William,  shrank  from  the  glare  and  tun^lt  of  puhlic 
life ;  and  perhaps  a  circumstance  that  occurred  ahout  this  time  might 
have  deadened  his  predilection  in  favor  of  domestic  retirement 

We  had  been  fellow  students  and  were  always  inseparable  friends. 
Walking  together  one  evening  up  King-street,  a  little  boy,  frightened 
and  out  of  breath,  rushed  up,  and  clung  to  the  skirt  of  George's  coat, 
crying,  'Come,  oh  !  come.  Sir,  or  the  lady  will  die  !' 

*  Where  %  where  I  my  good  boy ;  show  us  the  way,  and  we  will 
follow/ 

The  child  ran  swiftly,  on  for  a  few  moments,  and  entered  a  low, 
dilapidated  cottage.  He  motioned  us  to  come  up  stairs  into  a  small 
garret  bed-room.  Suspended  from  one  of  the  beams  hung  a  tin 
Untem,  in  which  burnt  an  unsnufied,  guttering  tallow-candle,  that 
fihed  only  a  partial  light  on  a  most  comfortless  looking  apartmoat 
*  Miss  Mary,  I  have  brought  the  doctor,'  said  the  little  boy. 

'Thank  Goo!'  replied  a  faint,  trembling  sweet  voice,  scarcely 
audible  from  agitation :  '  oh  I  gentlemen,  do  something  for  my  poor 
mother,  who  has  long  fainted,  and  I  cannot  bring  her  to.' 

We  trimmed  the  candle,  that  we  might  have  sufficient  light  to  ob- 
serve our  patient.  But  what  was  our  surprise  to  see,  lying  on  a  low 
wooden  bedstead,  one  of  the  most  magnificent  and  handsome  wo* 
men  that  had  ever  met  our  eyes.  She  must  have  been  full  six  feet  in 
height,  and  her  whole  form  seemed  modelled  from  the  finest  statuary 
marble.  The  contour  of  the  face  was  oval,  and  the  features  of  that 
perfect  noble  cast  whieh  are  supposed  to  indicate  birth,  goodneM 
and  intellect.  We  raised  one  ot  the  delicate  hands  that,  white  as 
snow,  lay  on  the  dark  brown  worsted  quilt,  and  applied  our  fingers 
to  the  pulse,  but  no  pulse  beat  in  the  veins ;  we  looked  at  the  coun* 
tenance,  and  there  reigned  that  entire  tranquil  repose  which  the 
anffel  of  death  alone  can  impart.  The  daughter  had  risen,  and  was 
endeavoring  with  her  hand  to  shade  the  light  off  of  eyes  that  would 
never  more  open.  '  I  am  afraid,'  said  she,  in  the  same  agitated 
Voice, '  when  my  dear  mother  revives,  that  she  might  feel  frightened 
at  the  glare  and  presence  of  strangers.' 

We  looked  up  and  saw  a  sweet,  trembling,  pale,  sorrowfiil-looking 
girl,  whose  blue  eyes  were  fixed  on  us  with  the  earnest,  anxiouB, 
pleading  look  of  one  who  petitions  for  the  life  of  all  she  roost  loved. 
Unable  longer  to  control  her  emotion,  the  tears  poured  down  like 
rain;  she  sunk  on  the  bed,  and  throwing  her  arms  round  her  mother, 
buried  her  &ce  in  her  bosom,  sobbing  convulsively,  *  Oh,  mother ! 
speak  one  word  to  your  poor  Mary !  Speak,  dear  mother !  to  your 
own  child,  who  has  no  other  friend  on  the  wide  earth  1' 

We  recoiled  from  the  sad  task  of  telling  her  that  her  mother 
would  never  speak  more.  George  whispered  me,  '  This  afflicted 
child  needs  a  care  and  tenderness  beyond  that  of  men.'  He  wrote 
a  note  and  despatched  it  by  the  bo/,  entreating  the  presence  and 
assistance  of  his  mother.  The  young  girl  rose,  and  commanded 
herself  sufficiently  to  say,  *  Oh  !  if  you  are  doctors,  do  something  for 
her  V    Sh«  saw  ih»  tears  in  our  eyes,  for  we  could  not  repress 
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them,  and  the  look  of  deep  pity  with  which  we  regarded  her ;  and 
then  it  flashed  like  lightning  through  her  mind  that  her  mother  was 
dead  I  She  shrieked,  and  fell  fainting  at  our  feet.  George's  good 
mother,  ever  expeditious  in  the  cause  of  benevolence,  soon  arrived, 
accompanied  by  two  serving-women  ;  and  we  left  them  to  perform 
the  last  sad  duties  to  the  lifeless  mother,  and  recover  the  almost 
lifeless  daughter.  During  the  two  days  preparatory  to  the  funeral, 
and  also  on  that  day,  Mary  seemed  stupified  by  despair.  She  sat 
constantly  by  the  comn,  her  features  rigid  as  marble,  and  her  tear* 
less  eyes  fixed  immoveably  on  the  corpse.  We  dreaded  to  remove 
the  body,  thinking  that  she  would  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of  grrief 
that  might  sweep  reason  from  its  throne.  Contrary  to  our  expecta- 
tions, she  saw  her  mother  laid  in  the  grave  with  the  same  stony  as- 
pect, without  either  tear  or  lamentatipn.  When  we  returned  to 
Mrs.  Hazlitt's,  we  tried  without  effect  every  effort  to  rouse  her  from 
this  fatal  lethargy ;  when  a  little  Italian  grey-hound,  a  pet  of  her 
mother's,  that  had  been  shut  up  for  fear  of  disturbing  her,  rushed 
hurriedly  into  the  room,  and  jumped  into  the  forlorn  girl's  lap ; 
he  placed  his  paws  on  her  shoulders,  crouching  his  face  close  to 
hers,  and  whined  long  and  mournfully.  She  clasped  the  dog  round 
the  neck,  saying,  'Poor,  poor  Fidele!'  while  the  tears  coursed 
down  her  cheeks.  She  wept  herself  into  a  state  of  entire  exhaus- 
tion ;  save  at  intervals,  when  her  chest  would  heave  with  long,  deep, 
broken  sobs  ;  followed  by  a  low,  wailing,  muttered  moan  of  '  Oh  I 
God  !  give  me  a  quiet  grave  !  Take  home  thy  poor  child,  who  has 
no  one  to  love  her  now  !' 

Mrs.  Hazlitt  pressed  the  sufferer  to  her  heart ;  saying,  '  My  dear 
soul,  I  cannot  try  to  console  you ;  but  just  let  me  whisper,  that  in 
the  future  you  shall  ever  be  to  me  a  most  dear  daughter.' 

Worn-out  nature,  at  last  utterly  exhausted,  sank  into  a  profound 
sleep,  which  lasted  for  twelve  hours*  On  awakening,  her  grief  as- 
sumed a  more  softened  character,  and  she  expressed  fervent  grati- 
tude to  the  kind  friends  by  whom  she  was  surrounded.  By  degrees 
she  gained  serenity.  Her  many  amiable  and  endearing  qualities  won 
the  love  and  esteem  of  all.  But  I  could  soon  see  that  George  had 
met  the  one  whose  destiny  was  to  blend  indissolubly  with  his.  There 
existed  that  mysterious  harmony,  that  intuitive  understanding,  that 
instantaneous,  eloquent,  yet  silent  communion ;  which  reveals,  sym- 
pathizes, and  responds  to  the  whole  being  of  another.  Having 
once  met,  they  had  no  power  to  separate.  Had  the  globe  divided 
them,  they  would  have  been  ever  present,  and  have  thought  but  of 
each  other.  Living  or  dead,  there  was  that  union  of  soul  and  spi- 
rit which  neither  time  nor  death  can  conquer. 

Mary's  father  had  undergone  the  common  fate  experienced  by 
most  of  those  called  '  well-educated  young  men,'  who  settle  as  cul- 
tivators in  the  country  parts  of  Canada.  He  had  in  England  mar- 
ried a  lady  of  a  rank  superior  to  his  o^n,  who  by  so  doing  had 
offended  her  relations.  They  each  had  some  property,  and  dazzled 
by  the  favorable  accounts  that  are  usually  given  of  new  countries, 
united  to  the  eager  wish  that  the  English  always  have  of  becoming 
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large  caltivators,  determined  them  to  emigrate  to  the  Canadas.  Mr. 
Carlton  was  represented  to  me,  by  those  who  had  known  him,  as 
an  indolent  gentlemanly  man,  of  more  than  ordinary  acquirements. 
He  had  graduated  at  Oxford  with  more  than  usual  ^clat,  and  was 
one  of  those  who  would  have  been  an  ornament  to  polished  society, 
but  had  had  the  very  worst  possible  education  for  a  settler  in  a  new 
country.  He  could  talk  of  all  things  and  do  none,  in  a  situation 
where  work  was  imperative  and  words  useless.  Year  after  year 
frittered  away  in  contemplated  improvements,  and  year  after  year 
found  them  in  a  hut,  shrouded  in  the  woods  in  summer,  and  buried 
in  the  snow  in  winter.  He  had  neither  the  strong  arm  nor  perse- 
vering industry  of  the  laborer,  nor  the  ready  invention  and  unre- 
mitting energy  of  the  man  of  business ;  and  while  he  saw  those 
who  were  considered  infinitely  his  inferiors,  every,  day  rising  in  the 
social  scale,  and  himself  descending,  he  remained  wholly  uncon- 
scious of  his  own  defects,  and  blindly  thought  that  it  was  owing  to 
fortuitous  circumstances,  which  had  favored  their  endeavors  and 
frustrated  his  own.  His  yielding  character,  easily  impressed  by 
events  and  circumstances,  accommodated  itself  to  his  fallen  for- 
tunes. His  chief  amusement  was  gunning  and  fishinfi^:  by  degrees 
he  sank  into  a  neglected,  unshaven,  rough-shod,  Robinson  Crusoe- 
looking  creature ;  'tod  no  one  could  have  recognized  the  gay,  fash- 
ionable, elegant  Henry  Carlton,  who  a  few  years  before  had  won 
the  heart  9?  rank  and  beauty.  He  surrendered  the  farm  to  the 
management  of  two  laborers,  who  contrived  to  supply  the  family 
and  themselves  with  provisions.  His  poor  wife,  tenderly  nurtured, 
and  still  attached  to  him ;  for  vrith  all  the  tenacious  affection  of  wo- 
man, she  thought  of  him  as  he  once  had  been ;  suffered  privations 
that  gradually  undermined  a  naturally  strong  constitution.  Not 
knowing  that  the  land  was  mortgaged,  she  indulged  a  hope  that 
could  they  sell,  her  husband  might  yet  be  restored  to  himself  and 
society. 

In  the  mean  time,  their  little  girl  was  her  only  solace ;  the  intui- 
tive quickness  of  the  child  had  enabled  her  to  gain  from  her  mother 
in  solitude  all  those  graces  which  it  is  supposed  an  introduction  to 
society  alone  can  confer.  Year  after  year  passed  by,  each  dimin- 
ishing something  from  their  slender  stock  of  comforts ;  and  as  they 
diminished,  his  love  of  stimulants  and  sullen  apathy  increased.  He 
talked  of  applying  to  his  friends  in  the  old  country,  to  solicit  some 
situation  for  him  under  government ;  when  one  day,  in  the  midst  of 
these  procrastinations,  death  suddenly  surprised  him.  '  Oh !  but  it 
was  woful  and  nevei[  to  be  forgotten,'  as  poor  Mary  once  said  to  me, 
'  to  be  alone  in  the  deep  woods,  with  a  dead  father  and  distracted 
mother !  I  tried  to  remember  that  Gtod  was  our  heavenly  Father, 
but  at  times  I  would  almost  forget  it !'  Mrs.  Carlton  felt  that  she 
had  not  long  to  live,  and  thought  she  would  return  with  her  daugh- 
ter to  her  own  country ;  and  she  hoped  that  her  friends,  softened 
'by  her  sufferings,  would  not  refuse  to  a  dying  mother  protection  for 
iier  innocent  and  beautiful  daughter.  She  visited  the  lawyer  who 
Itad  bought  the  land  which  had  proved  such  a  fatal  speculation, 
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with  the  inteBtion  of  disposing  of  it  at  any  price ;  hut  what  was  the 
surprise  and  alarm  of  this  unfortunate  lady,  to  find  that  it  was  then 
advertised  for  sale,  to  close  a  hond  and  mortgage  ;  and  that  she  was 
an  indigent  stranger  in  a  foreign  country,  without  the  means  of 
even  procuring  a  shelter  for  herself  and  daughter. 

On  leaving  the  lawyer's  office,  she  met  a  poor  Irish  woman  to 
whom  she  had  rendered  assistance  some  years  hefore,  when  living 
in  the  country.  This  grateful  creature  had  never  forgotten  her  hene- 
factress,  and  had  often  prayed  for  the  hlessing  of  God  to  fall  on  the 
good  lady  who  had  helped  her  in  her  sore  trouble ;  and  when  she 
saw  her  changed  appearance,  of  as  she  expressed  it, '  the  heart- 
sorrow  heavy  on  her  countenance,'  she  could  not  refrain  from  grasp* 
ing  her  hand,  and  o£fering  her  sympathy  and  service  in  all  ways. 
At  that  moment  Mrs.  Carlton  felt  that  her  child  and  herself  were 
outcasts  on  the  earth ;  that  among  the  whole  human  family  there 
was  no  one  place  of  admittance  for  them.  When  the  tones  of 
kindness  and  commiseration  met  her  ear,  they  swept  away  all  arti- 
ficial distinctions  ;  and  the  high-^horn  bowed  her  head  on  the  neck 
of  the  humble  washer-woman,  and  wept  aloud.  Peggy  0*Brian 
supported  the  unhappy  lady,  and  entreated  her  to  come  into  her 
poor  place  and  rest  until  she  was  more  composed.  Mrs*  Carlton 
made  no  scruple  of  telling  Peggy  her  destitute  condition.  '  Stay 
here,  and  a  thousand  welcomes !'  said  the  kind-hearted  creature ; 
'  until  it  plaze  the  ^eat  God  in  his  mercy  to  do  something  better  for 
yez.*  The  miserable  woman  was  thankful  for  even  this  humble 
shelter,  until  she  could  arrange  her  ideas,  and  decide  upon  what  was 
best  to  be  done. 

But  her  troubles  in  this  world  were  soon  to  end.  The  unnatural 
tension  to  which  she  had  strained  her  nerves,  in  the  endeavor  to 
combat  and  repress  her  feelings  during  the  day,  acting  on  an  en- 
feebled and  diseased  constitution,  caused  a  sudden  rupture  of  a 
blood-vessel  on  the  brain,  which  those  around  her  had  mistaken  for 
a  fainting-fit,  to  which  she  had  been  subject  for  some  time ;  and  it 
was  on  this  eventful  evening  when  our  unavailing  services  were  re- 
quired, that  gave  Mary  to  the  friends  who  aflerward  loved  her  so 
dearly.  There  was  an  unconscious  grace  and  sincerity  in  all  she 
said  and  did,  that  sprang  from  a  truthful  nature,  and  innate  sense 
of  propriety,  unchecked  by  rules  of  art.  Her  nature  was  noble, 
child-like  and  affectionate.  The  simple  life  she  had  led  in  the 
forest,  with  a  few  books,  birds  and  flowers  for  her  chief  amuse- 
ments, stimulated  neither  vanity  nor  selfishness,  and  lefl  no  craving 
for  false  excitement ;  and  she  could  never  seem  to  understand  the 
eager  craving  of  the  many  after  fine  clothes,  fine  houses,  and  fash- 
ionable amusements.  Her  life  had  always  been  in  the  affections ; 
they  were  to  her  the  essence  of  existence,  the  source  of  all  bliss. 
She  had  grown  up  in  solitude,  in  intimate  communion  with  her 
own  soul  and  inanimate  nature ;  which  had  revealed  to  her  almost 
childish  simplicity,  high,  wise,  holy  and  beautiful  truths,  as  uncon- 
sciously as  we  unfolding  flowers  receive  beauty  and  perfume ;  and 
if  not  thoroughly  educated,  according  to  the  ideas  of  a  boarding- 
school  miss,  she  was  certainly  a  most  lovely  and  loving  woman. 


386  Stray  Leaves  from  Family  HkUny,  [May, 

George  and  Mary  were  married,  amid  the  ^ood  wishes  of  alL 
Seven  years  of  unchanging  happiness  flew  rapidly  by,  when  they 
had  the  great  sorrow  to  lose  that  excellent  and  much-loved  mother, 
to  whom,  under  God,  they  owed  all  obligations.  WilKam  had  mar- 
ried a  splendid,  queenly-looking  English  woman,  with  a  heart  and 
mind  as  noble  as  her  appearance ;  one  who  was  an  honor  to  his 
house  and  name,  and  fully  capable  of  sustaining  his  reputation  at 
home  or  abroad.  He  was  now  advanced  to  the  highest  law-office 
in  the  province,  that  of  Chief  Justice,  which  had  never  before  been 
held  by  so  young  a  man,  or  by  a  Canadian  bom.  It  was  in  vain 
that  he  endeavored  to  kindle  the  ambition  of  George.  '  No,  no !' 
he  would  laughingly  reply,  '  Mary  and  I  are  two  shade-loving  flow- 
ers, that  bloom  brightest  in  the  privacy  of  home.  What  monarch,' 
he  would  say,  resting  his  eyes  fondly  on  his  adoring  wife, '  ever  had 
such  an  eflicient  prime  minister]  or  such  aflectionate  subjects V 
giving  a  fatherly  glance  toward  the  children.  '  No ;  I  am  contented 
to  be  the  father  of  a  happy  family ;  and  Mary  would  rather  be  the 
mother  of  my  children  than  to  have  a  crown  placed  on  her  brow.' 

They  had  been  married  ten  years,  each  one  bringing  an  added 
store  of  joy  and  content,  when  Dr.  Hazlitt  received  a  letter,  in- 
forming him  that  the  decease  of  a  distanti  relation  in  the  old  coun- 
try had  left  at  his  disposal  a  large  fortune,  the  arrangement  of  which 
required  his  personal  attendance  in  Quebec.  August  had  com- 
menced, and  it  was  rather  later  in  the  season  than  he  would  have 
chosen  to  make  the  journey ;  but  he  hastened  his  departure  in  con- 
sequence of  information  which  he  had  received  respecting  an  ille- 
gitimate brother ;  for  his  father,  like  most  young  JBnglishmen  at 
that  time  in  the  army,  had  been  very  wild  in  his  youth ;  and  the  sin 
of  the  father  was  visited  sorely  on  the  children.  Mrs.  Hazlitt,  afler 
the  death  of  her  husband,  sought  out  the  mother  of  this  boy,  and 
offered  to  make  a  suitable  provision  for  him,  and  to  pay  for  his  edu- 
cation at  school,  if  she  would  promise  not  to  use  any  counteracting 
influences  against  the  plan  of  life  that  was  proposed  for  him.  He 
was  a  boy  of  more  than  common  abilities,  and  although  fourteen, 
thb  noble-minded  woman  thought  that  good  instruction  and  exam- 
ple, such  as  would  enable  him  to  earn  a  comfortable  and  respecta- 
ole  livelihood,  might  prevent  him  from  falling  into  that  course  of 
evil  which  a  longer  residence  with  his  mother  would  infallibly  en- 
tail. The  mother  refused  this  offer,  partly  from  a  natural  fond- 
ness for  the  boy,  who  was  very  handsome  and  witty,  and  partly  as 
his  reckless  daring  and  pointed  remarks  had  made  him  a  kind  of 
pet  among  the  officers,  who  frequently  gave  him  money  for  becom- 
xa^  their  agent  in  various  tricks  that  the  re^ments  were  continually 
playing  off  against  each  other.  ^  He  likewise  had  an  exceedingly 
melodious  voice;  and  the  songs  of  'the  warbler,'  as  he  was  nick- 
named, were  rewarded! with  a  liberality  that  gratified  the  cupidity 
of  the  mother,  for  he  always  divided  with  her  his  earnings.  ThuB» 
from  the  unfortunate  situation  of  this  poor  boy,  his  very  talents 
proved  the  most  fatal  enemies  to  his  well-doing.  A  few  years  after 
Mrs.  Hazlitt  left  Quebec,  she  heard  that  this  young  man  had  en- 
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listed ;  and  that  shortly  after,  a- court-martial  had  found  him  guilty 
of  insubordination  and  disobedience  to  orders,  for  engaging  in  a 
personal  encounter  with  a  young  officer  who  had  insulted  a  girl  to 
whom  he  was  attached.  Having  been  severely  punished  and  dis- 
gracedy  contrary  to  all  his  ideas  of  natural  justice,  he  deserted ;  first 
taking,  in  the  presence  of  several  comrades,  a  solemn  oath  of  un- 
dying revenge ;  which  he  so  faithfully  kept,  that  a  few  days  after 
the  body  of  his  oppressor  was  found  floating  on  the  St.  Lawrence, 
with  the  black  mark  of  a  death-grip  around  his  throat.  Search  was 
made  in  every  direction  for  the  deserter  and  murderer;  but  he 
seemed  to  have  vanished,  and  it  was  supposed  that  he  had  evaded 
his  pursuers  and  escaped  to  the  States. 

About  the  time  that  Greorge  came  of  age,  this  unfortunate  met 
him  in  secret,  and  disclosed  to  him  their  near  relationship.  Desti- 
tute almost  to  starvation  ;  the  law  his  foe,  even  unto  death ;  many 
enemies,  and  no  friends  ;  he  resolved,  as  a  last  resource,  to  appeal 
(although  with  the  inconstancy  of  the  wretched,  he  denied  that  man 
had  feeling)  to  the  sympathy  of  his  more  fortunate  brother.  Natu- 
rally imperious  and  arrogant,  misfortune,  injustice  and  insult  had 
stimulated  and  concentrated  these  feelings  into  a  ferocious,  sullen, 
gloomy  pride,  that  disdained  man  and  defied  heaven.  From  the 
misdeeds  of  a  few  he  falsely  judged  that  all  were  wicked,  cruel  and 
deceitful ;  that  law  was  tyranny,  religion  hypocrisy,  man  a  monster 
and  God  a  fiction.  The  virtues  of  mankind  seemed  to  him  but  a 
long  catalogue  of  mean  vices :  to  his  diseased  nature,  the  vilest 
criminal  seemed  not  the  worst  but  the  most  unfortunate  of  man- 
kind. George  saw,  imderstood,  and  though  horror-struck  at  the 
distorted  moral  vision  of  the  almost  frenzied  creature,  felt  also  great 
compassion  and  pity  for  his  dreadful  sufferings ;  and  hoped  that 
kindness  and  improved  circumstances  might  soften  this  mental  fero- 
city. He  spoke  to  him  in  the  kindest  and  most  feeling  manner,  and 
divided  with  him  that  portion  of  fortune  which  he  received  on  com- 
ing of  age.  He  likewise  entreated  him,  in  case  of  any  emergency, 
to  apply  to  him,  and  he  would  always  assist  him  to  the  extent  of 
his  power.  The  apparently  hardened  man  was  so  overcome  by 
this  unexpected  sympathy,  that  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  hand,  but 
could  not  conceal  the  tears  that  trickled  through  his  fingers.  '  I 
thought  to  have  hidden  them,'  said  he, '  but  I  cannot.  I  am  ashamed 
for  my  folly ;  tears  have  never  been  in  my  eyes  but  pnce  since  boy- 
hood ;  it  was  when  they  laid  my  misguided  mother  in  her  grave  ; 
and  from  that  until  the  present  time,  a  kind  word  or  a  good  wish 
has  never  met  my  ear.  But  farewell  V  continued  he,  giving  George 
a  grip  of  the  hand  which  left  a  mark  for  many  days ;  '  we  shall  per- 
haps meet  again — I  a  wiser  and  better  man.  If  all  had  been  like 
you,  I  might  have  believed  that  a  God  had  created  them  I' 

George  had  often  felt  anxious  for,  but  had  never  heard  any  thing  of 
his  unfortunate  brother,  until  the  present  time ;  when  he  had  strong 
reasons  for  believing  that  he  lay  m  jail  at  Quebec,  waiting  trial  for 
a  capital  crime.  To  ascertain  the  truth  of  this  information.  Dr. 
Hazlitt  determined  to  undertake  the  journey  instantly ;  for  should 
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his  suspicions  prove  true,  he  resolved  to  procure  good  counsel,  and 
employ  means  that  would  insure  a  fair  trial.  It  was  the  first  time 
that  Mary  and  he  had  ever  parted  ;  and  she,  with  that  apprehensive 
affection  which  in  woman  always  accompanies  true  devotion, 
grieved  as  if  they  would  never  meet  more.  To  all  the  rallying  re- 
monstrances of  her  friends  she  would  reply,  *  My  heart  sank  so  low 
when  we  parted,  that  it  will  never  rise  again.  My  soul,  penetrated 
by  illimitaole  affection,  feels  as  if  it  had  entered  the  dark  shades  of 
futurity,  and  there  beheld  implacable  Death  parting  us  forever.'  We 
knew  that  it  was  vain  to  reason  vnth  such  excited  feeling,  but  trusted 
that  time  and  good  news  would  instil  brighter  hopes.  As  soon  as 
could  be  expected,  we  received  a  letter  ft'om  George,  saying  that 
he  never  was  in  better  health,  that  his  business  could  be  despatched 
expeditiously,  and  that  he  should  soon  be  with  us  again.  Over  the 
fate  of  his  unfortunate  brother  there  still  hung  the  same  uncertain- 
ty ;  for  the  man  whom  he  felt  anxious  to  have  seen  had  broken  jail 
and  escaped,  previous  to  his  arrival  in  Quebec.  We  were  all  de- 
lighted at  the  prospect  of  Doctor  Hazlitt's  quick  return,  and  I  and 
the  children  busily  engaged  ourselves  in  planning  demonstrations 
and  devices  of  welcome ;  but  the  forced  voice  and  wintry  smile  of 
Mary,  for  she  endeavored  to  take  an  interest  in  all  our  little  plans, 
told  plainly  that  she  had  not  conquered  her  former  presentiment  of 
evil. 

The  time  that  we  had  so  joyfiilly  anticipated  came,  passed,  but 
brought  no  tidings  of  the  fhend,  father,  husband.  The  inclement 
vdnter  of  the  north  set  in,  but  there  was  a  vacant  place  at  the  fire- 
side, an  absence  of  that  joy-giving  presence  that  had  shed  sunlight 
over  all.  We  could  not,  we  would  not  despair ;  but  with  low  faint 
words  quivering  on  white  lips,  whispered  to  each  other  of  hopes 
which  fear  belied.  We  passed  that  long  virinter  on  the  rack  of  sus- 
pense ;  and  though  patient  and  uncomplaining  as  an  angel,  the  life 
was  daily  going  out  of  poor  Mary.  To  all  our  attempts  at  solace 
she  would  but  reply,  '  He  has  died,  for  he  comes  not — he  comes 
not !'  We  wrote  repeatedly  to  our  friends  in  Quebec ;  but  all  the 
information  that  we  could  gain  from  them  was,  that  they  had  seen 
him  leave  that  city  in  a  birch  canoe,  with  two  habitans  as  oars- 
men, who  on  their  return  averred  that  he  had  paid  and  discharged 
them  at  Montreal,  as  they  wished  to  return  to  their  families.  The 
mail  was  then  in  the  winter  slowly  dragged  overland  by  dogs  har- 
nessed to  a  wooden  sledge  ;  and  consequently  many  long  weeks  had 
to  elapse  before  we  could  receive  answers  to  our  letters.^  We  as- 
certained that  he  had  been  seen  some  days'  journey  above  Montreal, 
alone  in  his  canoe  ;  and  that  shortly  after,  an  early  winter,  accompa- 
nied  by  a  violent  snow-storm,  had  set  in  with  unusual  severity.  We 
tried  to  make  each  other  believe  it  possible  that  he  might  have  been 
detained  in  some  out-of-the-way  place,  from  which  he  could  not  stir, 
nor  get  word  until  the  weather  moderated.  But  this  delusive  hope 
grew  out  of  our  very  fears,  for  we  all  felt  convinced  that  Greorge 
would  have  overcome  every  obstacle,  save  sickness  or  death,  for  me 
pleasure  of  being  with  his  beloved  family.    It  almost  broke  my 
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heart  to  see  such  a  fair  scene  of  happiness  vanishing  from  the  earth ; 
'  for  being  an  orphan,  all  my  natural  affections  from  boyhood  had 
twined  in  relationship  with  this  delightful  family.  The  early  spring 
saw  us  bend,  mourners,  over  the  lifeless  corpse  of  her  who  had  so 
long  reigned  in  our  hearts,  and  the  cold  dark  grave  forever  hid  from 
our  eyes  the  sweetest,  best,  and  most  endearing  of  women.  As 
soon  as  it  was  possible  I  searched  diligently  every  hamlet,  and  I  may 
say  almost  every  house  between  York  and  Quebec ;  but  the  fate 
of  our  friend  was  an  impenetrable  mystery,  apparently  forever  hid- 
den from  our  knowledge ;  although  aflerward,  time  and  God's  will 
most  unexpectedly  disclosed  all  its  horrors. 

Many  years  aflerward.  Chief  Justice  Hazlitt,  on  his  way  to  Mon- 
treal, at  a  late  hour  of  the'  evening,  stopped  at  the  little  town  of 
Three  Rivers.  He  had  just  made  himself  comfortable  in  mine  host's 
best  room,  and  was  sitting  in  dressing-gown  and  slippers,  enjoying 
the  warmth  of  a  bright  fire,  which  after  a  cold  day's  ride  in  a  driz- 
zlinor  north-easter,  seemed  a  perfect  luxury  to  his  chilled  frame. 
Beside  the  Judge  stood  an  antique-looking  little  candle-stand,  cov- 
ered with  a  fringed  napkin.  On  it  was  a  bottle  ;  not  one  of  those 
tall,  slim,  stiff,  constrained,  stingy,  fraudulent-looking  bottles,  that 
promise  more  than  they  yield,  but  a  fat,  jolly,  comfortable,  con- 
scientious bottle  of  good  old  port ;  if  we  might  judge  by  the  speci- 
men which  gleamed  up  so  brightly  from  the  filled  wine-glass  that 
stood  most  lovingly  by  its  side.  The  walls  of  the  small  room  were 
nicely  white- washed ;  the  unpainted  pine  doors,  window-cases,  and 
floor  were  of  the  most  scrupulous  cleanliness,  and  almost  polished  ' 
with  reiterated  scrubbings.  A  ^ew  bi*ight-colored  engravings  looked 
down  with  a  borrowed  cheerfulness  on  the  warm,  tidy,  well-lighted 
little  apartment.  The  light  green  blinds  hung  square  and  neat  be- 
fore die  windows.  Each  end  of  the  mantel-piece  was  graced  by 
unusual  and  extraordinary  ornaments  for  that  part  of  the  country ; 
in  the  shape  of  two  tall  real  silver  candle-sticks,  that  came  from 
France  witb  the  grand-mother  of  the  good  hostess,  and  which  were 
considered  as  the  grandest  exhibition  of  wealth  that  had  ever  been 
seen  entire  in  those  parts  :  in  each  burnt  a  wax  candle,  in  honor  of 
the  illustrious  guest.  Exactly  in  the  middle  of  the  mantel-piece 
stood  a  very  small  old-fashioned  clock,  in  a  dark  wooden  case,  with 
a  round,  curious-looking  face,  about  the  size  of  an  old-fashioned 
watch.  It  looked,  between  its  two  firm  companions,  very  much  like 
a*  carefully-kept,  well-to-do,  round-headed,  high-shouldered  old 
bachelor  between  two  prudish  old  maids.  The  hickory  fire  crackled 
and  blazed,  and  so  cheered  and  illuminated  the  little  box  of  a  room, 
that  the  Chief  Justice,  (who  had  just  taken  up  his  glass  of  port,  and 
was  holding  it  between  his  eye  and  the  candle,  and  concluding  that 
if  not  a  ruby  of  the  first  water  it  certainly  was  of  the  very  first  wine,) 
was  all  at  once  struck  with  the  air  of  cheerful  cleanliness  that  gave 
such  a  comfortable  appearance  to  the  small  apartment.  The  little 
old  clock  even  seemed  to  tick  —  and  surely  it  was  the  first  time  such 
a  <idt  was  ever  heard  in  a  tavern  —  *  You  're  welcome !  you  're  wel- 
come 1' 
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Sipping  his  wine,  he  began  to  philosophize ;  and  was  mentally 
repeating,  '  Man  wants  but  little  here  below/  when  his  mind  sud- 
denly reverted  to  the  loss  of  that  dear  friend  who  had  been  his 
heart's  brother.  •  What  a  moral  lesson  George  could  have  read  me 
from  this  nook  of  a  place !'  thought  he ;  when  a  knock  at  the  door 
interrupted  his  reverie.  'Come  in!'  said  His  Honor.  The  door 
opened,  and  in  walked  a  little,  vivacious,  kind-looking  old  gentleman, 
vdio  apologized,  with  all  the  grace  and  urbanity  of  the  French,  for 
intrudmg  on  the  privacy  of  a  tired  traveller.  He  said  that  he  relied 
on  the  goodness  of  the  gentleman  whom  he  addressed  for  his  ex- 
cuse. 

'  No  excuse,  my  dear  Sir,  is  necessary,'  replied  the  Judge ;  *  have 
the  goodness  to  take  a  chair,  for  I  assure  you  that  I  am  indebted  to 
any  cause  that  sends  me  agreeable  society.' 

'  Monsieur  is  too  kind,'  answered  the  old  gentleman,  with  a  cour- 
teous inclination  of  the  head ;  '  and  perhaps  could  little  imagine  the 
pleasure  that  he  would  confer  on  one  lone  debarred  from  social  in- 
tercourse with  men  of  intelligence  and  education.' 

*  I  have  often,'  said  His  Honor,  *  admired  the  heroism,  for  we  can- 
not call  it  any  thing  less,  of  gentlemen  of  your  profession ;  who, 
with  manners  and  talents  that  would  grace  a  court,  and  insure  suc- 
cess in  any  secular  pursuit,  are  content  to  pass  their  lives  in  some 
unheard-of  place,  and  consider  it  their  most  glorious  privilege 
simply  to  do  good.  I  presume  that  I  am  addressing  Monsieur  le 
Cure.' 

*  Monsieur  does  me  too  much  honor  to  suppose  me  worthy  of  the 
holy  office,'  replied  the  old  gentleman,  with  a  reverential  aspect ;  'but 
I  beg  pardon  for  not  introducing  myself.  I  am  but  the  doctor  of  the 
little  village ;  and  my  errand  was  to  beg  that  Monsieur  would  have 
the  goodness  to  see  a  patient  of  mine ;  a  poor  miserable  wretch  that 
I  fear  (here  a  slight  snudder  crept  over  the  old  gentleman,  and  his 
voice  sank  int6  a  lower  key,)  has  some  inexpiable  sin  on  his  con- 
science. He  declares  that  he  cannot  die  until  he  sees  some  one 
worthy  of  trust  from  the  upper  province ;  and  though  held  by  the 
g^asp  of  death,  at  the  mention  of^your  name  he  started  up  with  the 
strength  of  a  well  person ;  and  then  sank,  back,  every  fibre  quiver- 
ing like  an  aspen.  '  I  cannot,  I  cannot !'  muttered  he ;  '  it  is  too 
dreadful  to  meet  him  face  to  face.' 

'  Do  you  know  the  man  1  or  can  you  guess  at  the  crime  he  has 
committed  V  inquired  the  Chief  Justice. 

*  I  know  neither.  Monsieur,'  said  the  doctor ;  *  and  yet  I  may  say 
that  I  know  both ;  that  is,  that  I  have  not  been  assured  of  either  by 
positive  words  or  facts ;  but  that  from  observation,  and  from  the  com- 
paring of  stray  remarks  and  incidents,  I  feel  in  my  own  mind  as 
confident  as  if  possessed  of  the  most  direct  testimony. 

'  That  is,'  replied  the  Judge,  *  you  have  mental  evidence  sufficient 
for  yourself,  but  none  that  you  would  consider  as  proof  to  another.' 

'  Monsieur  is  exactly  right,'  said  the  doctor.' 

'  I  should  like  to  see  this  man/  remarked  the  Judge*  '  Would  it 
be  possible  to-night  V 
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'  I  am  sorry  that  Monsieur  cannot,  but  it  would  be  impossible ;  for 
I  found  it  necessary  to  give  the  poor  unfortunate  as  strong  an  opiate 
as  his  feeble  state  would  allow  of.  If  I  mistake  not,  his  mind  will 
be  calmer  in  the  morning,  although  his  sufferings  in  this  world  will 
probably  terminate  with  to-morrow.     May  God  have  mercy  on  his 

BOUl!' 

'  Then  I  will  postpone  my  journey  until  after  I  have  seen  this 
man  in  the  morning ;  a  few  hours'  hard  riding  will  make  up  for  the 
lost  time.'  , 

'  I  thank  you  much  for  the  kind  interest  you  have  shown,'  said  the 
TOod  doctor,  rising ;  '  and  will  no  longer  trespass  on  your  attention  ; 
but  shall  consider  it  as  a  privilege  to  wait  on  your  Honor  in  the 
morning,  and  conduct  you  to  my  wretched  patient,  whom  I  will  pre- 
pare for  the  interview.' 

'Good  night,  A^onsieur  —  good  night!'  said  the  Judge,  shaking 
him  warmly  by  the  hand ;  *  I  assure  you  it  has  given  me  great  plea- 
sure fo  meet  with  a  man  so  good  and  so  compassionate  as  yourself.' 

*  Doctor  Gauvain  came  in  the  morning,  according  to  appointment, 
to  convey  the  Judge  to  his  patient.  Half  an  hour's  walk  brought 
tbem  to  a  rough-looking  cottage,  built  with  large  pebbles  of  different 
sizes.  It  was  a  wretched-looking  hovel,  and  bore  the  appearance 
of  peculiar  destitution.  The  door  and  window  frames  were  partly 
awry,  from  the  decayed  state  of  the  wood.  The  window,  from 
which  nearly  every  pane  of  glass  had  been  broken,  was  mended  with 
paper,  which  had  become  partially  loosened,  and  hung  in  torn  strips. 
The  patch  which  surrounded  this  forlorn  dwelling  had  been  planted 
with  com  the  previous  summer,  and  the  ragged  old  stalks  were  yet 
standing  on  the  hills  of  naked  washed  earth.  The  Virginia-fence 
was  in  some  parts  thrown  down ;  and  indeed  in  some  places  had 
been  entirely  taken  away.  By  the  side  of  the  hut  were  some  de- 
cayed boards,  which  marked  the  site  of  a  draw-well ;  by  which  the 
long  well-pole  had  fallen,  and  also  three  small  rusty  iron  hoops,  in- 
side of  which  lay  a  remnant  of  old  staves.  On  entering,  the  walls 
of  the  hovel  presented  the  same  ragged,  piebald  appearance  as  the 
outside.  There  was  no  furniture  save  two  or  three  broken  chairs ; 
an  old  bedstead  with  tolerably  good  bedding,  which  the  benevolence 
of  the  good  doctor  had  supplied.  How  poverty-stricken  must  be 
the  poor  creature  that  could  choose  this  wretched  abode  !'  said  the 
Judge  ;  •  but  I  forgot  poverty  has  no  choice.'  The  quick  ear  of  the 
sick  man  however  caught  the  sound  of  the  words ;  for  as  they  came 
forward,  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  sepulchral  voice, '  Happy  must  be  that 
man,  who  can  think  poverty  an  evil !' 

There  was  something  in  the  voice,  changed  as  it  was  by  the  near 
approach  of  death,  that  brought  so  forcibly  and  instantaneously  his 
lost  cousin  into  Judge  Hazlitt's  mind,  that  unconsciously  he  uttered 
the  name  of  *  George.'  '  You  may  call  him,'  said  the  sick  man,  his 
whole  frame  quivering  with  agony ;  and  turning  full  on  him  his 
burning  eyes,  lighted  with  the  wild  intense  glare  of  horror.  '  But 
for  me  he  might  have  come.    I  murdered  him !' 
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*  You  did  not,  you  could  not !'  said  the  Judge,  piteously ;  *  he  never 
harmed  mbrtal  man/ 

'  I  know  it,'  said  the  man  ;  '  and  though  I  hated  all  else,  I  would 
have  thrown  myself —  oh !  cheerfully !  —  between  him  ^.nd  the  dag- 
ger's point.  But  curse  me  !  curse  me  !  —  it  would  be  a  relief  t^ 
hear  man's  curses  1  You  know  not  the  worst ;  he  was  my  bro- 
ther —  my  kind,  good  brother !' 

When  he  heard*  this  declaration,  Judge  Hazlitt  felt  like  one 
awaking  from  a  horrible  dream.  *  The  poor  creature  raves  !'  said 
he,  turning  to  the  doctor.  '  The  person  of  whom  he  speaks  never 
had  a  brother !' 

*  Would  to  God,  it  had  been  so  !'  said  the  other ;  '  and  I  should 
never  have  Ween  an  outcast,  with  a  brother's  blood  on  my  soul,  cry- 
ing to  heaven  for  vengeance !  Give  me  some  brandy  !'  he  added,  to 
the  old  woman  in  attendance,  '  that  I  may  have  strength  to  say  all  I 
wish.' 

He  spoke  in  a  clearer  tone  ;  informed  Judge  Hazlitt  of  hiAiear 
relationship  to  his  beloved  cousin ;  and  added  many  corroborating 
circumstances,  which  convinced  him  of  the  entire  truth  of  the  state- 
ment. He  then  spoke  of  his  neglected  youth :  left  alone,  without 
one  friendly  admonition,  to  the  strong  impulses  of  his  nature ;  sur- 
rounded by  companions  hardened  in  wickedness ;  a  good  feeling 
scarcely  ever  appealed  to,  while  the  bad  ones  were  continually  pro- 
voked. *  I  know,'  said  he,  *  there  were  what  were  called  good  peo- 
ple and  bad ;  and  I  even  thought  that  I  was  among  the  good ; 
because  I  was  profusely  generous  to  those  I  liked,  stood  on  flash 
honor  with  my  friends,  and  would  take  sides7  at  the  risk  of  life  and 
limb,  with  them  against  their  enemies.  From  a  boy  all  the  officers, 
(and  they  were  my  world,)  used  to  praise  me  as  *  a  real  good  fellow;' 
and  many  wished,  in  my  presence,  that  they  had  just  such  a  son. 
He  then  passed  to  his  quarrel,  his  consequent  punishment,  and  mur- 
der of  the  young  ofHcer ;  and  declared  that  until  the  deeper  crime 
of  taking  his  brother's  life  stirred  up  an  avenging  conscience  that 
he  had  always  looked  on  this  deed  as  one  of  codl  retributive  justice. 
*  But  that  awakened  conscience  proclaimed  loudly  to  me  man's  re- 
sponsibility, and  also  convinced  me  of  the  existence  of  a  principle 
capable  of  resisting  temptation.  It  seemed  as  if  remorse  and  suf- 
fering had  bestowed  on  me  a  new  sense,  that  comprehended  the 
whole  tenor  of  my  life ;  that  made  me  understand  the  awful  guilt 
of  the  past,  and  loathe  myself  as  a  demon.  In  the  agony  of  my  an- 
guish I  would  subject  my  flesh  to  torments,  and  the  pain  seemed 
ecstacy !' 

He  spoke  of  his  interview  with  George ;  of  his  brother's  kind- 
ness, and  of  the  ineffaceable  impression  that  it  had  made  on  his  feel- 
ings. *  In  proportion,'  said  he,  '  as  it  gratified  me  to  hate  all  others, 
so  my  wild  nature  gushed  out  in  love  to  him,  without  measure  and 
without  stint.  Debased  as  I  was,  he  called  me  friend  and  brother. 
Yes,  the  good  man  spoke  to  me  as  if  I  were  not  all  vicious ;  as  if 
there  were  still  a  bond  of  common  nature  between  us.    He  even 
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thought  me  capable  of  forming  good  resolutions ;  and  ob !  bow 
miserably  I  bave  fulfilled  bis  generous  bopes  !* 

Overcome  by  weakness  and  emotion,  be  fell  back.  *  I  bave 
more  to  say,  but  I  fear  my  strengtb,'  gasped  the  poor  creature. 

*  Rest  for  a  few  minutes,'  said  the  judge,  compassionately ;  *  great 
has  been  your  guilt,  fearfVil  your  suffering ;  but  the  mercy  of  God 
is  infinite.     Hope !' 

*  Say  not  that  word  hope  V  exclaimed  the  forlorn  wretch ;  it  is 
like  a  glimpse  of  heaven  to  the  damned ;'  and  the  damp  and  pallor 
of  death  settled  on  his  distortSd  countenance  as  he  spoke. 

The  doctor  gave  him  more  stimulants,  and  told  him  to  be,  if  pos- 
sible, calm,  that  he  might  bave  strength  to  say  what  he  wished. 

*  God  grant  it !  God  grant  it !'  said  be,  imploringly. 

After  some  minutes  he  was  able  to  proceed  with  bis  sad  narra- 
tion. He  was  several  times  forced  to  stop,  from  sheer  exhaustion, 
and  dwelt  on  many  circumstances  which  I  shall  pass  over,  or 
scarcely  mention  ;  but  the  substance  of  what  he  told  the  judge  was, 
that  being  reduced  to  the  lowest  ebb  of  poverty,  he  had,  in  the 
summer  of  1810,  joined  partnership  with  a  Dutchman  and  a  Scotch- 
man, for  the  propose  of  cutting  timber  and  constructing  a  raft, 
which  they  proposed  to  float  down  the  river,  and  sell  at  the  best 
market  they  could  find.  They  built  a  log  but  on  one  of  the  Thou- 
sand Islands,  which  they  jointly  inhabited ;  and  on  the  lower  side 
of  the  island  commenced  building  the  raft.  It  was  nearly  comple- 
ted, when  one  afterpoon  he  took  the  skiff  and  went  some  miles  up 
the  river  for  the  purpose  of  fishing,  as  he  had  often  done  before. 
Depending  entirely  for  their  fresh  provisions  on  what  they  eitbbr 
shot  or  trapped,  the  other  two  usually  sent  him  on  that  errand,  as 
be  always  brought  home  plenty  of  game,  and  they  were  poor  sports- 
men, unskilled  m  either  gunning  or  fishing.  Having  caught  what 
fish  they  required,  he  took  his  gun  and  went  on  shore  in  search  of 
game.  This  delayed  him  so  long,  that  he  did  not  return  until  the 
evening.  On  nearing  the  island,  the  Scotchman  was  waiting  for 
him  on  the  shore.  He  told  him  that  during  his  absence  a  traveller 
had  arrived  in  a  canoe,  and  had  requested  shelter  for  the  night ; 
that  they  bad  given  him  leave  to  spread  bis  mattress,  and  that  he 
was  then  asleep  in  the  cabin.  Tbis  information  scarcely  elicited  a 
reply*  for  at  the  time  we  are  speaking  of,  public  accommodations 
were  scarcely  known,  and  a  traveller  thought  himself  happy  to  get 
under  any  shelter  when  the  night  set  in ;  as  often,  for  nignts  toge- 
ther, in  traversing  the  St.  Lawrence,  they  were  obliged  to  make  a 
fire  on  the  shore,  spread  a  mattress  on  the  ground,  drag  the  canoe 
from  the  water,  and  turn  it  bottom  upwards  over  the  mattress,  under 
this  they  crept  for  a  night's  lodging ;  and  ffentlemen  of  the  first 
rank,  unless  provided  with  tents,  were  reduced  to  tbis  mode  of 
bivouac  in  ascending  or  descending  the  St.  Lawrence.  *  It  is  pro- 
bable,' replied  Pierre,  for  that  was  the  name  he  had  assumed  to  bis 
companions,  *  that  if  a  traveller,  he  may  not  have  fared  very  sump- 
tously  to  day,  ancj  might  like  to  make  up  for  a  good  supper  of  fish 
and  birds.'     •  Hush  !'  said  the  other ;  *  we  have  other  work  on  hand 
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than  supper  to-nigbt     The  man  has  money  —  gold,  I  tell  you; 
and  why  should  we  starve  while  others  revel  ]     Hans  and  I  have  i 
planned  it,  and  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it  —  for  we  know  each  other. 
What 's  the  use  of  dodging  behind  a  stump,  when  the  deer  is  in  the 
meadow  V 

He  went  on  to  say  that  they  were  certain  there  was  money,  from 
the  weight  of  the  portmanteau,  and  from  the  sound  that  it  gave  out 
when  he  let  it  fall ;  that  the  gentleman  in  making  his  bed,  had  placed 
this  portmanteau  under  his  mattress  to  raise  the  head,  in  place  of  a 
pillow.  But  durine  the  time  he  was  broiling  a  piece  of  dried  veni- 
son on  the  coals,  with  his  back  to  the  bed,  Hans  rolled  up  a  pair 
of  old  boots  in  a  blanket,  and  substituted  this  for  the  portman- 
teau, which  he  adroitly  conveyed  from  the  house  to  another  part  of 
the  island,  where  he  was  expecting  me.  Hans  proposed  to  nfle  the 
portmanteau,  fill  it  with  the  same  weight,  give  it  exactly  the  same 
appearance  as  at  present,  and  if  possible  convey  it  without  suspi- 
cion into  the  same  place  that  he  had  taken  it  from.  They  un- 
buckled the  straps,  wrenched  off  the  lock,  and  took  out  the  money ; 
then  refilled  and  rebuckled  the  portmanteau,  so  that  from  its  out- 
ward appearance  no  one  could  have  suspected  its  change  of  con- 
tents, and  they  had  good  hopes  that  the  deception  would  pass  in  the 
morning,  without  detection,  as  a  square  piece  of  leather,  buckled 
down  by  two  straps,  covered  the  broken  lock.  They  then  buried 
the  stolen  money.  By  this  time  a  soft  rain  set  in,  and  the  three  re- 
turned to  the  cabin. 

They  always  drank  fi-eely  at  night,  and  usually  staid  up  late,  play- 
ing at  cards  and  dominos.  This  night,  howeve]Fy  they  abstained 
from  car^s,  as  they  wished  the  traveller  to  sleep,  but  mdulged  in 
their  usual  potations  of  whiskey.  Drunk,  and  half-crazed,  Hans 
proposed  to  exchange  the  portmanteau.  On  his  attempt  to  do  so, 
he  stirred  the  traveller,  who  awoke,  and  endeavored  to  defend  his 
property.  In  this  effort  he  overturned  the  staggering  Hans ;  when 
the  other  two,  heated  with  whiskey,  and  maddened  by  the  fall  of 
their  companion,  picked  up  billets  of  wood  from  the  hearth,  and  hit 
the  traveller  over  the  head  and  shoulders  with  such  force  that  they 
fractured  his  scull,  and  he  almost  instantly  fell,  a  dead  man.  So  in- 
toxicated were  the  three  wretches,  that  they  were  not  fully  aware 
of  the  impious  murder  they  had  committed.  On  coming  to  their 
senses  in  the  morning,  they  were  horror-struck  at  the  sight  o£  the 
murdered  man,  whose  gaping  wounds  and  mutilated  form  bore  hor- 
rible testimony  to  their  demoniac  frenzy  of  the  night  before. 

But  we  could  not  attempt  to  depict  the  frantic  agony  of  Pierre 
when  he  discovered  in  the  murdered  man  that  brother  to  whom  he 
felt  such  ardent  gratitude  !  He  tried  to  believe  it  was  some  other, 
who  resembled  him.  But  this  wish  was  quickly  succeeded  by  a  too 
horrible  certainty,  for  numerous  letters  in  the  coat  pocket,  addressed 
to  Doctor  Hazlitt,  incontrovertibly  proved  the  fact  that  he  so  mudi 
wished  to  disbelieve.  The  passionate  nature  of  the  criminal,  stung 
by  remorse,  resembled  the  wildest  insanity.  He  would  instantly 
have  taken  his  own  life,  if  his  companions  had  not  resolutely  over- 
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powered  and  bound  him.  The  men  anxiously  consulted  together 
as  to  the  best  means  of  disposing  of  the  body  and  concealing  their 
crime.  They  laid  the  corpse  on  the  mattress,  and  carried  it  to  that 
part  of  the  island  the  most  remote  from  passing  boats.  Here  they 
laid  down  their  burden  ;  then  brought  the  canoe  that  had  belonged 
to  the  murdered  man,  and  laid  it  over  the  body,  and  on  this  placed 
the  portmanteau,  and  every  scrap  of  clothing  ^ey  could  find ;  over 
all  they  piled  a  large  quantity  of  brushwood  and  small  timber. 
Three  several  times  they  endeavored  to  set  fire  to  the  brush ;  but 
probably  owing  to  the  wood  being  wet  from  the  rain,  or  the  un- 
steady manner  in  which  the  frightened  men  applied  the  fire,  each 
time  they  failed  in  their  efforts ;  and  conscience-stricken,  they  re- 
cognized in  this  failure  the  expressed  wrath  of  an  angry  God,  and 
proposed  to  le^ve  the  island  instantly.  They  went  quickly  to  the 
cabm,  hastily  collected  the  few  remnants  of  personal  property  that 
belonged  to  them,  consisting  chiefly  of  clothing  and  provisions,  and 
hurried  on  board  their  boat ;  rowing  down  the  river,  as  the  current 
aided  their  endeavor  to  put  distance  between  them  and  the  accursed 
spot,  where  they  left,  exactly  in  the  manner  stated  above,  the  un- 
finished raft,  the  buried  money,  and  unburied  corpse.  The  next 
day  the  Scotchman,  who  had  learned  the  trade  of  a  carpenter,  said 
that  he  had  a  cousin  in  that  business  at  the  Three  Rivers,  and 
thought  they  had  better  make  for  that  place,  as  he  might  help  them 
to  get  employment  for  the  winter.  Soon  after  their  arrival  at  this 
place,  the  winter  set  in  with  a  most  rigid  severity,  and  it  was  im- 
possible to  ascertain  if  any  rumor  of  the  murder  had  got  abroad  in 
the  Upper  Province.  But  the  day  was  not  far  distant  when  the 
two  men  were  to  be  summoned  into  the  presence  of  that  omniscient 
Judge,  before  whom  no  secret  is  hid. 

They  had  not  been  many  months  at  the  Three  Rivers,  when  the 
Scotchman  fell  from  the  roof  of  a  house  that  he  was  shingling,  and 
broke  his  neck.  The  Dutchman,  in  his  endeavor  to  break  in  an 
unmanageable  horse,  was  thrown  violently  from  his  back,  with  the 
reins  entangled  around  his  wrist,  by  which  the  furious  animal  drag- 
ged him  a  long  distance ;  and  when  the  poor  mangled  object  was 
rescued,  he  was  one  battered  mass  of  bleeding  flesh ;  and  though 
life  was  not  extinct,  he  was  unable  to  utter  a  word.  *  For  the  curse 
of  God  was  on  us!*  said  Pierre  ;  *  and  I — I  was  accursed  with  life !' 


We  will  draw  a  veil  over  the  horrible  termination  of  the  life  of 
this  unfortunate  man.  To  the  last  moment  he  refused  consolation 
of  friend  or  clergy ;  and  we  can  only  pray  with  the  good  doctor, 
*  May  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul !'  Judge  Hazlitt  was  upon 
government  business  that  it  would  have  been  treason  to  delay.  But 
every  moment  was  one  of  feverish  impatience  until  he  reached  the 
island ;  where  all  things,  with  the  exception  of  the  changes  that  time 
had  wrought,  remained  precisely  as  die  man  had  stated.  There 
stood  the  pile  of  wood,  under  it  was  the  canoe,  and  beneath  it  lay 
the  mouldering  remains  of  the  once  happy  father  and  kind  husband. 
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Judge  Hazlitt  was  a  man  of  strong  nerve  and  resolute  will ;  one 
who  through  life  had  endeavored  to  suppress  the  appearance  of 
emotion.  But  he  could  not  repress  the  tears  that  ran  down  his 
cheeks  as  he  looked  on  that  loved  form,  sacrificed  in  its  prime,  and 
thought  how  it  had  once  stood  before  him,  instinct  with  joy  and  no- 
bleness. '  Ah  !  well,'  said  he,  *  might  the  unhappy  man  who  did 
this  ruthless  deed,  say, '  Cursed  was  the  hour  of  my  birth !' ' 

The  remfiins  of  Dr.  Hazlitt  were  carried  to  York,  now  Toronto, 
and  laid  by  the  side  of  his  beloved  wife.  And  the  money,  the  im- 
mediate cause  of  all  tbe  ^ilt  and  misery,  was  found  buried  in  the 
situation  designated,  die  mterest  of  which  is  dedicated'  to  works  of 
charity ;  for  the  children  declared  that  they  never  could  spend  for 
their  gratification  that  which  caused  the  death  of  both  father  and 
mother. 


THE       SUN-FLOWSR       TO       THB       SUN. 


ar  KIM.  K.  B.  nmm 


Htirttub^  bees  we  out  <m  fihny  wing. 
Dim  Phosphor  slowly  fitdes  adown  the  west. 

And  earth  awakes.    Shine  on  me,  O  my  king ! 
For  I  with  dew  am  laden  and  opprest 


The  night  winds  smote  me  mdely  in  their  play. 
And  coldly  Dian  shed  on  me  her  light ; 

And  stealthily  she  glided  on  her  way 
To  where  Endymion  slept  on  Latmian  height 


Lonff  through  the  misty  elouds  of  rooming  gray, 
We  'to  looked  to  hail  thy  rising  from  yon  sea ; 

Sad  Aiphodel,  that  droops  to  meet  thy  ray. 
And  Juno's  roses,  pale  for  love  of  thee. 


And  I  thy  worshipper,  thy  poor  Panee, 
Turn  ever  towaid  the  reddening  gate  of  mom ; 

For,  Oh !  my  quit  wearies,  waitrng  Uiee, 
Where  low  I  bend  beneath  the  dew  of  mom. 


Bnt,  lo !  thou  lift*st  thy  shield  o*er  yonder  tide ! 

Tlie  my  clouds  flee  before  the  conquering  Sun ; 
Tliou  like  a  monarch  up  the  heaveiM  dost  rMe, 

Andtjoy!  tium  beam'sk  on  me,  Celestial  One  S 
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INDIAN      LAKE. 


BT     OJIX.BB      Z.TOV,      ■  ■  Q  •.      OV     X<  T  O  «  ■  S  A  T.  «  .     VBW-TOmx. 


Bands  of  alTer  now  are  zoneiiig  thj  blue  waveleto  from  the  gbora, 
Windfl  have  oeaaed  their  angry  moaning  —  with  the  day-'Ugfat  they  wen  o'er  $ 
Silent  are  thy  waters  reeting  *neath  the  moonbeamB  cold  and  clear, 
Snow  the  hemlock  trees  are  cresting ;  'neath  them  stsjids  the  fallow  deer. 

By  the  fir-tiees  thickly  growing,  near  a  ridge  of  drifted  snow, 
Is  the  beaver's  dam,  wherii  flowing  waters  whisper  as  they  go ; 
Dreary  winter  now  is  spreading  o'er  the  forest  radiance  bright, 
And  on  hill  and  lake  is  sheddix^  its  rare  carnival  of  light 

Stan  are  gentlest  vigils  keeping,  looking  mildly  in  the  deep, 

Moles  are  o'er  the  light  snow  creeping — ravens  m  the  pine-trees  sleep ; 

In  his  den  the  bear  is  waiting  a  release  from  winter's  chain, 

'Ifid  the  waves  the  otter  iviatmg,  longs  for  lily  floweis  again. 

Moose  neath  giant  trees  are  making  fbr  themselves  a  whiter  park. 
And  the  crash  of  s^lings  breaking  ceases  as  the  foxes  baric ; 
On  a  knoll  are  ash-trees  growing ;  by  them  sports  a  tonid  hare ; 
Beyond  the  mlet's  quiet  wm'mg,  starving  owls  are  watehuig  then  1     ^ 

O'er  the  lake  a  dismal  yellmg  eohos  from  a  distant  glen  f 
T  is  the  wolf,  his  hanger  tel&ig  —  prowling  forth  from  hidden  fen ; 
Now  the  frozen  bouj^  are  stirring,  as  with  boonds  he  dashes  by, 
And  the  partridge  scared,  is  whimng,  with  dark  form  against  the  sky. 

Softly  o'er  the  snow-cmst  stealing,  glides  the  fox  of  silver  gray ; 
To  the  martens'  barrow  wheeling,  quick  he  rushes  on  his  prey ; 
Roused,  the  osprey  now  is  eoreaming,  perched  upon  a  withereid  bough, 
And  the  eagle,  wuted  from  dreaming,  o'er  the  woods  is  sailing  now. 

Hark !  a  horrid  howl  is  thrilling  from  the  mountain  o'er  the  wave ; 
E'en  the  blood  of  beasts  are  chillmg ;  't  was  a  cry  the  panthers  gave  ! 
To  the  lake  a  stae  b  rushing,  goaded  by  their  iron  claws — 
Thioagh  the  winmll  heis  bnuhmg,  followBd  by  their  open  jaws. 

For  the  wave  he 's  wildly  lea]ring,  with  his  antlers  high  m  air. 
Nostrils  wide  distended,  keeping  sinews  plied  hi  stem  despair ; 
Joy!  the  lee  beneath  is  breaking!  breastshe  now  the  orystal  waviB, 
fletrce  the  kMik  his  foes  are  takmg ! — deep  the  cry  of  ragetheygavisl 

llint  the  pasiionB  oft  ore  striving  in  the  forests  of  tbesonl; 
Envy,  Hate  and  Vice  are  drivmg  Virtue  from  her  destined  goal ; 
Still  the  Lake  of  Conscience  beaming.  Truth's  resource  is  set  aparti 
O'er  it  pore  Religion  streamiiig,  the  bright  moonlight  of  the  heart 
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THE      WALKING      GENTLEMAN. 


«  a  ica  im    vou». 


I  HAVE  been  revolving  some  thoughts  in  my  mind  to-night  upon 
CONTENT ;  and  upon  that  text,  if  I  could  have  my  will,  and  be  dictator, 
every  pulpit  in  the  country  should  be  eloquent  for  the  next  six  months, 
instead  of  resounding  with  dry  abstractions,  or  puzzling  plain  peo- 
ple with  knotty  points  of  divinity.  We  are  radically  a  discontented 
people,  loth  to  enjoy  the  present,  in  our  yearnings  after  something 
better,  which  we  hope  and  struggle,  toil  and  contend  for,  in  the  fu- 
ture. No  one  is  satisfied  with  his  present  condition.  One  is  toiling 
for  wealth,  another  wasting  his  life  in  the  chase  for  office.  This  man 
wants  fame,  and  that  fashion.  Many  are  merely  a  better  sort  of  loco- 
motives, living  to-day  here  and  to-morrow  there,  without  any  thing 
worthy,  as  to  the  spiritual  part,  of  the  name  of  home.  Our  restless, 
discontented,  fretful  and  impatient  natures  tend  to  develope  the  re- 
sources and  increase  the  greatness  of  the  country,  but  largely  debar 
ourselves  of  comfort  and  enjoyment.  Neither  young  nor  old  are  con- 
tent. Scheming  and  speculation  expand  almost  into  mania,  ruin 
private  fortunes,  or  render  those  who  really  secure  wealth,  incapable 
of  a  true  enjoyment  of  it  Lust  for  honor  and  emolument  make 
multitudes  unfit  for  laborious  and  pains-taking  occupations,  turn 
honest  mechanics  into  drunken  partisans,  and  breed  up  a  race  of 
young  men,  half  pettifogger,  half  gentlemen  of  leisure,  who  infest 
the  land  like  the  frogs  of  Egypt,  gulling  the  people  and  gaping  for 
office ;  but  who  would,  if  Heaven  had  made  them  contented  with 
their  original  lot,  have  lived  honestly,  and  conferred  some  benefit  on 
the  world,  fitly  provided  with  some  humble  but  respectable  avoca- 
tion. The  good  as  well  as  the  bad  are  discontented.  None  are 
content  to  remain  as  they  are.  Every  one  is  striving  to  thrust  his 
head  higher  and  higher  above  the  elements  that  surround  him.  And 
the  natural  result  is  to  corrupt  even  the  good  ;  to  foster  selfishness, 
and  give  birth  to  the  most  odious  feelings  and  passions.  Where  all 
are  incessantly  striving  to  climb  upward,  some  must  fall,  nay  many, 
and  on  those  that  fall  the  crowd  tramples.  Those  below  will  strive 
to  pull  down  those  above,  and  if  one  misses  his  foothold  no  one  helps 
him  to  regain  it.  It  soon  becomes  a  general  habit  to  rejoice  at  the 
misfortunes  of  our  fellows  ;  to  trumpet  to  the  world  their  faults ;  to 
magnify  their  follies ;  to  give  easy  ear  to  accusations  against  them, 
and  be  glad  when  some  slanderous  tale  goes  abroad  to  blast  their 
reputation  and  ruin  their  fortunes  and  murder  their  families ;  or, 
perhaps  we  originate,  or  at  least  aid  to  spread  abroad  the  lie  that 
slayeth  wife  and  children,  but  gives  us  room  to  step  up  another  round. 
Nay,  it  is  not  long,  under  the  influence  of  this  mtense  selfishness, 
until  we  feel  an  irresistible  emotion  of  gladness,  when  a  rival  dies, 
and  is  removed  out  of  our  path.     We  follow  him  to  the  grave  with 
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dry  eyes,  and  see  bis  little  ones  weep,  without  a  single  thrill  of  pain. 
Such  feelings  make  men  murderers. 

How  many,  many  a  man  has  had  bitter  cause  to  regret,  within  the 
last  ten  years,  to  weep  and  mourn  with  bitter  and  unavailing  anguish, 
that,  when  he  was  happy  and  comfortable  in  his  quiet  humble  home, 
when  no  officer  of  the  law  ever  approached  his  door,  when  his  wife 
and  children  wanted  neither  for  food  nor  clothing,  and  his  house  was 
filled  with  the  light  and  sunshine  of  domestic  peace,  he  did  not  re- 
main content  with  his  lot !  The  broken  merchant,  the  ruined  specula- 
tor, the  bankrupt  politician,  the  briefless,  starving  lawyer,  the  clerks 
in  great  cities,  out  of  employment,  may  in  almost  every  case  trace 
all  their  misfortunes  to  the  spirit  of  discontent.  How  many  young 
men,  every  year  leaving  employments  in  village  or  country,  which 
yielded  them  an  honorable  and  comfortable  support,  plunge  into  our 
great  cities,  those  huge  charnel-houses,  fondly  hoping  for  high  sala- 
ries and  constant  employment !  And  how  many  of  the  number,  find- 
ing every  occupation  already  over-crowded,  sink  gradually  lower 
and  lower,  and  wear  away  their  hopeless  lives  in  base  and  detestable 
employments ! 

And  above  all,  what  supreme  folly  and  infatuation,  nay  almost 
crime,  is  it,  for  one  who  has  a  wife  and  children  dependent  upon  him, 
living  perhaps  in  some  small  and  retired  village,  where  every  one 
knows  and  every  one  respects  him,  earning  by  honest  work  enough 
to  maintain  his  family  ana  rear  his  little  ones  in  comfort,  and  supply 
all  their  moderate  wants,  to  tear  himself  up  by  the  roots  fi-om  the 
soil  in  which  he  flourishes  so  well,  and  upon  a  mere  notion  that  his 
talents  as  a  lawyer  or  capacity  as  a  man  of  business  will  infallibly 
give  him  employment,  wealth,  fame  in  some  great  city,  to  emigrate 
thither,  perhaps  leaving  behind  him  the  graves  of  some  who  have 
been  bom  to  him,  and  made  his  old  home  dear  to  him  because  they 
have  died  in  it ;  carryine  with  him  his  wife  and  children  to  partake 
of  his  new  fortunes  ;  and  so  he  plunges  into  the  vortex.  A  thousand 
men,  his  rivals  in  pursuit  of  the  same  object,  jostle  him  at  eveir  turn. 
He  finds  that  the  talents  and  capacity  which  were  valuable  and  note- 
worthy in  the  village,  are  unnoticed,  unknown  or  disregarded  in  the 
city.  His  little  means,  saved  from  his  fonber  earnings,  gradually 
disappear ;  although,  to  make  them  hold  out  as  long  as  possible,  his 
wife  has  stinted  herself  in  her  comforts,  denied  herself  her  ordinary 
innocent  enjoyments,  and  foregone  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  chil- 
dren adorned,  as  of  old,  with  a  few  harmless  luxuries  of  dress, 
which  once  ministered  to  her  delight  and  pride,  inasmuch  as  their 
sweet  forms  and  faces,  with  those  little  adornments,  seemed  more 
beautiful.  One  trinket  after  another  goes ;  one  comfort  after 
another  is  self-denied ;  and  even  the  step  of  gaunt  Hunger  is  heard 
approaching;  his  heavy  hand  soon  knocks  harshly  at  their  door. 
Alas  !  how  much  misery  and  crime  have  been  thus  created  —  how 
many  buds  thus  been  crushed,  that  would  in  the  old  soil  have  bloomed 
into  beautiful  flowers ! 

How  many  lawyers,  enticed  to  cities  by  the  flatteries  of  their 
friends,  ajod  the  still  more  cogent  whisperiags  of  their  vanity ;  enti- 
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tied  many  of  them,  if  talent  and  learning  would  alone  command 
success,  to  expect  it  as  their  due  ;  lead  miserable  and  disreputable 
lives  1  East,  west,  north  and  south  it  is  the  same.  Hundreds  swaim 
in  every  city.  Out  of  the  number,  how  large,  how  very  large  a  pro- 
portion do  not  earn  wherewithal  to  buy  their  bread  I  Twenty  fail 
where  one  succeeds.  And  if  these  young  men  had  been  content,  if 
their  parents  had  been  content,  if  they  had  been  bred  farmers,  engi- 
neers, mechanics,  how  much  nobler  specimens  of  manhood,  how 
much  happier  human  creatures,  would  they  have  been !  An  end 
must  come  to  this  some  day ;  for  ere  long  it  will  be,  if  it  is  not  now 
the  case,  that  he  who  destines  his  son  to  a  profession,  will  almost 
certainly  destine  him  to  poverty  and  ruin. 

For  me,  thank  God  !  1  am  content.  So  long  as  I  can  keep  my 
^humble  home,  and  a  fire  in  my  erate  in  winter ;  so  long  as  my  wife 
is  not  compelled  to  deny  herself  such  comforts  as  a  moderate  heart 
desires ;  nay,  so  long  as  my  children  do  not  come  round  me  when  I 
am  weaiy  and  sad,  with  their  little,  thin,  pale  faces,  begging  pitifully 
for  bread,  which  I  am  not  able  to  fiimish  them,  I  am  content.  What 
though  I  often  tire  with  long  labor  ?  Those  that  I  love  are  warmly 
dad,  and  plentifully  fed ;  and  while  this  great  wild  earth  is  so  filled 
and  sweltering  with  misery  and  hunger,  so  that  not  one  in  twenty  of 
its  whole  vast  population  has  from  day  to  day  enough  to  eat ;  while 
men  and  women  in  great  cities  freeze  with  cold,  while  they  die  of 
starvation ;  while  wo-wom  women,  with  children  in  their  arms  sit  on 
the  stone  steps  of  the  Astor-House,  and  beg  for  coppers  wherewith 
to  buy  dry  bread ;  while  girls  are  driven  by  hunger  to  prostitu- 
tion and  boys  to  thefl ;  let  those  in  our  Great  West,  who  know  not 
what  cold  or  hunger  means ;  who  can  feed  and  clothe  those  who 
depend  upon  them,  and  rear  them  up  to  become  honest  men  and 
virtuous  women ;  let  them  I  say,  in  God's  name,  be  content.  He 
must  be  poor  indeed,  who  finding  constant  work  to  do,  and  having 
hands  to  do  it  with,  cannot  perfectly  content  himself  with  the 
reflection  that  there  are  countless  multitudes  as  deserving  as  he, 
with  the  same  right  to  be  happy  as  he  has,  to  whom  his  lot  would  be 
a  paradise. 

I  think  with  old  Thomas  Fuller,  who  says :  *  A  man  ought  to  be 
like  unto  a  cunning  actor,  who,  if  he  be  enjoined  to  represent  the 
person  of  some  prince  or  nobleman,  does  it  with  a  grace  and  come- 
liness ;  if  by  and  by  he  be  commanded  to  lay  that  aside  and  play 
the  beggar,  he  does  that  as  willingly  and  as  well.  But  as  it  happened 
in  a  tragedy  (to  spare  naming  the  person  and  place)  that  one  being 
to  act  Theseus,  in  Hercules  Furens,  coming  out  of  hell,  could  not 
for  a  long  time  be  persuaded  to  wear  old  sooty  clothes  proper  to  his 
part,  but  would  needs  come  out  of  hell  in  a  white  satin  doublet ;  so 
we  are  generally  loth,  and  it  goes  against  flesh  and  blood,  to  live  in 
a  poor  and  low  estate,  but  would  fain  act  in  richer  and  handsomer 
clothes,  till  grace,  with  much  ado,  subdues  our  rebellious  stomachs 
to  God's  will.*  

I  WILL  not  so  unceremoniously  take  my  leave  of  Fuller.    Lamb's 


s. 
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extracts  from  bis  works,  though  only  single  bricks  taken  at  ran- 
dom, first  made  me  curious  to  know  him  more  intimately,  and  he 
soon  became  one  of  my  chief  favorites.  I  do  not  know  in  the  lan- 
guage a  more  perfect  composition  than  the  Life  of  AndronicuSi  in 
his  Holy  and  Profane  State.  The  eulogy  upon  Theodoras  the  Pat- 
riarch is  but  a  fair  example  of  the  whole.  It  is  infinitely  beautiful : 
'  Soon  afber  his  retiring,  he  ended  his  life ;  we  need  not  inquire  into 
his  disease,  if  we  consider  his  age,  accounting  near  fourscore  and 
four  winters  :  and  well  might  his  years  be  reckoned  by  winters,  as 
wanting  both  springs  and  summers  of  prosperity,  Hying  in  constant 
afiiiction ;  and  yet  the  last  four  years  made  more  wounds  in  his 
heart  than  all  the  former  ploughed  wrinkles  in  his  face.  He  died, 
not  guilty  of  any  wealth,  who  long  before  had  made  the  poor  his 
heirs,  and  his  own  hands  his  executors.  After  hearty  prayers  that 
religion  might  shine  when  he  was  set,  falling  into  a  pious  medita- 
tion, he  went  out  as  a  lamp  for  lack  of  oil ;  no  warning  nroan  was 
sighed  forth  to  take  his  last  farewell,  but  even  he  smiled  himself  into 
a  corpse ;  enough  to  confute  those  that  they  belie  Death  who  call 
her  grim  and  gp^^J/t  which  in  him  seemed  lovely  and  of  a  good 
complexion.  The  few  servants  he  left  proportioned  the  funeral 
rather  to  their  master's  estate  than  deserts,  supplying  in  their  sor- 
row the  want  of  spices  and  balm,  which  surely  must  be  so  much 
the  more  precious,  as  the  tears  of  men  are  to  be  preferred  before 
gums,  which  are  but  the  weeping  of  trees.' 

Poverty  of  ideas  often,  like  a  shallow  purse,  hides  itself  in  brave 
and  gaudy  dress,  got  on  credit.  The  race  of  orators  at  the  present 
day,  as  well  as  that  of  writers,  generally  in  this  respect  is  under 
vast  obligation  to  the  tailor.  How  little  of  this  is  there  in  the  older 
writers !  Their  thoughts  often  seem  to  have  taken  little  care  in 
what  garb  they  should  be  dressed ;  and  yet,  in  all  the  real  and  in- 
trinsic excellencies  of  style,  how  far  are  they  our  superiors !  Let 
one,  for  instance,  sit  down  to  the  first  two  cahtos  of  Childe  Harold, 
with  the  purpose  of  noting  how  many  tame  and  weak  lines  of  mere 
surplusaee  are  introduced  in  order  to  make  out  the  rhymes ;  and 
let  him  men  read  the  same  number  of  stanzas  in  the  Fa^ry  Queen. 
He  will  speedily  arrive  at  an  appreciation  of  the  difference.  And 
yet  Byron  www  a  great  poet.  But  our  speakers,  and  especially  those 
who  address  the  ears  of  Buncombe  on  the  floor  of  Congress,  totally 
debauch  and  corrupt  the  public  taste.  Demosthenes,  speaking  for 
the  crown,  would  have  had  time  to  spare  under  the  half-hour  rule. 
Tompkins,  speaking  for  *  grandeur,'  needs  a  day,  or  jrrumbles  that 
the  right  of  speech  is  invaded.  The  nervous  classicism  of  Webs- 
ter, his  genuine,  plain,  unfurbelowed  English,  reminds  us  of  the 
great  masters  of  the  art ;  but  the  stump-haranguers  of  the  House 
seem  to  have  studied  in  the  school  of  Curran ;  and  totally  forget- 
ting that  his  ideas,  like  Burke's,  were  only  dressed  in,  and  not  ovei^ 
loaded  or  oppressed  by,  the  drapery  of  imagination,  to  have  arrived 
only  at  high-sounding  periods  and  mouthing  declamation.  I  com- 
mend to  them  the  advice  of  Fuller :  *  To  doihe  louhcrei^pmg  matter 
wUh  kighrfiawn  language^  u  wA  fine  fancy  ^  iutjtaijbokry.    It  rather 
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loads  than  raises  a  wren  to  fasten  the  feathers  of  an  ostrich  to  her 
wings.  Some  men's  speeches  are  like  the  high  mountains  in  Ire- 
land, having  a  dirty  bog  on  the  top  of  them  :  the  very  ridge  of  them 
in  high  words  having  nothing  of  truth,  but  what  rather  stalls  than 
delists  the  auditor.' 

The  greatest  excellence  of  style  is  simplicity.  Its  ^ndeur,  like 
that  of  a  Greek  statue,  should  arise  from  the  soul  which  the  art  of 
the  sculptor  causes  to  breathe  in  every  lineament  and  muscle.  In 
this  respect  some  passages  of  Webster's  have  not  been  approached 
in  modem  days.  There  is  a  stem,  cold,  haughty  spirit  breathing 
through  them  that  makes  them  models.  He  has  never  been  more 
unsuccessful  than  when  he  has  momentarily  been  seduced  into  un- 
conscious imitation  of  Burke.  Chatham  is  said  to  have  had  half  of 
Barrow  by  heart,  and  to  have  formed  his  style  upon  that  of  the  great 
divine.  Fop  a  young  speaker,  Curran  and  Phillips  are  the  wont 
possible  models.  The  former  is  unapproachable  ;  it  is  almost  im- 
possible to  imitate — it  is  easy  to  caricature  him.  The  latter  was 
himself  almost  a  caricature.  Grrattan  may  be  studied  with  much 
more  profit ;  and  with  a  proper  care  against  their  Latinisms,  Bacon 
and  IVlilton  are  the  most  profitable  studies,  even  upon  the  score  of 
style.  Now  and  then  there  is  a  wonderful  passage  in  Browne, 
where  magnificence  of  language  is  merely  the  graceful  mail  that 
covers  the  glorious  thought  and  idea.  I  remember  one  which  I  am 
sure  has  caused  me  more  thought,  and  given  me,  in  the  humility  of 
my  condition,  more  consolation,  dian  any  passage  I  ever  read,  al- 
though my  vanity  is  not  so  inordinate  as  to  apply  all  his  expressions 
to  myself.  He  says :  "T  is,  I  confess,  the  common  fate  of  men  of 
singular  gifts  of  mind  to  be  destitute  of  those  of  fortune ;  which 
do&  not  any  way  deject  the  spirit  of  wiser  judgments,  who  tiio- 
roughly  understand  the  justice  of  this  proceeding ;  and,  being  en- 
riched with  higher  donations,  cast  a  more  careless  eye  on  these  vul- 
gar parts  of  felicity.  It  is  a  m^U  unjfiut  ambition  to  denre  to  engroa 
the  mercies  of  the  Almighty^  not  to  be  content  toith  the  goods  of  mind, 
toithout  a  possession  of  those  of  body  orfortume;  and  it  is  an  error  worse 
than  heresy  to  adore  these  complimental  and  circumstantial  pieces 
of  felicity,  and  undervalue  those  perfections  and  essential  points  of 
happiness  wherein  we  resemble  our  Maker.  To  wiser  desires  U  is  satis- 
factum  enough  to  deserve,  though  not  to  enjoy,  the  favors  of  fortune. 
Let  Providence  provide  for  fools ;  H  is  not  partudity  but  equity  in 
GrOD,  who  deals  with  us  but  as  our  natural  parents.  Those  that 
are  able  of  body  and  mind  he  leaves  to  their  deserts ;  to  those  of 
weaker  merits  he  imparts  a  larger  portion ;  and  pieces  out  the  de- 
fect of  one  by  the  excess  of  the  other.' 

How  complete  an  answer  to  those  who,  looking,  as  he  says, 
*  asquint  on  the  face  of  Truth,'  impugn  the  justice  of  Providence 
and  cavil  at  the  order  of  things,  because  the  knavish,  the  corrupt 
and  the  unprincipled  are  prosperous  and  rich  and  honored,  while 
the  honest  and  upright  are  oppressed  with  poverty  and  environed 
by  toil  and  care;  each  during  their  whole  journey  through  the 
world.    Is  it  not  enough  that  a  man  shall  enjoy  thq  unspeakable 
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happiness  of  being  honest,  just,  tme  and  virtuous  ) — and  must  he 
also  greedily  covet  more  than  his  share,  by  asking  wealth  and  honor 
beside  1  Is  it  not  good  to  be  honest  ?  Is  it  not  prosperous  to  be 
virtuous  1 — or  is  there  no  good  and  no  prosperity  except  money,  and 
rank  and  comfort  1  The  greatest  wealth,  the  greatest  honor,  the 
greatest  comfort,  is  to  be  possessed  of  a  conscience  that  never  utters 
a  reproach.  He  who  falls  from  this  condition  into  knavery  and 
guilt,  knows  how  rich  beyond  all  count  he  was  before ;  how  poor 
below  all  imagining  he  is  now. 

How  often  too  die  cause  of  Truth  suffers  from  her  advocates ! 
upon  this  subject,  how  more  often  than  on  any  other !  They  have 
often,  in  striving  to  impose  their  belief  on  others,  ended  with  the 
total  loss  of  their  own.  The  champions  of  religion  peculiarly  need 
to  remember  our  author's  sharp  rebuke :  *  Every  man  is  not  a 
proper  champion  for  Truth,  nor  fit  to  take  up  the  gauntlet  in  the 
cause  of  Verity  :  many,  from  the  ignorance  of  these  maxims,  and 
an  inconsiderate  zeal  unto  Truth,  have  too  rashly  charged  the  troops 
of  Error,  and  remain  as  trophies  unto  the  enemies  of  Truth.  A  man 
may  he  in  as  just  possession  of  Truth  as  of  a  dty,  and  yet  be  forced  to 
surrender :  *t  is  therefore  rar  better  to  enjoy  her  with  peace  than 
to  hazard  her  on  a  battle.' 

But  I  have  wandered  from  my  subject ;  of  my  liability  whereto 
I  notified  the  reader  at  the  commencement,  t  was  discoursing  dis- 
jointedly  of  style^  and  I  return  to  it  again  to  say  a  word  or  two  more 
on  simplicity.  By  that  word  I  do  not  mean  that  the  writer  should 
'  not  have  recourse  to  all  the  powers  as  well  as  the  graces  of  our 
language.  The  stuff  should  be  of  the  richest  and  finest  material, 
but  the  garmenting  made  thereof  for  the  thoughts  should  be  chaste 
and  severe.  One  can  better  understand  than  explain  the  difference. 
"We  can  all  appreciate  the  magnificence  and  grandeur  of  that  King 
of  Thought  and  Language,  the  immortal  Shakspeare  :  we  see  in 
his  works  an  unlimited  command  over  the  language ;  the  richest 
imagery,  the  greatest  brilliancy  of  colonng.  But  when  we  analyaie 
a  passage,  we  find  not  a  word  too  many,  nor  one  that  could  without 
injury  be  exchanged  for  another.  Every  word  is  necessary  to  the 
full  muscular  development  of  the  thought.  His  words  are  the  colors 
of  the  painting  j  they  are  exquisite  in  their  adaptation,  and  the  man-^ 
ner  in  which  they  harmonize  and  soften  one  into  the  other ;  but  yet, 
in  looking  at  the  painting,  we  hardly  think  of  the  tints  and  coloring* 
It  is  the  great  idea  embodied  in  them,  and  speaking  through  them, 
that,  as  in  one  of  Titian's  master-pieces,  enchains  and.inthrals  the 
soul  at  once.  In  Shakspeare  there  are  few  common-places.  Thus 
it  is  that  the  great  artist  is  superior  to  the  dauber,  and  thus  it  is  that 
the  great  painter  or  sculptor  is  the  truest  of  poets.  Unquestiona- 
bly even  in  the  music  of  words  there  is  great  merit;  but  ornament^ 
even  in  music,  is,  however  well  executed,  worthy  of  but  small  praise, 
unless  it  is  calculated  to  add  power  or  beauty  to  the  idea  pei'Vading 
the  whole. 

We  are  too  fond  of  the  meretricious.     Fine  words  take  our  fancy 
captive,  and  the  mob  elevates  every  declaimer  into  an  orator ;  and 
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thus  power  of  intellect  is  out-ranked  by  glibness  of  tongue  and  a 
flourish  of  fine  words ;  and  thus  it  is  that  charlatans  tread  the  quar- 
ter-deck of  the  ship  of  state.  Bolingbroke  must  have  been  a  great 
orator.  I  know  no  writer  who  in  his  language  was  more  artistic. 
I  would  have  him  studied,  not  for  his  philosophy,  but  for  his  style. 
It  is  keen  and  sharp  as  a  Damascus  scimetar ;  there  is  nothing  in 
it  of  the  strained,  unnatural,  or  grotesque ;  all  of  which  is  as  far 
below  true  excellence,  as  the  barbaric  is  below  the  G-recian  taste  in 
architecture.  But  a  truce  to  criticism  :  I  leave  it  to  those  whose 
proper  vocation  it  is,  and  crave  pardon  for  shooting  over  their 
preserves.    I  must  draw  this  paper  to  a  dose. 


MY         '8PRINO 


rHOM    xaS     001CKOM*rX.AQB     BOOK     or     A    VALBTaDXIIAMIAll. 


Lit  poets  praise  thee,  gentle  Spriag ! 

I  cannot,  I  must  e'en  confess ; 
Nor  yet  a  single  oflbrinflr  bring 

In  honor  of  thy  loveuness ; 
YoQ  think  it  strange  ;  it  is  so,  surely-* 

But  in  the  Spring  I  *m  always '  poorly.' 

Those  heated,  bilious  airs  of  thine, 

With  breath  of  flowen  so  fe^grant  ever. 

With  horrid  cruelty  incline 

My  head  to  ache,  with  raging  fever ; 

And  then,  to  crush  thy  potent  spell 
I  dose  myself  with  calomel ! 

Tlien  what  are  all  thy  flowers  to  me  ? 

Thy  glowing  buds,  with  beauty  rife  ; 
Thy  manhy  breath,  that  fearfully 

Threatens  to  rob  me  of  my  life ; 
And  often,  shivering  with  ague, 

I  wish  the  De*U  himself  would  tak»  yon ! 

'T  is  very  hard,  when  thy  bright  sun 
His  giorioQs  mommg  walk  doth  take, 

The  chiUs  all  up  my  back  should  run 
And  every  bone  begin  to  ache  ; 

While  oft,  to  ease  my  reeling  head, 
I  am  constrained  to  go  to  bed. 

Tliere  's  fever  in  thy  flaming  eye, 
There  's  ague  in  thy  chilling  breath ; 

And  though  thy  streams  run  pleasantly. 
Their  murmurs  are  the  voice  of  death ; 

And  then,  thy  evening-dews,  so  damp. 
They  aiways  give  me  such  a  cramp ! 
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Bright  flowan  thon  haat,  of  timj  hiie» 

And  all  thy  hills  are  clad  in  green ; 
But  when  I  look  at  them,  't  is  through 

My  window-curtame'  hateful  screen ; 
I  never  hear  thy  pleasant  rills, 

But  stay  at  home  and — feed  on  pOUi 

Deceitful  Spring !  thy  janndiced  ate 

Clog  up  the  channels  of  each  vein, 
Thv  every  form  of  beauty  wears 

A  fearful  and  a  deadly  stain ; 
Thy  coming  puts  me  on  the  rack* 

with  Epsom  salts  and  ipecac  ! 

Avannt !  companion  of  all  ilia ! 

I  here  fonwear  thee,  and  forever ; 
Thou  dost  engender  doctor's  bills, 

And  inflammation  in  the  liver ; 
Avaunt !  my  yellow  carcass  spare ! 

Go,  feed  thy  appetite  elsewhere  ! 


ADVENTURES    OF    A    YANKEE-DOODLE. 


VaMBBR    TUSLMU. 


Stubbs  was  bom  in  Coos  county,  in  a  village  which  was  placed 
high  up  on  a  cool  shelf  of  the  mountain,  and  overreached  the  whole 
country  for  miles  around.  The  minister's  name  was  Carlien,  the 
justice's,  Champ,  the  blacksmith's,  Bimb.  The  schoolmaster  was  ^^f 
no  account,  by  reason  of  old  age  and  ignorance ;  but  this  mach  must 
be  said  of  him,  that  he  would  have  his  scholars  stand  together  in  a 
straight  line  on  the  approach  of  a  decent  carriage,  and  do  obeisance 
to  the  stranger.  Twenty  little  girls,  healthily  blooming,  curtsied 
with  agreeable  graces,  and  as  many  boys  scraped  the  green  grass 
courteously  with  their  little  feet,  for  the  old  man  was  of  the  *  old 
school,'  of  which  thousands  die  annually,  but  a  plentiful  crop  sur- 
vives :  they  are  like  the  veterans  of  the  states,  of  whom  we  see  it 
announced  every  day, '  Another  revolutionary  soldier  gone  I'  Stubbs' 
father  was  a  miller,  placed  in  a  romantic  predicament  on  the  moun- 
tain, where  he  had  a  wheel  going  of  large  circumference.  His  face 
was  white  as  a  pond-lily,  but  the  vivacity  of  the  Yankee  countenance 
shook  off  the  flour  and  kept  the  muscles  free.  So  the  ghost  of 
Drikmhul,  as  we  read  in  Dalkeith,  kept  revealing  that  he  was  no 
^host.  But  the  son  could  hop,  skip  and  jump  farther  than  his  imme- 
diate progenitors,  comparatively  quiet  men ;  for  after  reposing  some 
generations,  Yankee- Doodleism  blazed  out  in  him  like  a  scrofulous 
tumor  in  the  neck.  As  a  young  quail  uses  its  wings  with  the  shell 
yet  adhering  to  them,  so  he  walked  right  out  of  his  cradle  and 
'Swapped.'  ' 
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He  imposed  upon  a  baby  who  had  the  better  of  him  in  crawling 
by  three  months  ;  at  the  age  of  ten  he  jockied  a  boy  in  his  teens. 
At  the  age  of  iifleen  he  invented  *  an  Androscroggin/  so  called  from 
the  river  of  that  name.  Pindarics  could  not  describe  his  high  and 
wild  fancies  in  the  flush  of  youth.  His  contrivances  were  of  com- 
plex ingenuity.  Rabbits  were  tripped  up  by  the  heels  in  an  instant, 
and  hung  on  "saplings  no  larger  than  a  horse-whip,  wagging  their 
short  tails  in  the  breeze.  Possums  were  cheated  on  their  own  gum- 
trees,  frogs  harpooned  upon  the  hop,  and  foxes  robbed  of  their  corn- 
cobs in  mid-stream,  while  they  took  that  method  to  get  rid  of  fleas. 
He  shot  cats ;  he  gave  weasels  anodynes,  and  caught  them  asleep ; 
]be  took  black-snakes  by  the  tail  and  snapped  their  heads  ofil  He 
broke  colts  with  small  trouble  ;  jumped  on  their  bare  backs,  wound 
their  manes  around  his  arms,  and  kicked  them  in  the  ribs  until  they 
were  nearly  blind.  He  knocked  an  old  bear's  eyes  out  with  his 
flsts,  and  put  the  cubs  in  his  pockets.  He  did  not  stand  on  etiquette 
with  wild-cats,  and  like  old  reter  Daverill  in  the  wilderness  of  Zim, 
as  we  read  in  the  fairy  tale  of  Pasquerilla,  he  could  equally  well 
have  smoothed  down  a  porcupine's  back  with  his  hand.  He  fished 
for  trout,  but  not  with  fly  ;  he  fished  for  trout,  but  not  with  quill ; 
he  fished  for  trout,  but  not  with  angle.  Come  back  to  the  meadow's 
edge,  pious  Walton  ;  O  !  author  of  the  *  Piscatory  Eclogues,'  be 

f  resent ;  and  ye  fishermen  who  were  once  mending  your  nets,  while 
disclose  a  tale  not  recorded  in  Salmonia,  and  unheard  of  in  the 
days  of  Fly-Fishing. 

Seeing  an  old  trout  in  a  pool,  poising  himself  with  the  uncertaiji 
balance  of  the  needle  when  seeking  the  exactor  pole,  Thomas 
Stubbs  thrust  his  arm  into  the  wave  softly,  until  his  crooked  fingers 
were  brought  to  bear,  with  a  seductive  tickling,  under  the  immediate 
belly  of  the  fish.  Now  commenced  a  work  of  exquisite  intrigue. 
The  time  favored.  Not  a  breeze  stirred  j  not  a  dimple  was  on  the 
wave  ;  not  a  swallow  dipped  his  wing ;  only  the  blue  sky  lay  in  an 
exact,  unbroken  image.  (This  was  on  G6lden  River.)  See  the 
mysterious  fingers  vibrate  like  a  shadow,  Sofl;ly  !  sofl:ly !  They 
are  touching  — •  not  exactly,  but  with  a  magnetic  influence.  '  Beau- 
tifiil  rambler  of  the  stream  !'  they  seem  to  say,  *  are  these  spots  of 
silver  1  or  is  this  flashing  lustre  but  a  fiction  1  Permit  these  fingers 
to  touch  that  fair  bosom  ;  not  to  lacerate  it  with  the  barbe<I  steel, 
but  to  polish  its  most  exquisite  brightness.'  The  unworthy  flattery  is 
successfiil.  The  rosy  gills  shiver  as  with  delight,  and  the  mouth 
opens  with  a  kind  of  laughter.  Ha  !  the  spanning  hand  is  now  over 
the  back ;  toys  with  the  graceful  fins,  and  smooths  them  down  by 
way  of  pleasantry.  The  tnumb  and  first  finger,  as  if  to  take  snuff 
from  a  golden  snufi'-box,  as  they  approach  the  head,  are  refrac- 
ted sharply  into  the  very  ear  of  the  fish.  Be  silent,  and  see  a 
deed  of  death  !  — r-  for  while  suspicion  is  yet  lulled,  and  not  a  breath 
stirring,  they  dart  suddenly  downward  and  are  buried  knuckle-deep 
in  the  bloody  gills  !  How  many  *  Hip  !  hip  !  hurras  !'  could  equal 
that  one  1  Up  comes  the  flashing  arm,  and  twenty  feet  in  the  air, 
sparkling  in  the  stm  with  all  his  dewy  brightness,  thousand  gems^ 
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and  refulgent  coloring,  up  flies  the  trophy,  and  bounds  upon  the  green 
sward  twenty  pounds  of  the  most  delicious  trout  that  ever  floated  in 
mid-stream  f 

*  Who  saw  him  do  it  1'  quoth  some  Cock-Robin  inquirer.  *  Very 
fortunately  I  happened  to  arrive  there  with  a  friend  just  in  time  to 
see  it  done ;  and  you  will  testify  to  this  fact,  Professor  Benedict,  of 
the  United  States'  Navy  !  With  the  gun  he  was  an  unerring  marks- 
man. That  beautiful  procession  of  emigrant  birds  which  our  dear 
Homer  alludes  to  so  picturesquely,  you  have  no  doubt  marked  it  in 
the  third  heaven,  regularly-irregular,  swaying  gracefully  like  a  silken 
thrisad  upon  the  breeze,  in  curved  lines  of  beauty  such  as  Hogarth 
speaks  of.  How  many  long  necks  are  stretched  forth  eagerly !  What 
a  clangor  of  shrill  voices  heard,  even  from  the  distant  blue  !  But 
mark  what  a  swifl  missive  shall  destroy  the  ringleader's  glorious 
prospect!  Up  springs  the  big  boy  upon  the  plain.  It  is  but  the 
work  of  an  instant ;  the  levelling  of  a  rusty  musket,  one  eye  blotted 
out,  the  other  contracted  into  a  burning  focus  )  a  blast,  a  report,  and 
a  black  mass  reels  headlong  to  the  earth.  * 

At  the  age  of  nineteen  his  genius  was  fully  developed,  body  and 
soul.  He  was  long-legged  and  slab-sided ;  his  arms  were  suspended 
from  his  shoulders  to  his  knees  like  rags ;  but  to  crown  all,  his  head 
was  capital.  With  such  physical  abilities,  it  will  be  perceived  how 
well  he  could  take  care  of  himself,  when  set  loose  liice  a  young  rat 
in  the  field  of  the  wide  world.  He  could  run  like  an  ostrich ;  stand 
on  his  tip-toes  to  look  over  the  highest  garden-wall,  or  squeeze  him- 
self  down  suddenly,  like  a  collapsed  bladder,  into  dimensions  no 
bigger  than  a  box  of  Smyrna  figs.  His  mind  rambled  to  catch  new 
ideas,  as  a  cobweb  flares  about  to  catch  flies,  or  rather  as  a  dog  in 
the  panting  summer  heats  dashes  upon  them  with  his  great  jaws. 
They  come  buzzing  from  the  jar  of  sweetest  treacle,  while  he  of 
Newfoundland  sits  unconcernedly,  his  beautiful  white  feet  before 
him,  his  eyes  half  closed,  a  crystal  drop  distilling  perpetually  from 
the  red  tip  of  his  tongue.     Snap  —  map snap  ! 

It  was  a  new  era  in  the  life  of  Stubbs  when  his  eyes  first  opened 
on  the  light  of  a  new 

SJoUar! 

It  set  the  whole  complicated  machinery  of  his  ideas  in  motion,  and 
produced  the  same  effect  on  him  that  it  did  on  Ikkle  Ikkles,  who 
held  the  office  of  Swiijik  in  the  town  of  Bofll  '  This,  this,'  he  re- 
flected, 'is  the  true  end  of  man ;  the  secret  of  all  business,  the  jarring 
of  all  mill-machinery ;  of  the  sailing  of  boats  in  yon  river,  of  the 
buildings  which  I  have  heerd  tell  are  builded  up  in  the  great  city. 
This  gives  some  hint  of  what  love  is.  We  may  be  obliged  to  our 
mothers  for  suckling  us,  but  it  is  nothing  like  an  aflection  for  the 
dollar.'  Nor  is  this  actual  truth  destitute  even  of  a  solemn  reason, 
when  we  consider  the  mighty  capacities  which  the  dollar  gives ; 
what  bitterness  it  lifts  up  from  the  generous  spirit ;  what  hilarious 
and  rampant  courage  it  confers  on  the  wesik ;  what  magic  it  puts  in 
the  power  of  those  who  were  otherwise  not  magicians.    And  then 
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its  element  is  of  intrinsic  preciousness  ;  for,  consider  it  as  you  will, 
in  a  despiteful  bumor,  it  is,  in  the  last  result  of  the  alembic,  the  tears 
and  sweat  of  the  laborious. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  pass  over  much  of  the  career  of  this  *  Son 
of  a  Genius,'  otherwise  a  work  would  be  accomplished  equal  to  Dr. 
McHemy's  great  epic  poem  about  the  antediluvian  world,  the  only 
terra  incognita  of  epic  poetry  which  remained  untouched,  and  there- 
fore the  Doctor  is  excused  for  his  great  zeal  and  dreadful  detail. 
But  Yankees  are  not  so  scarce  yet,  and  many  hard  subjects  remain 
to  be  digested.  Let  me  add,  that  it  is  not  worth  while  to  eke  out  a 
book  just  because  every  pail  of  it  will  have  such  a  good  moral.  So 
the  philosopher  of  Arden  did,  poor  old  Jeremy  Vellum,  in  the 
last  century,  who  wrote  a  thesis  m  twenty-four  books,  and  took  it 
very  hard  because  the  people  would  not  read  it,  as  it  was  written  for 
their  good.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  hold  up  shrewdness  to  be  merely 
laughed  at,  for  want  of  honesty  is  truly  lamentable  ;  and  however  a 
temporary  advantage  may  accrue  from  it,  meets  in  the  long  run  with 
a  melancholy  discomfiture. 

Music  touched  our  Yankee-Doodle  to  the  quick.  He  loved  it 
passionately,  but  it  made  him  sick  at  his  stomach.  The  (Janniny 
Sacry,  a  New-England  collection  of  sacred  music,  was  all  of  which 
he  had  knowledge,  until  a  young  gentleman  of  a  musical  turn  came 
to  Coos,  bringing  an  octave  flute  with  him,  which  he  was  wont  to 
carry  in  his  pocket  to  a  place  where  the  hills  threw  back  an  uncom- 
monly perfect  echo.  Stubbs  sat  on  an  opposite  rock  until  he  be- 
came as  pale  as  death,  and  shuddered  like  a  small  chicken  under 
the  shadow  of  a  hawk ;  when  he  was  forced  to  make  signals  to 
have  that  sweet  music  quieted.  I  have  read  all  the  anoznalies  of 
medical  practice  recorded  in  Kirkstein's  singular  book,  and  can  find 
nothing  like  this,  unless  it  be  the  case  of  one  Mabboe,  who  lived  in 
the  Isle  of  Dinsdale,  and  nearly  went  into  fits  at  the  sound  of  his 
nephew's  French  horn.  Stubbs  knew  by  the  dotting  of  the  score 
whether  he  should  be  much  affected,  yet  sometimes  over-estimated 
his  powers,  and  turned  ghastly  pale  when  the  execution  of  the  piece 
had  just  commenced.  This  was  the  case  when  lie  heard  for  the 
first  time  a  song  sung,  called  'Some  Love  to  Roam;'  and  he  de- 
clared, in  positive  terms,  that  of  all  the  music  he  ever  did  hear,  that 
'  a  leetle  went  ahead,'  and  that  it  was  without  exception  the  richest, 
sweetest  and  most  exquisite  composition  ever  performed  on  earth. 
Assuredly,  a  more  hearty  compliment  could  not  be  given  to  that 
great  composer,  Mr.  Russell,  than  that  a  pit  of  the  stomach  in  the 
Green  Mountains  of  America  was  so  sensibly  affected  by  it  that  the 
wdne  of  antimony  was  but  a  small  circumstance  in  comparison. 
Music,  however,  does  affect  divers  constitutions  in  unexampled 
ways,  as  the  Rev.  Dr.  Jonson's  cat  has  four  canary  birds  in  her 
stomach,  and  will  continue  to  lie  in  wait  for  such  music  so  long  as 
her  digestion  is  capable.  One  thing  more  might  be  mentioned, 
which  gave  rise  to  a  cognate  behaviour  none  the  less  curious  ;  but 
that  will  come  in  presently,  and  I  am  making  no  progress  in  the 
adventures  of  my  Yankee-Doodle. 
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The  old  school-master  died.  All  the  letters  in  the  alphabet  la- 
mented him.  Syntax  and  prosody  shed  tears,  although  he  was  not 
particularly  acquainted  with  them.  He  ended  life  as  he  began,  and 
died  murmuring  A,  B,  C.  As  many  successors  came  in  a  short 
space  as  emperors  in  the  worst  times  of  Rome,  and  jackets  were 
dusted  in  a  variety  of  styles.  Some  employed  the  flat  Gunter's 
rule ;  others  tested  the  stinging  peculiarity  of  the  rattan ;  others 
gave  the  stubborn  a  taste  of  the  time-honored  birch.  Pedagogues 
came  and  went  without  much  ceremonial,  except  it  were  the  scru- 
tiny of  the  school-committee.  *  What  's  a  verb  V  *  Come,  come, 
none  of  that !  give  him  a  sum  in  a  'rithmetic'  *  He  's  done  it  right ! 
Now  for  geography  :  which  way  is  Valparaiso  from  Jonquil  V  *  I  've 
got  it  in  my  head,  but  can  't  express  it.*  *  Well,  well !  When  did 
Napoleon  Bonaparte,  the  celebrated  French  General,  flourish  V 
Down  drops  the  head  of  the  candidate  upon  his  breast,  in  profound 
thought.  *  Ah !'  quoth  he,  with  a  grin  of  ineffable  ease,  and  a 
bounding  pellet  of  spittle  upon  the  stove,  *  I  guess  you  *ve  got  me 
there  /'  There  was  no  use  of  being  alarmed  at  such  an  ordeal  on 
the  part  of  Stubbs,  for  to  read  and  write  came  by  nature.  He  was 
active  as  the  St.  Vitus'  dance,  yet  he  would  *  teach  school'  for  a  sea- 
son. Most  New-Englanders  of  respectability  at  some  day  aspire 
to  this.  Just  as  sure  as  the  Adones  make  their  children  professors 
of  music,  do  those  bring  up  their  boys  to  be  school-masters.  And 
for  the  girls,  thev  say  to  them  that  there  is  no  use  of  their  doing 
any  thing,  but  if  they  *  clioose  to  teach,'  they  will  not  lay  any  bar 
in  their  way.  Therefore,  when  a  young  woman  is  at  the  very  acme 
of  her  blushing  charms,  and  it  might  be  expected  that  she  would 
be  brought  out,  and  admired  by  many,  you  hear  that  *  she  has  got 
a  very  good  school.' 

Never  was  a  crow's-tiest  placed  in  a  more  commanding  position 
on  a  high  chestnut  by  the  tender  foreknowledge  of  the  birds,  than 
the  little  collegium  of  which  our  Yankee  was  made  prime-minister. 
It  was  like  an  eagle's  eyrie  for  prospect,  and  looked  right  down  into 
the  steep  vale,  whose  sunny  enclosure  contained*  too  many  attractive 
sights  for  scholars.  At  one  time  it  was  a  gang  of  king-birds  pick- 
ing at  the  rear  of  a  crow ;  or  the  swoop  of  the  hawk  as  he  snatched 
a  small  chicken  from  the  resistant  hen ;  or  some  exciting  cock-fight, 
or  even  the  lazy  tail-wagging  of  cows  as  they  stood  knee-deep  in 
the  stream.  The  gilded  weathercock  of  the  meeting-house  flashed 
in  the  children's  eyes.  They  also  saw  Mr.  Walkjohn  going  to  his 
work,  and  Marianne  *  stripping'  the  cows'  udders ;  Bilbo  sharpening 
his  scythe,  John  Van  Hansen  fishing  in  the  stream ;  crazy  Charity 
dancing  upon  a  hill-top,  as  if  she  were  with  the  devil  bewitched, 
and  poor  old  Jupiter  Ammon  going  about  his  business  on  the  farm  ; 
more,  in  fine,  than  Joannes  Dibidello  saw  on  that  memorable  day 
when  he  stood  sentinel  on  the  ramparts  of  Wingifred.  In  vain  did 
the  illustrated  school-books  allure  attention,  with 

*ZA0Ciaeu8he 
t  Climbed  ap  a  trae 

Our  Lord  to  Me;' 
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and  that  other  melancholy  truth,  which  never  casts  its  shadow  over 
the  day-dream  of  a  child  : 

*  TiWE  cut!  down  all, 
Both  great  and  imalL* 

In  vain  were  didactic  copy-books  spread  before  thend,  with  such 
texts  as  these  :  *  Evil  communications  corrupt  good  manners;'  (bet- 
ter than  all  the  rest  to  write ;)  *  Be  virtuous  and  you  will  be  happy ;' 
*  Honesty  is  ever  the  best  policy  :'  they  wriggled  and  twisted  like 
prisoners  in  a  pleasant  purgatory,  for  the  company  of  the  gentle 
sex  soothed  their  little'  ailments,  and  caused  them  to  wait  more 
cheerfully  for  the  setting  sun.  They  adopted  whatever  sports  were 
feasible  in  such  contracted  limits ;  crooked  pins,  made  pop-guns, 
ejected  spit-balls ;  many  a  time,-  as  noon  came,  peeped  wistfully 
into  the  little  dinner-baskets  which  they  brought  with  them ;  or 
toward  even,  set  their  desks  in  order,  buckled  and  unbuckled  the 
leathern  straps  with  which  they  were  to  carry  home  their  books.  , 
There  was  one  '  good  boy'  among  the  company,  who  never  took  his 
eyes  oiT  the  lesson,  and  kept  at  the  head  of  his  class,  and  had  his 
dictionary  and  all  his  books  covered  with  calico,  taking  care  that 
their  whiteness  was  never  sullied,  nor  their  pages  dog-eared.  He 
was  the  only  one  that  could  spell  phthysic,  for  which  he  *  walked 
right  straight  up  to  the  head  of  his  class'  two  years  before  Stubbs 
came,  and  kept  it  ever  after.  He  served  as  a  set-off  for  his  fellows, 
who  were  hard  of  management,  for  the  brisk  air  of  the  mountain 
made  them  sneeze  again.  Their  white  heads  rolled  about  with  the 
turbulence  of  billows  exacerbated  by  a  crisp  breeze  ;  now  bending 
forward  to  whisper  into  the  willing  ears  of  girls,  or  plunged  as  far 
as  the  shoulders  into  a  satchel  or  deep  desk,  in  order  to  bite  the 
cheek  of  a  ripe  apple ;  or  entirely  sej ungated  from  the  shoulders, 
for  the  more  facile  execution  of  grimaces  behind  a  black-board. 
They  were  a  match  for  any  emergency.  Shake  them,  and  they  re- 
lapsed into  the  flabbiness  of  a  rag ;  aim  a  blow  at  their  heads,  and 
they  yielded  like  a  thistle-down  snatched  by  the  hand ;  endeavor  to 
force  them  aeainst  a  wall,  or  to  lay  hold  of  them  by  the  throat,  and 
they  stood  stiff  and  immoveable  as  a  post. 

Stubbs  ruled  them  with  an  according  severity.  The  Webster 
spellers  he  flogged  everyday  of  their  lives.  He  had  a  slender  rod, 
which  tickled  excessively  the  tenderer  parts,  whistling  in  the  de- 
scent, and  cutting  with  a  sharp  and  definite  distinction.  More  than 
this,  he  possessed  a  poplar  sceptre  twelve  feet  in  length,  the  highest 
off-shoot  of  that  now  unpopular  tree,  with  which  he  was  enabled  to 
touch  the  noses  of  the  remotest  scholars,  and  treat  them  with  an 
apprehension  of  the  livelier  branch.  This  usually  went  before  the 
shorter  purchase  of  the  rod.  Just  as  the  ttoig  was  bent,  the  tree  was 
inclined.  Sometimes,  in  his  amazing  impatience,  Stubbs  flung  him- 
self headlong  from  his  platform,  shrieking  *  Si-lam  /'  with  a  sudden 
energy  which  almost  tore  off"  the  rafters ;  took  three  or  four  long 
strides  to  an  offender,  pressed  the  palms  of  his  hands  against  his 
two  ears,  and  lifted  him  by  the  head  till  his  neck  cracked;  rushed 
to  the  desk,  boxed  sevetal  ears,  and  blew  his  nose  by  the  way.    '  Is 


1846.]  AdveiUures  of  a  Yankee-Doodle.  411 

that  the  way  you  hold  your  pen,  Sir  1  Make  the  downward  stroke 
heavier  at  the  bend.  That  the  way  you  make  your  wees  ?  Take 
that,  Sir,  and  that-— *  and  that ! .  Blubber  in  my  face,  do  you  ?  I  '11 
see  if  I  can  teach  manners  to  some  of  you !  Si-i-i-i-lans  !  by  the 
bell-rope  !  John  Thomas,  stick  your  nose  in  the  comer !  Aha ! 
I  've  caught  you  l--^ making  devils  in  school,  eh  1  — «on  the  slate,  eh  % 
School 's  a  place  to  make  devils  into,  eh  %  Do  n't  tell  me  that  you 
did  n't  make  no  devils !  What 's  that.  Sir,  and  thai^  and  that,  Sirf 
Now  take  that,  and  thatj  and  that,  Sir!'  After  rummaging  about 
for  some  minutes,  he  returned  to  his  platform,  stood  still,  pricked 
up  his  ears,  and  saying  that  he  heard  whispers,  slapped  his  desk 
with  the  short  elastic  whip,  till  the  silence  which  supervened  was 
like  the  miraculous  calm  which  comes  in  spring-time  over  the  tu- 
multuous billows  of  Giafoumella.  The  Good  Boy  sat  secure  in 
conscious  innocence,  but  the  guilty  trembled. 

A  lenient  soother  for  the  school-master's  disquieted  temper  was 
Susan  Wynn,  who  took  an  honored  seat  beside  him  on  the  platfonn 
to  recite  her  geography.  She  was  entering  her  second  teen ;  and 
to  speak  of  the  rose  which  is  bursting  open  with  its  refulgent  bosom 
to  Uie  warmth  of  day,  would  not  convey  the  picture  of  half  her 
charms.  As  Ve^us  from  the  sea,  so  this  fair  creature  might  have 
sprung  from  the  serene,  unsullied  azure  of  the  mountain-top.  Bril- 
liant eyes,  beyond  any  gazelle's  for  their  voluptuous  softness  !  soft 
a  bloom  of  the  cheeks  as  a  young  beauty  ever  boasted !  exquisitely 
carved  nose,  through  whose  tender  filament  the  light  shone  like  ala- 
baster 1  oh,  red,  red,  red  lips,  the  '  well-languaged  Daniel'  never 
could  do  justice  to !  bright,  marvellously  bright  neck,  and  plenitude 
of  curls !  Was  this  the  daughter  of  the  poor  wood-cutter,  Wynn  % 
See  her  sitting  in  dangerous  propinquity  to  the  attentive  Stubbs, 
map  in  hand,  each  of  them  engaged  in  a  vain  search  somewhere 
on  the  map  of  Southern  India,  for  the  peculiarly  small  town  of 
Tee-Dee.  '  It  mought  be  a  leetle  mossel  furder  to  the  sou'-West,' 
said  Stubbs,  unravelling  with  his  little  finger  an  individual  curl, 
which  flew  back  to  its  place ;  and  getting  the  beautiful  eyes  and 
head  of  his  pupil  '  a  little  farther  to  the  south-west,'  he  Drought 
dovm  the  nose  of  his  own  cranium  a  very  small  difference  of  the 
compass  to  the  same  quarter.  '  Tee-Dee,  Tee-Dee,'  dropping  his 
eyes  upon  the  vale  of  Cashmere,  *  could  it  have  slipped  out  of  its 
place  on  the  map,  or  ^ot  up  some  e'r  long  here,  maybe  V  The  gi- 
eantic  hand  which  had  been  resting  on  the  back  of  the  chair  sank 
n-om  its  position  gradually  to  the  small  waist  of  the  scholar,  and  • 
the  horrible  curry-comb  of  his  chin  threatened  to  lacerate  her  face. 
He  was  too  absorbed  in  science  to  be  conscious  of  the  eager  audi- 
ence who  were  exclianging  glances,  and  looked  on  the  small  plat- 
form as  the  theatre  of  Love's  display.  'Susan,'  Stubbs  said,  with 
an  affectionate  drawling  of  the  word  which  told  his  love  of  geogra- 
phy, '  spose  an'  we  look  for  it  among  them  'ere  little  specks  1  It 
had  ought  to  be  somewhere  in  there,  unless  it 's  got  sunk  by  an 
airthquake.'  ^  This  search  continued  for  some  time,  but  all  the  en- 
deavors of  the  master  and  the  scholar  did  not  suffice  to  diacover  the 
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little  town  of  Tee-Dee.  '  Yes/  said  Stubbs,  kissing  his  pupil,  *  it 
is  n't  any  matter ;  I  guess  it  is  n't  much  of  a  place,  any  way ;  not 
much  bigger  than  Jigtown,  in  all  probability.  Second  dass  'n  geo- 
graphy!' 

While  this  romance  proceeded  within,  a  great  excitement  raged 
in  the  neighborhood  without,  reaching  to  the  top  of  the  mountain, 
and  branching  off  to  all  the  by-paths  and  villages.  A  wagon  was 
approaching,  containing  music ;  a  clarionet  and  a  drum  skilfully 
played  on,  over  which  waved  the  American  flag  with  its  stars  and 
stripes,  causing  all  bosoms  to  heave  with  animation.  This  trium- 
phsu  fuss  was  justified  by  a  long  box  in  the  wagon,  whereon  the  in- 
scription which  follows  glared  out  in  burning  capitals  i  '  A  Live 
Alligator  !  —  twelve  febt  long  ! — sixpence  a  Sight  !'  Rumor  had 
proclaimed  it,  two  or  three  miles  in  advance,  that  this  alligator  was 
coming,  and  the  inhabitants  came  pouring  down  the  mountain-side 
like  an  avalanche.  Fifly  eyes  were  continually  waiting  their  turn, 
and  the  showman's  box  filled  rapidly.  '  Form  a  line,  my  christian 
friends  !  Look  a-plenty,  but  when  you  have  got  enough,  it  dooi 
seem  to  be  just,  to  step  a  lee  tie  a-one  side,  and  give  others  an  op- 
portewnity.  Three  cents  only  for  you,  my  Httle  man  !  Come  on,  ye 
blooming  youth!  Make  way  for  the  Minister!'  'Is  there  any 
.thing  theatrical  about  it  V  *  No,  Sur-ree  ! — a  female  may  look  at  it 
without  indelicacy.  Here  we  go !  Only  six  cents  a  sight  for  this 
grand  moral  exhibition !  '  And  the  star-spangled  banner  forever 
shall  wave,  o'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave  I' ' 

Si- i-i-i-i-lans ! '  roared  Stubbs,  in  hysterics.  *  Alligator !  alli- 
gator !  alligator !'  cried  the  excitedpopulace,  rising  from  their  stools 
in  a  perfect  rage  of  impatience.  The  distinction  between  good  and 
bad  was  demolished.  The  delinquent  who  had  been  commanded 
to  '  stick  his  nose  in  the  comer,'  and  the '  good  boy,'  remonstrated  in 
a  lively  manner : 

'  Please,  Mr.  Stubbs,  may  n't  I  go  see  the  allig^ator  V 

*  Yes,  you  may  all  go.     School 's  dismissed !' 


stanzas:      to      a      ladt. 

Ab  whan  some  toil-worn  pilgrim  o'er  the  arid  waste 
Compeb  his  weary  limbs  with  half-reluctant  haste. 
Until  in  that  drear  desert  some  oasb  findmg, 
That  bears  a  gentle  flower,  he,  all  his  eiieft  nnminding. 
Stops  to  admifis  the  gem ;  then  o*er  it  bends. 
And  all  his  soul  to  its  sweet  influence  lends ; 
So  we,  as  struggling  on  through  life's  stem. way, 
Hope  and  ambition  prompting  day  by  day, 
If  some  rare  native  flower  like  thee  we  find. 
Whose  perfume  wit  is,  and  whose  beauty,  mind ; 
Entranced  we  linger,  as  still  loth  to  part 
With  what  so  wannly  greets  the  wearied  heart : 
Until,  alike  forgetting  hope  and  care, 
We  ail  unconscious  pay  our  homage  there. 
7Vsy,J«Mwry8S|184e. 
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THE        LOST        PLEIAD. 


BT     MAKT    ttABSXHBa. 


SkeUer. 


A  VOID  is  in  the  sky! 
A  light  has  ceased  the  seaman's  path  to  cheer, 
A  star  has  left  its  mby  throne  on  high, 

A  world  forsook  its  sphere ! 
Thy  sisters  bright  pursue  their  circling  way. 
But  thou,  lone  wanderer !  thou  hast  left  oor  vault  for  aye ! 

Did  Sin  invade  thy  bowers, 
And  Death  with  sable  pinion  sweep  thine  air, 
Blasting  the  beauty  of  thy  fairest  floweri. 

And  God  admit  no  prayer  ? 
Did*st  thou,  as  fable  saith,  wax  faint  and  dim, 
With  the  first  mortal  breath  between  thy  zone  and  him  ? 

Thy  destined  races  mn, 
Did*8t  thou  pass  through  the  purifying  flame ; 
Unmarked  by  all  as  fire-flies  in  the  sun. 

So  expiate  thy  shame  ? 
Oh !  thus,  lost  star !  fall  on  our  chilling  clime 
The  bunung  tears  of  grief —  the  wild  remotse  of  crime. 

Did  hmnan  love,  with  all 
Its  passionate  mif  ht  and  meek  endurance  strong ; 
The  love  that  smiles  on  Time  and  scorns  the  p^. 

Through  conflict  fierce  and  long ; 
Ijive  in  thy  soul's  yet  know  no  future's  rayj 
Then,  mystic  world !  't  were  well  that  thou  shouldst  pass  away. 

Perchance  a  loftier  fate 
Removed  thy  radiance  from  our  feeble  sight; 
Did  Hk,  whose  spirit  wills  but  to  create, 

Far  upward  urge  thy  flight. 
From  this  low  fraction  of  expirmg  Time, 
To  realms  where  ages  roll,  as  hours,  in  peace  snblime  7 

E'en  there  does  Science  soar. 
With  trembling  pinion,  bright  and  eager  eye  t 
Strivingto  reach  the  fast-receding  shore 

That  bounds  the  vision  hish  ? 
Immortal  longings  fill  the  fettered  mind  7 
Unfathomed  ^ory  lay  around  it,  veiled  and  shrined  7 

Oh  !  when  the  brooding  cloud 
Shall  pass  like  mist  from  o'er  our  straminff  sight. 
And  as  the  sun-bom  insect  from  its  shroud 

The  soul  speed  forth  in  might, 
From  phase  to  phase  m  Being's  endless  day, 
Shall  we  behold  thy  light,  or  learn  thy  future  way  7 
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WINTER       EVENINGS. 


*  Tea  winda  of  March  are  hammioff 

Their  partinr  MOf ; 
And  rammer*!  tkiea  are  eomiof  » 

And  dayi  grow  lone ; 
I  watchi  but  not  in  gJadneM, 

Our  garden  tree } 
It  bloom*  in  aober  ea 

Tooaoonlbrme! 


Now  that  'Winter  is  over  and  gone,'  while  Summer  has  not 
deigned  to  exhibit  herself  otherwise  than  in  the  anticipatory  brigh^ 
ness  of  her  precursor,  the  gentle  Spring,  and  the  year  remains  for  a 
time  in  that  state  of  transition  which  partakes  in  some  degree  of 
both,  it  is  not  unnatural  that  one  should  look  back  a  moment  upon 
the  season  just  past,  and  forward  to  the  next  '  expected  arrival' 
Not,  however,  to  moralize  upon  the  flight  of  time,  nor  to  make  an 
inventory  of  the  various  properties  of  the  season  which  is  ended,  but 
only  to  recall  the  memory  of  its  frosts,  snows  and  whirlwinds,  its 
bright  and  cold  mornings,  early  sunsets  and  long  evenings.  Long 
evenings  and  candle-light !  these  are  sufficient  fbod  for  thought,  let 
aldhe  £e  rest.  The  memory  of  melted  snows  and  dead  storms  may 
repose ;  the  magic  creations  of  frost  have  exhaled  ;  even  the  scant 
rays  of  a  wintry  sun  were  too  much  for  them ;  but  in  fancy  sit  down 
at  live,  by  a  warm  lire  and  cheerful  lights,  and  on  what  brighter  page 
of  the  winter's  diary  could  we  open  1 

When  mention  is  made  of  winter,  some  shrink  within,  and  their 
thoughts  are  of  chills,  coughs  and  agues.  They  expect,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  to  get  up  shivering;  breakfast  with  chattering  teeth  ;  glide 
like  so  many  ghosts,  upon  a  snow-path,  with  wary  circumspection, 
and  with  all  the  deep  blue  that  the  sky  once  claimed  transferred  to 
their  own  faces ;  to  hover  round  the  fire  at  night,  dreading  to  retire ; 
and  to  dream  of  icicles,  frost-monsters,  the  North-Pole  and  white 
bears.  If  they  could  thus  deal  with  their  '  mortal  coil,'  they  would 
.  wrap  thenlselves  up  at  the  first  symptoms  of  cold,  and  remain  torpid 
till  the  spring  vouchsafe  to  thaw  them  out.  Others,  of  a  more  brisk 
and  nimble  humor,  think  first  of  snow,  the  *  universal  rail-way ;' 
'  sounds  as  of  far-off  bells  come  on  their  ears  ;'  their  feet  instinc- 
tively shuffle,  impatient  for  skates,  and  they  grudge  every  hour  that 
river  and  pond  remain  liquid.  The  blast  which  nips  and  stings  the 
faint-hearted  child  of  summer,  only  stirs  their  bounding  blood  to  live- 
lier pulsations ;  and  its  hoarse  voice,  as  it  calls  the  hosts  of  winter 
to  battle,  urges  them  on  to  mingle  in  the  noisy  fray.  Beaux  and 
belles  dream  dreams  and  see  visions  of  sleigh-rides  and  hours  of  de- 
licious revelry  in  the  lighted  ball-room,  with  their  accompaniments 
and  results,  and  long  to  throw  open  the  festive  doors  in  the  first  fiir- 
absence  of  the  sun. 

*  Your  servant,  Sii;'  is  like  unto  none  of  these.    He  dreads  not 
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the  blast,  nor  yet  shrinkB  from  a  frosty  morning,  unless  a  love  of  an 
extra  half-hour's  indulgence  in  the  luxury  of  a  half-dream  be  a  token 
of  dread.  Neither  doth  he  much  value  skates,  nor  affect  emulation 
on  the  slippery  race-grounds  of  Jack  Frost.  '  I  remember,  I  re- 
member' the  time  when  I  stood  on  the  smooth  .verge  of  a  pond,  in 
state  of  very  *  unstable  equilibrium/  momentarily  expecting  when  my 
feet  should  be  hurriedly  projected,  and  my  head  laia  low  in  the  same 
plane  with  them.  Neither  my  cranium  nor  the  ice  was  broken  by 
the  concussion  of  the  fall ;  but  I  rebelled  against  the  philosophy 
and  vain  deceit  of  Boscovicb,  who  so  learnedly  demonstrated  that 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  actual  contact.  Sleigh-rides  seldom  tempt 
me,  and  balls  are  neither  better  nor  worse  for  my  presence.  While 
these  amusements  follow  each  other,  and  tread  close  on  the  heels  of 
time,  till  at  the  vernal  equinox  they  have  all  melted  away  like  frost- 
work landscapes,  I  live  in  the  lonely  and  tranquil  enjoyment  of  long 
evenings  €U  home.  These  are  the  special  inheritance  of  Winter ; 
and  now  that  encroaching  day  has  despoiled  them  of  their  fair  pro- 
portions, it  is  only  human  to  commemorate  their  *  departed  worth.' 

A  winter  day,  coming  on  late,  as  if  ashamed  to  show  its  face,  and 
retiring  in  haste  as  if  to  conceal  a  blush,  is  only  a  prolonged  morning 
twilight,  and  the  real  day,  wherein  it  is  needful  that  one  work,  begins 
not  till  the  golden  lamps  of  heaven  are  greeted  by  answering  rays, 
bom  of  spermaceti.  Then  is  it  day  indited.  The  hours  circle  die 
earth  on  wings  of  silvery  brightness ;  and  whether  dews  distil  in 
silence,  freezing  as  they  &11,  or  hoarse  winds  riof  in  the  branches  of 
our  guardian  trees,  there  is  no  stint  of  working-time  to  one  who  is 
watdiful,  and  no  lack  of  enjoyment  to  him  that  is  warm.  Whereas 
in  the  day  time,  commonly  so  called,  when  the  slant  rays  of  the  sun 
beam  niggardly  on  tiie  frozen  hemisphere,  the  treacherous  light  van- 
ishes before  you  are  well  aware  of  it.  But  let  the  king  pf  day  with- 
draw his  royal  presence  when  he  will ;  once  beyond  the  eye-sight» 
you  may  kindle  your  own  day,  and  enjoy  its  light  at  pleasure,  till 
the  stars  blink  in  the  returning  sunrise.  These  interminable  even- 
ings are  the  peculiar  joy  of  winter,  dissolving,  by  their  genial  influ- 
ence all  the  frost  and  ice  that  would  otherwise  confine  the  spirit 
through  all  his  reign.  The  glory  of  midsummer  is  its  slow-moving 
dream-days.  Then  the  night,  short  and  fermenting  with  unutterable 
heat,  hardly  suffices  for  the  repose  of  nature ;  but  in  winter,  whose 
days  are  a  mockery,  there  is  space  both  for  labor  and  needed  rest 
in  the  tardy  progress  of  the  night  hours. 

This  amplituoe  of  enjoyment;  this  time-enough-and-to-spare  feel-  , 
ing,  compensating  for  the  abridgment  of  the  day,  would  alone  make 
a  vdnter  evening  '  a  joy  forever.'  But  more  than  this :  there  is  a 
fiseling  of  joyful  pride  at  bur  independence  of  all  changes  of  the  sea- 
sons. While  the  outward  world  is  struck  with  death,  wrapped  in  its 
winding-sheet  of  snow,  and  fast  bound  in  an  icy  grave ;  the  life  blood 
of  vegetation  suspended  in  its  flow  and  driven  back  to  the  heart ; 
rivers  hushed  and  still  in  those  channels  where  they  once  sported 
and  murmured  their  expressive  music ;  te  feel  the  pulsations  of  our 
own  lift  as  vigorous  as  ever,  and  breathe  an  atmosphere  of  enjoy* 
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ment  by  our  own  hearth,  presents  a  contrast  we  may  not  have  cared 
to  find  language  to  express,  but  which  consciously  or  unconsciously 
stirs  the  bosom.  We  exult  in  that  life  glowine  within  us,  with  a 
deeper  and  stronger  sensation,  when  the  being  of  all  outwaid  things 
gives  no  token  of  its  continuance.  When  the  sun  retires  to  the  far 
south,  and  night  steals  hard  upon  the  footsteps  of  day,  as  if  grudg- 
ing any  interruption  of  the  reign  of  darkness,  '''t  is  pleasant,  sure,' 
to  cheer  the  absence  of  the  sun,  and  repel  the  advancmg  shadows  by 
the  kindling  light  and  warmth  of  '  our  ain  fireside.' 

A  hot  summer  evening  may  have  as  much  stillness  and  quietude, 
perhaps ;  perhaps  it  may  —  for  when  oppressed  by  heat,  motion  is 
well  nigh  crucifixion ;  but  in  the  country,  at  least,  every  other  living 
thine  is  in  a  hostile  attitude.  You  light  your  lamp  and  open  the 
window  to  enjoy  '  light,  air,  and  other  easements,'  at  the  same  time 
perpending  a  wholesome  portion  of  some  favorite  book,  when  your 
ears  are  siuuted  by  a  whole  army  of  insect  minstrels.  There  is  first 
a  reveille  from  the  folds  of  the  curtain,  answered  by  a  desperate 
humming  from  some  indefatigable  '  artist'  outside.  The  vocal 
tribes  hear  the  signal  and  rush  to  the  spot.  Mosquitoes  sing  in  your 
ears,  and  take  a  '  treat'  of  their  favorite  beverage  in  the  pauses  of 
their  melody.  Not  less  than  two  full-grov^  beetles  burst  in  with  a 
noise  like  distant  thunder,  and  after  bluodering  and  thumping  against 
every  tangible  object  in  the  room,  strike  plump  against  your  cheeks, 
and  end  by  putting  out  the  lamp.  On  re-lighting,  nameless  ougs  in 
masquerade  dresses  hop-skip-and-jump  on  the  book  you  strive  to 
profit  by.  The  mob  increases,  till  your  lamp  is  fringed  with  the 
carcasses  of  those  seekers  after  light  who  have  been  to  the  school 
of  experience  and  paid  the  customary  fees,  and  you  begin  to  ima- 
gine yourself  an  Egyptian  in  the  mi<bt  of  the  fourth  plague.  So, 
shut  the  window  ana  make  a  choice  of  evils  by  roasting.  How 
could  the  Persians  worship  the  sun  I 

The  old  Spanish  voyagers,  according  to  their  own  story,  found 
some  nations  wholly  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  fire,  and  when 
shown  to  them  by  Europeans,  supposed  it  to  be  a  living  creature  that 
devoured  wood  as  its  natural  food.  Doubtless,  with  Falstafi*,  their 
oath  was,  'By  this  fire !'  So  in  mythological  traditions,  the  whole 
world  is  represented  to  have  been  in  a  like  destitute  state,  till  Pro- 
metheus brought  down  fire  from  heaven.  A  whole  world  without 
fire !  Not  a  dish  of  boiled,  baked,  stewed  or  roasted  on  the  earth ! 
Not  a  patriotic  bonfire  or  an  incendiary  riot  in  any  kingdom  under 
•  the  sun !  Worst  of  all,  no  candle-light !  And  all  this  time  fire-flies 
and  glow-worms  winking  at  each  other,  as  they  beheld  their  immense 
superiority  over  the  lords  of  creation  ! 

At  what  precise  point  in  the  world's  history  these  veracious  histo- 
rians would  have  us  believe  that  men  first  discovered  that  it  was 
unnecessary  to  '  rise  with  the  lark,  and  with  the  lark  to  bed,'  we 
have  no  very  definite  account.  Nor  can  any  light  be  thrown  on  the 
history  of  the  inventor  of  candle-light.  Whether  some  genius  was 
stimulated  by  the  contemptuous  twinkling  of  the  insects  aforesaid ; 
or  whether  one  was  moved  to  envy  by  the  wakefiilness  of  owls ;  or 
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whether certain  it  is,  that  lamps  began  to  figure  at  same  period, 

and  still  perform  their  office.  It  must  have  seemed  a  startling  thing 
to  the  old  man  who  had  duly  laid  himself  down  with  the  feathered 
creation  at  twilight,  when  he  saw  the  'rising  generation'  so  despe- 
rate in  their  defiance  of  established  usage  and  the  wisdom  of  their 
fathers,  as  to  drive  back  the  dar&ness  of  night  with  torches  and  lamps ; 
yea,  betake  themselves  to  sitting  up  late  to  enjoy  them,  even  at  hours 
when  their  fathers  would  have  been  snoring  in  grand  harmony. 
Dreadful  innovations  these,  on  the  kingdom  of  Darkness  and  old 
Night,  enough  to  make  those  venerable  potentates  look  uneasily  on 
dieir  royal  prospects  !  Whoever  may  have  been  the  Prometheus 
who  taught  men  the  art  of  prolonging  the  '  days  of  their  lives,'  cer- 
tain it  is,  that  the  lesson  once  learned,  mankind  have  made  notable 
advancement  in  reducing  the  same  to  practice.  Hour  after  hour  has 
been  taken  from  the  night,  and  Night  has  indemnified  herself  by  sub- 
tracting a  like  number  from  Day  for  her  purposes,  as  if  jealous  of 
the  '  b^ance  of  power.'  'T  is  not  impossible,  if  the  &shion  makes 
its  present  rate  of  progress,  that  the  sun  will  become  superannuated 
and  be  voted  out  of  respectable  society.  We  need  not  pursue  these 
speculations  longer,  for  '  days  grow  long.' 

Yes !  these  night-days  are  fast  going,  and  will  soon  be  the  mere 
objects  of  memory  and  contemplation,  until  another  revolution  of 
the  great  wheel  of  nature  shay  bring  them  again.  Mean  time  ano- 
ther summer  will  swallow  up  the  early  hours  of  evening  in  the  radi- 
ance of  her  tireless  vertical  stm.  Night  shall  turn  to  day  —  and  such 
days  !*  Days  that,  amid  the  life  of  awakened  nature,  shall  enshroud 
us  in  the  imagery  of  some  more  celestial  sphere ;  when,  between 
sunrise  and  sunset,  lingeringly  floateth  by  what  is  felt  in  its  bliss 
and  beauty  to  be  a  whole  golden  age !  i,.  s.  s. 


BEAUTY, 


Wi  know  not  Bkautt  ;  what  we  do  adore 

At  distance,  steab  from  her  enential  power. 

For  Beauty  is  perfection,  fresh  from  Goo, 

Unstained  by  earth,  unburied  by  the  sod  : 

Bright  forms !  to  which  the  fleetine  honn  give  birth  ; 

O  !  rose !  then  sweet  conception  of  the  earth ! 

And  oh  !  thou  form  of  Woman !  in  whose  eyes 

Our  very  poetrv  of  being  lies : 

Where  all  we  know  of  life,  m  light  is  thrown 

Around  the  sphere  of  thine  enchanting  zone ; 

Ye  are  but  emblems  fair,  to  mortals  giv^, 

Hie  shining  characters  that  point  to  Heaven. 

These  are  but  shadows  of  the  Form  above. 

And  these  are  lovely,  but  they  are  not  Lots. 

And  these  are  beautifril,  but  BiMrnr's  shrine 

Is  builded  by  the  Oracle  Divine ; 

And  beams  not  in  the  purine  Ugfat  of  yontfa, 

And  knows  no  fonn  but  of  Immowtal  TmtrnL 
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BBEAKINQ   UP   OF   THE   HUDSON. 


BT    a«K»T   A.    QX.AKM.. 


Old  Hadson  has  broken  his  fetten ! 

Scorning  both  prison  and  chain. 
He  roaheth  and  sweepeth  to  Ocean, 

In  freedom  and  glory  again ! 
The  yoice  of  his  triumph  resoandeth 

From  mountain  and  yaUey  along, 
And  ahouts  to  the  ahore  which  he  _ 

Renowned  in  old  story  and  song. 


like  the  long-prisoned  winds  whose  wild  mces 

JEoIoB  had  chained  in  his  caye. 
He  bursts  through  the  walls  of  his  bondage, 

And  laughs  from  the  top  of  each  wave ! 
He  calls  to  the  sun,  whose  full  glory 

So  long  has  been  shrouded  to  him ; 
He  blesses  the  beautiful  heavens. 

Whose  radiance  no  longer  is  dim. 


He  welcomes  the  Mohawk  with  laughter. 

As  gladly  it  leaps  to  his  breast, 
And  washing  the  base  of  Mount  Ida, 

He  sends  up  a  song  to  its  crest ; 
Then  onward  he  urges  his  current. 

For  far  in  the  disUnce  arise 
The  peaks  of  the  blue-rounded  KaStskiUs, 

Lake  pillan  to  fiur  Southern  skies. 


He  welcomes  each  villagB  he  pasMS, 

He  leaps  to  the  side  of  each  hill, 
And  seems  to  rejoice  as  he  finds  them 

Unaltered  and  beautiful  still ; 
And  wildly  the  burst  of  his  laughter 

Among  the  dark  Highlands  arose. 
As  leaping  aloft,  he  endeavored 

To  wet  f|^er  <  Anthony's  Nose  !* 


He  reverently  spok«  to  old  <  Cro'nest,' 

And  a  blessing  he  asked  of  tho  saga. 
As  if  the  old  mountain  were  saored. 

And  claimed  the  reject  doe  to  age ; 
Again  he  expanded  his  waters, 

And  amiling  with  waves,  kissed  the  lea, 
As  he  bunt  from  the  oliA  of  the  Hkdilaads, 

And  danced  mto  broad  <  Tappan  See.' 
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The  *  Palisades'  proudly  uprisiiig, 

Whose  corridon  man  never  trod, 
Whose  aisles  and  whose  arches  betoken 

The  great  architecture  of  God, 
Look  down  from  their  turrets  upon  him, 

And  dim  with  long  shadows  the  sky, 
Unchanged  in  their  g^ory  and  grandeur, 

While  ages  sweep  mournfully  by. 


Still  crashing  the  walls  of  his  prison. 

And  casting  his  fetters  aside. 
He  sweeps  tluough  the  bay  of  old  Gotham, 

And  joins  the  gray  Ocean's  dark  tide ; 
And  mingles  his  song  in  the  chorus 

Which  swells  the  proud  harp  of  the  sea. 
In  the  anthem  sublime  and  triumphant. 

Of  '  Ocean,  the  chamless  and  free !' 


CITY      ARTICLES. 


KDKBIR     OMI. 


8U)t  (Krapw* 

*  Buenoa  the  Grapes,  John.' — Ton  Bowhobn. 

Some  of  the  big  daily  papers  devote  one  of  their  columns  to  what 
they  call  a  '  City  Article,'  meaning  thereby  an  essay  on  the  subject 
of  money,  which  is  supposed  to  be  more  particularly  interesting  to 
that  portion  of  the  world  called  '  the  city,*  than  to  any  other ;  people 
who  live  in  rural  districts  being  notoriously  indiilerent  to  money 
and  money  matters.  But  these  *  Articles'  of  ours  will  not  relate  to 
money  at  all,  excepting  the  small  quantity  of  that  article  which 
they  may  procure  us,  but  to  articles  which  are  eminently  city  arti- 
cles, and  which  cannot  be  found  in  any  other  district  whatever. 
For  instance  :  an  alderman  is  a  city  article;  so  is  mud,  so  is  gas; 
but  money,  trees,  houses,  humbugs,  and-so-forth,  may  be  found  in 
city  and  country.  '  Are  grapes,  then,  city  articles  V  asks  somebody. 
Of  course  not,  exclusively,  although  there  is  hardly  a  habitation  in 
the  city  which  has  not  a  trellis  in  the  back-yard,  with  a  snaky-look- 
ing vine  trailed  over  it,  from  which  glorious  bunches  of  Catawbas 
or  Isabellas  may  be  gathered  in  September.  But  *  The  Grapes'  is 
a  city  article  exclusively.  The  world,  too,  is  a  city  article ;  people 
who  spend  their  lives  in  the  country  are  supposed  to  be  profoundly 
ignorant  of  *  the  world ;'  and  whenever  they  wish- to  see  it,  to  learn 
by  actual  experience  what  it  is,  in  fact,  to  mix  with  it  and  in  it,  they 
always  come  to  the  city.  Nobody  ever  went  into  the  country  to  see 
the  world.     The  denizens  of  our  city  perhaps  can  see  -more  of  *  the 
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world'  by  remaining  in  their  own  wardfl  than  many  traYellers  do  in 
^oing  over  half  the  globe.  For  what  makes  one  i)art  of  the  world 
different  from  another,  but  the  people  who  inhabit  it  1  '  Coelum, 
non  animum,  mutant,  qui  trans  mare  currunt/  is  the  motto  of  our 
friends  from  Albion's  Isle,  and  a  very  proper  one  it  is.  The  Span- 
iard, Frenchman,  German,  and  so  on,  bring  hither  their  habits  as 
^  well  as  their  tongues  and  complexion ;  and  wherever  they  congre- 
gate, there  they  form  a  New-Spain,  a  New-France^  a  New-Germany, 
and  so  on,  which  differs  from  the  old  only  as  a  new  potatoe  differs 
from  a  transplanted  old  one.  There  is  no  greater  need  of  going  to 
Connemara  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  a  real  vegetable  paddy 
than  of  an  animal  Paddy.  '  Ccelum,  non  animum'  will  apply  in 
one  case  as  well  as  in  thie  other.  Man  makes  the  manners  as  em- 
phatically as  manners  make  the  man.  One  can  become  a  '  picked 
man  of  nations'  without  quitting  the  Battery.  It  is  as  short  a  step 
from  Broadway  to  the  Boulevards  as  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridicu- 
lous. You  can  pop  into  Dublin,  Edinburgh  or  Vienna  by  turning 
a  comer,  and  Seven  Dials  may  be  visited  by  going  down  Anthony- 
street,  as  carelessly  as  though  you  were  Tom  King ;  '  facilis  descen- 
sus avexni ;'  or  you  may  drink  Spanish  chocolate,  without  going  to 
ViffO,  like  the  illustrious  Mr.  Titmarsh  ;  or  enjoy  a  trip  to  London, 
and  a  toby  of  ale  and  a  rabbit,  as  we  did,  (namely,  ourself  and  a 
friend  from  the  country,)  by  merely  turning  out  of  Broadway  into 
Chambers-street,  and  opening  the  door  of 

'  Let  us  go  in  here  and  refresh  ourselves/  said  Verdaunt ;  '  I  am 
weary  of  fine  ladies  and  Gothic  churches.' 

*  Why  here  ]'  I  replied,  knowing  the  austere  habits  of  my  com- 
panion. 

'  Those  grapes  over  the  door  look  so  tempting,'  he  replied.  '  It 's 
a  friiiterer  s,  of  course.' 

I  said  noUiing,  but  followed  Verdaunt,  who  wears  glasses,  which 
do  not  render  him  the  keenest-sighted  person  in  the  world ;  and  he 
did  not  at  once  discern  his  mistake,  but  seated  himself  at  a  little 
mahogany  table,  on  which  was  Ivine  a  late  copy  of  *  The  Times.' 

'  What  will  you  have  V  said  V  erdaunt. 

'  Just  what  you  choose,'  I  replied,  watching  very  curiously  for  a 
denouement,  as  the  novel-writers  say. 

'  What  do  you  wish,  gentlemen  V  said  a  smart-looking  lady,  with 
a  jovial,  ruddy  countenance,  which  was  heightened  by  a  lace  cap 
and  pink  ribbons,  who  emerged  suddenly  into  our  presence  from  a 
kind  of  closet  with  a  half-door  and  a  window. 

<  For  my  part,  I  will  take  some  grapes,'  said  Verdaunt. 

*  Grapes,  Sir  !'  said  the  lady,  with  a  bewildered  look. 

'  Yes,'  said  Verdaunt,  emphatically ;  '  grapes,  if  you  please !' 
'  We  do  n't  keep  grapes,'  said  the  lady,  all  at  once  turning  as  sour 
as  thouffh  she  had  been  changed  into  a  bunch,  and  suddenly  re- 
treated mto  her  closet  ag^ain. 

<  What  is  it,  gentlemen  1  what  is  'e  matter  with  the  miaeis  V  ex- 
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claimed  a  ponderous  gentleman,  wearing  a  ponderous  gold  chain 
with  a  ponderous  pair  of  gold  seals,  who  rose  from  a  table  close  by, 
where  he  had  been  pondering  over  a  *  Weekly  Dispatch,'  and  drag- 
ged himself,  rather  than  stepped,  toward  us.    *  What  '11  'ee  'ave  1' 

*  1  believe  we  have  made  a  mistake  here,'  said  Verdaunt,  as  he 
Bcrutinized  the  room  and  glanced  from  the  figure  in  the  closet  to 
the  figure  before  us. 

*  Will  you  take  it  in  a  mug  or  a  toby,  Sir  V  said  the  ponderous 
gentleman,  inclining  his  ear  to  catch  the  reply ;  *  you  can  'ave  pew- 
ter or  glass,  whichever  you  loike.' 

*  What  in  the  world  does  he  mean  V  said  Verdaunt. 

•Old  or  new,  or  'alf-an'-'alf  mixed  1 — »that  's  the  best,  I  think,' 
continued  the  figure.  '  I  do  n't  feel  very  smartish  to-day,  and  I  am 
going  to  try  some  o'  that  myself.  I  'ave  got  four  'ogsheads  on  tap ; 
you  can  'ave  whichever  you  loike,  but  I  do  n't  think  you  'U  find  a 
better  glass  of  ale  in  any  nobleman's  .cellar  in  England,  not  to  say 
London.' 

*  O  !  I  see  how  it  is,'  said  Verdaunt,  catching  his  breath ;  *  this  is 
an  ale-house.  I  am  ashamed  of  myself.  Do  n't  laugh ;  but  let 
Us  make  the  best  of  it.    Mixed,  if  you  please,  Sir,  mixed.' 

*  Two  tobys  of  'alf-an'-'alf,  William,'  called  out  the  landlord,  with 
his  great  gruff  voice  ;  and  then  reseated  himself  gradually,  with  a 
half-smothered  grunt,  which  seemed  to  say,  '  Thank  heaven !  I  'm 
down  again !' 

The  two  tobys  were  brought  directly  by  William,  and  placed  be- 
fore us  on  a  little  japanned  salver,  accompanied  by  two  tall  drink- 
ing-glasses,  which  might  have  been  copied  out  of  a  Dutch  painting* 
The  tobys  were  little  brown  mugs,  bearing  some  resemblance  to  a 
pursy  old  gentleman  in  a  bob-wie  and  three-cornered  hat;  and 
were  so-called  in  honor  of  Toby  Fillpot,  who  is  the  patron  saint  of 
such  places,  and  has  a  nimbus  of  foamy  ale,  instead  of  one  of  tin 
foil,  like  many  other  saints. 

*  In  truth,  this  is  good  stuff!'  said  Verdaunt,  while  the  foam  of 
the  toby  beaded  his  upper  lip  like  a  budding  moustache.  '  Did  you 
say.  Sir,  that  this  came  from  a  nobleman's  cellar  V  he  continued, 
looking  at  the  landlord,  who  immediately  hobbled  toward  us  again. 

*  Another  1'  said  the  landlord. 

*  No,'  said  Verdaunt ;  *  I  understood  you  to  say  something  about 
a  nobleman's  cellar  and  a  tap,  and        ■* 

'O,  ah  !  two  rabbits,  Wilham  !'  said  the  landlord,  and  was  just 
preparing  to  let  himself  down  again,  when  Verdaunt  repeated  his 
question  about  the  nobleman's  cellar. 

*  Yes,  I  understand,'  said  the  landlord ;  *  I  'ave  four  'ogsheads  of 
that  in  my  cellar,  as  good  ale  as  ever  you  tasted  in  your  life.  Any 
body  that  says  that  aint  a  good  glass  of  ale  do  n't  know  what  ale 
is.  Oi  think  I  ought  to  know  summat  about  ale.  Oi  was  bom  in 
Rent,  and  my  father  before  me.' 

'  But,  my  mend,  you  did  not  understand  me,'  said  Verdaunt,  se- 
riously.' 

'  0,  ah  !  that 's  it.     Well,  the  rabbits  will  be  here  presently.' 
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'  What  a  Boniface  it  is !'  said  Verdaunt. 

'  As  to  that,'  continued  landlord,  *  some  loikes  it  moild  and  some 
loikes  it  bitter ;  as  for  myself,  I  loikes  it  'alf-an'-'alf.  It 's  capital 
for  the  rheumatiz.  I  do  n't  think  oi  should  have  been  alive  now,  if 
't  was  n't  for  ale.  Ha  !  you  think  it  's  too  bitter  1  Oi  do  n't.  It 
was  made  out  of  as  good  'ops  as  ever  growed  in  Sussex  or  Kent. 
'T  was  as  foine  'ops  as  ever  you  see  with  your  eyes,  oi  do  n't  care 
what  any  man  says.  If  you  rub  them  'ops  in  your  'ai^d,  ah  !  they 
smell  sweeter  than  a  posy !' 

*  Why,  what  is  this  V  said  Verdaunt,  staring  through  his  glasses 
at  the  rabbits,  which  William  had  just  placed  upon  the  table. 

'  A  pair  of  Welch  rabbits,'  I  whispered :  *  eat  yours,  and  say  no- 
thing about  it.' 

'  Why,  it 's  nothing  but  toasted  cheese  and  bread !'  said  Verdaunt, 
turning  it  over  disdainfully  with  his  knife. 

'  Well,  it 's  not  Stilton  nor  double-Gloster,  I  '11  say  that,'  mut- 
tered landlord ;  '  but  a  foiner  bit  of  cheese  never  came  out  of 
Cheshire,  I  do  n't  care  who  says  it.  Oi  do  n't^  believe  Sir  Robert 
Peel  himself  ever  had  a  foiner  rabbit  than  that  on  his  table.' 

'  It  is  not  the  cheese,'  said  Verdaunt,  *  but  the  thing  itselt  I  was 
disappointed  in  not  seeing  a  rabbit.     It  's  an  imposition  !' 

*  Ah,  I  dare  say  they  make  good  cheese,'  said  landlord, '  but  it 
is  n't  such  cheese  as  you  get  in  Oxford-street,  at  any  cheese-monger's, 
I  know  that.  I  am  not  blind,  if  I  am  a  little  hard  of  hearing! 
Stilton  's  the  cheese  for  me  !  Bless  your  'art,  perhaps  you  wont 
believe  it,  but  it  's  true  though,  the  Lord  Mayor  used  to  buy  of  the 
same  shop  as  I  did.  But,  with  such  a  glass  of  ale  as  that !  —  ah !  but 
it 's  foine,  though  !* 

*  Well,  I  '11  give  up  !'  said  Verdaunt ;  '  it 's  no  use  talking !  Old 
Will  Boniface  was  a  child  to  him.     It 's  nothing  but  ale,  a^,  ale  !' 

*  Just  so  !  it 's  a  rather  bitter  ale,  I  know,'  said  landlord  ;  '  but 
you  shall  try  some  of  my  third  tap.  Here,  William,  draw  a  toby 
out  of  the  third  tap.  He  's  a  tightish  boy,  that,  (in  a  gruff  whisper ;) 
he  can  draw  a  glass  as  well  as  I  can  do  it  myself,  (aloud,)  and  he  's 
only  nineteen  next  Christmas.  The  missis  will  make  a  man  of 
him.  I  like  to  encourage  him,  you  know,  by  a  good  word ;  (in  ano- 
ther whisper,  which  the  passers-by  in  the  street  might  have  heard.) 
There,  taste  of  that :  ah  !  but  its  foine  !  I  thought  sd ;  I  knowed 
you  'd  loike  it !  I  've  five  butts  of  that  in  my  cellar,  ripening  for 
next  October.' 

*  It  is  shocking  bitter !'  said  Verdaunt. 

'  As  for  that,  I  think  so  myself;  it  wants  a  little  more  hage,  and 
then  it  won't  t€wte  so  strong  of  the  'ops.  For  my  own  use  now,  I 
like  it  better  than  Barclay's  double  ale ;  many  's  the  mug  of  that 
I  've  tasted.  My  missis  thinks  it  is  best,  too ;  and  she  knows  what 
ale  is.  I  say,  gentlemen,  if  either  of  you  wants  a  good  drop  of 
British  brandy  for  your  own  tooth,  you  know,  I  can  let  you  have 
a  demijohn,  or  a  couple  of  quarts,  or  a  pint  or  so.  It 's  capital 
stuff !  only  half  a  guinea  a  gallon,  you  know.' 

*  Hallo !'  exclaimed  a  dumpy  little  man,  with  a  dreadfully  red 
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face,  who  bad  been  snoring  until  this  moment  witb  an  empty  tum- 
bler before  bim,  and  a  '  Bell's  Life  in  London'  under  bis  forebead; 
'  I  say,  Mr.  Adn,  give  us  a  mug  of  ale,  quick !  it 's  almost  'alf  an 
bour  since  I  drank  my  brandy-and-water,  and  I  am  getting  tbirsty. 
Draw  it  mild,  Adn,  and  give  it  to  me  in  a  mug ;  I  can  't  give  up 
tbe  pester.     I  say,  Adn,  wbat  do  you  think  of  Cobden  and  Bright?' 

'  Tbat  makes  five  mugs  and  two  glasses,'  replied  landlord,  put- 
ting his  hand,  trumpet-wise,  to  his  ear. 

'  Confound  your  mugs  and  glasses !'  roared  the  little  man  with 
the  red  face ;  '  I  say,  Adn,  what  do  you  think  of  Cobden'  and 
Bright  V     ' 

'  O,  he  is  a  roarer !'  replied  landlord,  at  a  venture. 

'  Yes,  and  I  know  what  I  would  do  if  I  was  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,'  said  little  Red-face.  *  I  would  bring  in  a  bill  to  have 
the  pair  of  them  sent  to  Botany  Bay.' 

'  Ah, yes  !  he  's  a  capital  fellow !'  replied  landlord ;  '  man^  's  the 
time  I  have  seen  him  walk  into  the  '  Queen's  Arms,'  in  Parbament- 
street,  and  take  his  ale,  just  like  me  or  you  would  a'  done.' 

'  What  a  spbon !'  muttered  the  indignant  Red- face,  as  he  buried 
his  visage  in  the  pewter.     '  What  has  that  to  do  with  it,  Adn  V 

'  I  always  liked  the  Queen's  Arms,'  said  landlord. 

'  Ah  !  but  that 's  not  what  I  was  talking  about,'  said  the  other ; 
'  but  first  give  me  another  mug  of  ale :  I  can  't  talk  without  I  have 
somethink  before  me.  The  Queen's  Arms  was  never  a  favorite  tap 
of  mine.  I  always  liked  summat  a  little  more  select  and  genteel, 
like  the  Nag's  Head.  But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  I  think 
I  must  try  some  of  the  brandy  again ;  this  ale  do  n't  sit  well  on  me. 
After  I  have  taken  this  and  one  more,  Just  to  top  off  with,  I  must 
be  going.  But  I  say,  Adn,  it 's  well  tar  those  fellows  that  I  ain  't 
Sir  Robert  Peel !  I  'd  pay  'em  off  for  ruining  the  country !  I  say, 
my  father's  'op  plantation  in  Sussex  won't  pay  anythink  next  year ; 
't  won't  be  worth  ten  pound  an  acre.  The  country  is  going  to  ruin. 
I  only  vrish  I  stood  in  the  Queen's  shoes  for  a  week  or  so  1' 

*  Do  you  think  you  could  get  down  the  price  of  ale  V  said  land- 
lord. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  beginning  of  a  long  argument  on  the 
state  of  Uie  country,  Verdaunt  rose  to  go ;  but  we  first  took  a  glance 
at '  The  Grapes,'  to  see  if  it  contained  any  thing  to  remind  us  that 
we  were  in  the  western  hemisphere.  The  walls  of  *  TJie  Grapes' 
were  decorated  by  a  series  of  colored  engravings,  dedicated  *  witb 
permission*  to. His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Beaufort,  representing  a  se- 
ries of  tableaux  composed'  of  horses,  dogs,  and  noblemen  m  red 
coats,  engaged  in  that  truly  British  occupation  of  running  down  a 
fox,  who  was  caught,  in  the  last  of  the  series,  and  his  tail  brandished 
over  the  heads  of  the  assembled  nobility  by  one  of  their  companions, 
mounted  on  the  limb  of  a  tree.  On  the  little  mahogany  tables 
of  *  The  Grapes'  were  scattered  various  London  newspapers ;  and 
inside  the  bar  hung  a  great  number  of  pewter  mugs  and  brown 
tobys,  while  '  missis'  in  the  flamboyant  cap  sat  beside  a  baron  of 
beef  to  keep  it  in  countenance. 
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*  Why,  Franco/  said  Verdaunt,  '  there  is  nothing  American  here, 
that  I  can  see.' 

'  O  yes  there  is,'  said  I.     *  Here  are  ourselves,  and  there  is  an 
*  Albion.' ' 

*  Well,  for  all  Chat,  it  is  exactly  like  London,'  said  Verdaunt. 

'  Not  exactly.     If  't  were  London,  the  landlord  would  call  his 
beer-house  a  '  Wine  Vault ;'  here  he  only  calls  it  *  The  Grapes.' 

Vikaxt  FjLiMOO. 


LAY       OP       THE       VISIONARY. 


BT     MABT     A.    BUBBITT. 


Call  me  not  lonely !    Unseen  spirits  linger 

Around  my  path  when  evening  zephyrs  sigh. 
As  Mem'iy  traces  with  a  mystic  finger 

On  flower  and  leaf,  some  dream  of  days  gone  by ; 
Some  scene,  some  form  the  yonthfql  spirit  cherished, 

£*en  as  a  portion  of  its  trembling  life, 
Some  blossom  'mid  the  wreath  whose  buds  have  perished. 

And  some  bright  dream  of  loye  without  its  strife. 


Call  me  not  lonely,  while  the  lightnmg  pinions 
Of  viewless  messengers  around  me  floait : 

Some  from  the  clime  of  Fancy's  far  dominions, 
Some  from  the  land  of  song,  with  plaintive  note ; 

They  come,  when  moonbeams  shed  a  dewy  splendor 
'  O'er  shore  and  wave,  at  midnights  solenm  hush  ; 

They  come,  to  bid  my  dreaming  soul  sanender. 
And  bear  me  on  their  pinions  as  they  rash. 


Then  earth  adieu !  I  seek  the  shore  eternal, 

The  sphere  where  grief-worn  hearts  resume  their  spring  ; 
Where  spirit  brows  are  wreathed  with  blossoms  vernal, 

<  Fanned  into  being*  by  the  Bright  One's  wing ; 
And  where  the  boundlesB  ocean  of  existence 

Flows  smoothly  on,  beneath  immortal  skys. 
But  with  the  morning  it  will  melt  in  distance. 

That  bright,  yet  transient  glimpse  of  Paradise ! 


What  hast  thou,  Earth  !  to  satisfy  eaeh  longing 

Of  worid-wora  spirits  after  dreams  like  these? 
But  they  will  come  agam,  in  silence  t^hzongiog 

This  heart,  when  sighs  the  twilight's  gentle  breeze ; 
Yes  !  they  will  come  once  more,  through  darkness  winging, 

Those  forms  that  greet  me  when  the  day  hath  flown ; 
Some  wiriiedrfor  message  to  my  spirit  bringing  :■ 

If  this  be  lonely,  let  me  stiU  b»  lone. 
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BT     rKTIH    •OBXUIX.. 


*  lOHhabe  gewheti,  waa  (leb  weiM  dti)  teh  nieht  wftrde  fe^lMibt  haben  anf  Ihre  Ersfthltnir.' 

TvLM^tajJKvm,  to  0ox4uu»aa. 

*  I  hMiB  sMa  what  I  aa  certain  I  would  not  taa?o  bolievod  on  your  tolling.' 

Mrs.  Smith,  desirous  of  relieving  the  Gentleman  in  Black  of 
bis  embarrassment,  and  wishing  to  change  the  current  of  his 
thoughts,  requested  him  to  give  her  the  benefit  of  his  opinion  of 
ber  bbrary,  and  of  the  authors  it  contained. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black,  after  a  moment's  abetraction,  recoyered 
bimself,  and  looking  around,  said  : 

'  As  I  have  remarked,  jou  have  strange  contrarieties  of  men  and 
opinions  here ;  on  this  side,  the  fathers  of  the  church,  and  on  the 
other,  their  antagonists.  Here  is  Orioen,  Cyprian,  Tertullian, 
Athanasivb,  Chrysostom,  Jerome,  Augustine,  Theodoret,  Basil, 
the  four  Gregorys,  Leo,  Benedict,  and  their  successors ;  imd  there,' 
pointing  to  the  English  divines, '  the  giants  of  Protestant  theology.' 

'  They  present  a  very  respectable  outside,  certainly,'  said  Mrs. 
Smith ;  *  but  I  am  guiltless  of  any  knowledge  of  what  diey  contain.' 

*  Ah  I'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black, '  they  were  truly  wonderful 
men  !  Here,'  said  he,  rasping  the  toe  of  his  boot  against  a  row  of 
folios,  *  is  one  of  the  great  works  of  the  age  in  which  it  was  written.' 

Mrs.  Smith  stooped  to  read  the  title  on  the  backs,  but  it  was  writ- 
ten in  contractions,  and  in  a  language  not  known  to  the  lady ;  who, 
finding  her  attempt  at  guessing  at  the  purport.of  the  title  unavail- 
ing, candidly  confessed  her  ignorance,  ana  requested  the  Gentle- 
man in  Black  to  tell  on  what  subject  they  treated. 

He  replied,  smiling, '  On  a  subject  which  has  divided*  the  chris- 
tian world  from  its  earliest  ages :  *  The  Perpetual  Virginity  of  Mary.'  * 

'  Is  it  possible,'  she  exclaimed,  '  that  such  a  subject  should  afford 
matter  for  so  many  ponderous  volumes  V 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  answered,  '  There  was  nothing  so  fruit- 
ful of  controversy  as  questions  which  are  beyond  the  r^ach  of  the 
human  understanding.  This  is  the  receptacle  of  all  the  learning 
and  argument  held  by  the  church  on  this  subject,  and  on  the  sub- 
lime virtue  of  virginity  in  general.  Who  will  say  the  Jesuits  have 
done  nothing  for  the  advancement  of  learning,  after  this  V 

'  To  me,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  *  it  looks  like  laborious  idleness. 
But  you  tell  me  this  subject  has  been  deemed  one  of  great  interest 
in  the  early  times  of  the  christian  church  V 

^  Its  rise  is  not  now  to  be  traced,  though  we  know  it  was  as  early 
as  the  times  of  Origen ;  and  we  first  hear  of  its  existence,  from 

*  Thx  two  f  reat  orders  of  Franciscanc  and  Dominicana  were  at  war  with  each  other  as  lo  tbia 
dofna,  whieb  waa  Gootomoed  by  tbe  Jeauita  and  Jansenitta. 
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its  being  denied  by  Helvedius,  a  disciple  of  Auxentius,  the  Arian ; 
and  also  by  Tertullian,  Appolonarius,  Eunomias,  and  their  fol- 
lowers.' 

'  It  seems  to  me,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  perfectly  absurd/ 

'  Yes,  Madam,'  and  however  idle  and  puerile  all  this  may  seem 
to  you,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  I  assure  you  no  dogma 
has  had  so  great  an  influence  on  the  conditions  of  society,  or  has 
wrought  more  important  .changes  on  the  moral  aspects  of  the  world, 
than  this.  Unlike  most  of  the  dogmas  and  dreams  of  the  early 
ages,  this  still  holds  its  place  in  the  veneration  and  confidence  of 
millions,  and  is  now  controlling  the  destinies  of  multitudes  of  men 
and  women,  who  are  doomed  to  a  state  of  being  at  war  with  na- 
ture and  the  G-od  of  Nature.  And  yet,  it  was  to  me  combined  efibrt 
of  the  giant  minds  of  Ambrose,  Augustine,  and  Jerome,  that  the 
church  owes  the  perpetuity  of  this  dogma,  and  all  the  institutions 
and  consequences,  which  have  existed  and  exist,  and  which  have 
been  founded  on  the  glory  they  have  conferred  on  the  rare  and  diffi- 
cult and  uncalled-for  virtue  of  celibacy.' 

'  And  was  it  a  belief  of  the  pure  and  primitive  ages  of  the  church  V 
inquired  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  What  ages  of  the  past  can  be  compared  with  the  present  V  re- 
plied the  Gentleman  in  Black,  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

'  I  speak  of  the  centuries  immediately  following  the  days  of  the 
Apostles,'  answered  Mrs.  Smith.  *  How  early  was  this  wonderful 
virtue  attributed  to  the  Virgin  Mary  %'  *  St.  Augustine,  whose 
fame  is  in  all  lands,  as  you  know,  held  that  she  was  as  much  a  vir- 
firin  after  the  birth  of  Christ  as  before !'  '  But  how  could  such  an 
idea  be  for  a  moment  entertained  1' 

'  It  i€as  entertained,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  smiling ; 
'  and  some  idea  of  the  absurdities  resorted  to  may  be  gathered  from 
a  very  old  picture  in  the  church  at  Constance,  which  represents  an 
old  man  lying  on  a  cloud,  from  which  a  vast  beam  of  light  darts  out, 
and  which  passes  through  a  dove  hovering  just  below;  at  the  end 
of  the  rays  of  light  appears  a  transparent  egg,  in  which  is  seen  a 
child  in  swaddling  clothes,  with  a  glory  around  it.  Mary  sits  lean- 
ing in  an  arm-chair,  and  opens  her  mouth  ready  to  receive  the  egg.' 

*  That  accounts  for  the  conception  only,'  said  Mrs.  Smith. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  smiled,  and  said  :  '  There  were  then,  as 
in  later  days,  men  who,  like  Sir  Thomas  Brown  in  his  '  Religio  Me- 
dici,' complained  that '  there  were  not  impossibilities  enou^  in  re- 
ligion for  their  active  faith,'  and  who  Heartily  adopted  the  axiom  of 
Tertullian :  '  Certum  est  quia  impossibile  est.'  It  is  certainly  true, 
because  it  is  impossible.'* 

'  In  order  to  secure  for  this  dogma  the  highest  possible  sanction,' 
continued  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  'Gregory  Ivysen  insists  that 
the  manner  of  Christ's  entering  the  world  was  a  tacit  disparage- 
ment of  marriage ;  and  in  his  oration  on  Christmas  day,  adopts  a 
tradition  concerning  the  Virgin  Mary,  the  import  of  which  is  to  se- 
cure her  suffrage  in  support  of  vowing  virginity  in  very  childhood. 

*  CoLSftiDGs^f  *  Aids  to  Rtilection.' 


1846.]  Lights  and  Shadows  of  fashionable  Life.  427 

Joseph,  we  are  told,  was  pitched  upon  as  the  guardian  of  her  inno- 
cence ;  and  this  story,  which  waS  introduced  by  G-regory  as  apocry- 
phal, Augustine,  a  few  days  later,  alludes  to  as  an  authentic  fact.  '  It 
18  clear,'  says  he  in  his  work,  '  De  Sancta  VirginiUUe^*  *  that  Mary 
had  previously,  (that  is,  before  the  visit  of  the  angel,)  devoted  her- 
self to  God  in  inviolable  chastity ;  and  that  she  had  been  espoused 
to  Joseph  on  this  very  condition.*  All  which  is  affirmed,  that  Mary 
might '  furnish  an  example  to  holy  nuns  in  all  time  to  come/  The 
greatest  stickler  for  this  doctrine  was  St.  Bernard ;  and  strange  as  it 
may  appear,  this  dogma  has  recently  been  raised  at  Oxford,  whose 
divines  seem  desirous  of  reviving  in  the  English  mind  all  the  bles- 
sedness of  the  Coslihate ;  and  we  shUll  soon  again  hear  of  devout 
boys  and  girls  being  transformed  into  '  Terrestrtal  Angels*  by  passing 
through  the  fiery  ordeal  of  celibacy.' 

'  Such  a  dogma  seems  to  me,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  nothing  less  than 
the  resuscitation  of  the  horrid  Molech  of  the  ancient  Jews  in  a  new 
form,  and  must  certainly  be  nothing  less  than  the  device  of  Satan 
himself.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  smiled  and  said:  'Aristotle  tells  us 
never  to  call  up  the  gods  unnecessarily.*  Satan  has  many  things  .to 
answer  for,  of  which  he  was  most  innocent.  To  me,  all  this  is 
satisfactorily  accounted  for,  from  misconceptions  of  some  passages 
of  the  Scriptures,  and  an  admixture  of  gnosticism,  which  held  pos- 
session of  the  religious  world  almost  universally, t  sustained  as  the 
sentiment  was,  as  I  have  stated,  by  the  giant  intellects  of  the  Church ; 
and  Cyprian  speaks  of  it  in  his  day  as  among  the  '  evangelic  and 
apostolic  traditions,'  and  enforces  it,  though  it  had  even  then  began 
to  work  out  its  legitimate  and  necessary  consequences ;  for  in  his 
Epistles  he  says  :  '  Wherefore,  it  is  by  no  means  to  be  allowed  that 
young  women  should  (nan  dico  simul  dormire)  live  with  men  ;  but 
if  they  have  dedicated  themselves  to  Christ,  let  them  modestly  and 
chastely,  and  without  subterfuge,  hold  to  their  purpose  ;  and  thus, 
constant  and  firm,  look  for  the  reward  of  virginity.' 

'  But  I  thought,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  '  that  the  early  times  of  the 
Church  were,  next  to  those  of  the  Garden  of  Eden,  the  paradisiacal 
days  of  the  world.  I  have  always  heard  them  so  spoken  of  by  the 
Kev.  Dr.  Upjohn,  and  have  often  regretted  that  I  too  had  not  lived 
in, those  days  of  purity,  when  men  and  angels  once  more  renewed 
their  converse  on  eardi.' 

*  Such  representations  of  the  early  days  of  Christianity  are  no 
doubt  very  aelightful,  and  it  is  nmly  to  be  regretted  that  they  are  not 
true.*  And  yet  the  description  which  Paul  gives  of  the  church  at 
Corinth  was  any  thing  but  flattering ;  and  such  a  church,  even  in 


r^Mv^Ctadvd  fUfxay^S'^AmxaTOT.  Po»t.  18. 

'  Nsc  Devf  ioterait  niii  digaas  viodiee  nodni 
Incident :'—  Ho»ao«. 

t  *  It  was  the  uductiTe  f  nostic  principle  which  made  the  eonditiona  of  animal  life,  and  the  common 
•niaiieea  of  man  in  the  social  system,  the  antithesiaof  dirine  perfections  {  and  so  to  be  tfseaped  froM 
and  denied,  by  all  who  panted  after  the  highest  ezcellence.' — Tatlob. 
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Babylon  the  Less,  which  had  changed  the  Supper  into  a  bacchana- 
lian  feast,  would  be  deemed  a  disgface  to  the  age  and  country.  It 
is  common  to  speak  of  these  ages  as  the  pure  ages  of  the  Church ; 
yet  I  can  assure  you,  and  I  do  n*t  think  I  'm  at  all  prejudiced  in 
the  matter,  there  has  never  existed  an  era  when  the  principles  of 
Christianity  have  been  so  well  taught  and  understood  as  the  present.' 

*  In  all  diese  matters/  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  I  have  long  since  become 
very  skeptical;  but  yet  the  constant  iteration  of  these  assertions 
have  still  dwelt  upon  my  mind  as  acknowledged  verities.  And  it 
seems  strange  to  me  that  such  corruptions  could  have  been  engrafted 
on  an  age  so  recently  purified  by  the  fires  of  persecution.' 

'  So  we  might  have-supposed;  yet,  fi:om  the  Epistles  of  Cyprian/ 
it  is  evident  that  the  ladies  of  Carthage  sought  to  indemnify  them- 
selves for  their  abjuration  of  the  virtues  of  domestic  life,  by  be- 
coming proficients  in  every  meretricious  allurement;  not  merely 
bestowing  extraordinary  scares  and  costs  upon  the  attractions  of 
dress  and  jewellery,  and  frequenting  scenes  of  indecent  revelry,  but 
inviting  and  allowing  the  grossest  familiarities  on  the  part  of  their 
spiritual  guides,  to  whom  they  had  too  easy  access ;  ana  even  yield- 
ing themselves  to  shameful  exposures  in  the  public  baths  ;  of  which 
ablutions  the  good  bishop  well  and  smartly  says,  '  Such  washings  do 
not  cleanse,  but  pollute  the  body ;  and  not  only  the  body,  but  the 
soul.'*  That  such  indecencies  of  the  Carthaginian  women  were 
not  a  singular  instance  of  irregularity,  may  be  gathered  from  the 
very  express  and  detailed  reference  to  the  same  practices,  made 
some  years  earlier  by  Clement  of  Alexandria.  So  much.  Madam, 
for  the  boasted  purity  of  the  pristine  age  of  the  Church.' 

'  But  by  what  course  of  instruction,'  inquired  Mrs.  Smith,  '  could 
so  obvious  a  command  as  that  of  the  creator  of  an  institution  hon- 
ored by  the  presence  and  first  of  Christ's  miracles  come  into  dis- 
repute 1     This  is,  afier  all,  quite  a  mystery  to  me.' 

'It  is  by  no  means  difficult  to  show  this  as  the  consequence  of 
the  misconceptions  I  have  alluded  to ;  and  as  a  necessary  effect  fol- 
lowing the  eloquence  and  rhetoric  devoted  to  the  elevation  of  the 
honors  of  virginity.  Let  me  read  you  a  passage  from  St.  Bernard,' 
said  the  Gentleman  in  Black.  Taking  the  volume  from  the  shelf, 
and  opening  it  at  the  subjoined  passage,  he  read  on  as  follows  : 

'  What  is  so  fair  as  cnastity,  which  makes  of  a  man  an  angel ! 
A  chaste  man  and  an  angel  differ  as  to  felicity,  but  not  as  to  virtue ; 
for,  although  the  purity  of  the  angel  be  the  happier  of  the  two,  that 
of  man  must  be  admitted  to  be  theenore  energetic.  It  is  chastity, 
and  that  alone,  which  in  this  abode  of  mortality  holds  forth  the  state 
of  immortal  glory.  This  is  the  glory  of  a*  single  life,  to  live  the  life 
of  an  angel,  while  occupying  the  body  as  of  a  beast'  He  goes  on 
to  say :  '  Who  then  should  scruple  to  call  the  life  of  a  religious 
C celebs  a  celestial,  an  angelic  life  ? — or  what  will  all  the  elect  be  in 
the  resurrection,  when  even  now  ye  are  as  the  angels  of  God  who 
abstain  from  matrimonial  connections  ?  .    .    .  And,  as  to  chastity 

'*Tatlob.  p»  lid. 
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and  SEBCtity,  I  may  call  you  terrestrial  angels,  or  rather  as  citizens 
of  heaven,  although  still  pilgrims  upon  earth.'  And  if  all  this  was 
attractive  to  men,  how  must  such  a  passage  as  the  one  I  will  read 
you  have  thrilled  in  the  souls  of  youne  girls,  as  it  came  warm  with 
the  eloquence  of  the  silver-tongued  Chrysostom  !'  So  saying,  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  took  from  the  shelves  a  ponderous  volume,  and 
read  to  Mrs.  Smith,  whose  &ce  showed  the  deepest  interest  in  the 
Buhject,  the  following  passage : 

'  The  virgin,  when  she  goes  abroad,  presents  herself  as  the  bright 
specimen  of  all  philosophy,  and  strikes  all  with  amazement,  as  if 
now  an  angel  had  descended  from  heaven )  or  just  as  if  one  of  the 
cherubim  had  appeared  upon  earth,  and  was  turning  the  eyes  of 
all  men  upon  himself.  So  should  all  those  who  look  upon  a  virgin 
be  thrown  into  admiration  and  stupor  at  the  sight  of  her  sanctity. 
And  when  she  advances,  she  moves  as  through  a  desert ;  or  when 
she  sits  at  church,  it  is  witti  the  profoundest  silence  :  her  eye  catches 
nothing  of  the  objects  around  her ;  she  sees  neither  women  nor 
men,  but  her  Spouse  only,  and  He  as  if  apparent  and  present ;  and 
then  retiring  to  her  home,  there  she  agam  communes  with  Him  in 
prayers,  and  His  voice  alone  she  listens  to,  in  the  Scriptures ;  and  of 
Him  there  she  thinks,  whom  she  desires  and  loves  ;  and  whatever  she 
does,  it  is  as  a  pilgrim  and  a  stranger,  to  whom  things  present  are 
as  nothing.  Not  only  does  she  hide  herself  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
but  avoids  the  society  of  secular  women  also.  The  body  she  takes 
care  of  only  so  far  as  necessity  compels  her,  while  she  bestows  all 
her  regards  upon  the  soul :  and  who  shall  not  marvel  at  her  1  who 
shall  not  be  in  ecstacy,  in  thus  beholding  the  angelic  life  embodied 
in  a  female  form  1  And  who  is  it  that  shall  dare  approach  her  % 
who  shall  venture  to  touch  this  flaming  spirit  1  Nay,  rather  all 
stand  aloof,  willing  or  unwilling.  All  are  fixed  in  amazement,  as  if 
there  were  before  their  eyes  a  mass  of  incandescent  and  sparkling 
gold  !  Gold  hath  indeed  by  nature  its  splendor ;  but  when  saturate 
vrith  fire,  how  admirable,  nay,  even  fearful,  is  it !  And  thus,  when 
a  soul  such  as  this  occupies  the  body,  not  only  shall  the  spectacle 
be  wondered  at  by  men,  but  even  angels.' 

'  It  is  indeed  no  wonder,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  as  the  Gentleman  in 
Black  closed  the  book,  '  that  such  adulation  should  have  filled,  in 
this  early  age,  the  minds  of  prurient  girls  with  zeal  for  the  crown  of 
virginity.' 

'  Not  in  that  age  only,  but  in  all  ages,  m^  dear  Madam,'  replied 
the  Gentleman  in  Black.  '  The  same  passions  lie  in  every  breast, 
and  are  susceptible  of  being  awakened.  Erasmus  has  in  this  vol- 
ume,' takine  down  the  Cofioquies  of  Erasmus,*  'given  us  a  most 
admirable  dialogue  with  a  young  girl  of  his  day,  who  has  had  what 
Sir  Roger  L 'Estrange  has  translated  '  a  phansie  to  a  cloyster,' 
which  has  been  opposed  by  her  parents,  who,  af^er  great  affliction, 
consent  to  it.  Erasmus  introduces  a  friend  of  the  family,  who 
dissuades  her,  and  lays  before  her  the  snares  and  dai^ers  of  this 

*Loinoit  •ditloB  oflflOf) :  ^  m. 
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course  of  life,  and  the  artifices  by  which  this  desire  has  beeA  created. 
The  young  girl  who  speaks  is  represented  as  just  seventeen,  of  sin- 
gular beauty  and  endowments.  She  says  :  *  It  will  certainly  be  my 
death  if  I  am  disappointed.' 

E  RASMUS .    What  was  it  that  first  gave  rise  to  such  a  fatal  resolution  1 

Catharine.  When  I  was  a  little  girl,  they  carried  me  into  the 
cloisters,  and  showed  me  the  whole  college ;  the  chapels  were  so 
neat,  and  the  gardens  so  clean,  so  delicate,  and  so  well-ordered,  that 
I  fell  in  love  with  them  ;  and  then  they  themselves  were  so  pure 
and  glorious  that  they  looked  like  angels ;  so  that,  in  short,  which 
way  soever  I  turned  my  eye,  there  was  comfort  and  pleasure  :  and 
then  I  had  the  prettiest  discourses  with  the  nuns !  I  found  two 
there  who  had  been  my  playfellows  when  I  was  a  child.  But  I 
have  always  had  a  strange  passion  for  that  kind  of  life. 

Erasmus.  I  have  no  quarrel  as  to  the  Rules  and  Orders  of 
Cloisters,  though  the  same  thing  can  never  ag^ree  with  all  persons. 
If  I  were  to  speak  my  opinion,  I  should  think  it  more  suitable  to 
your  genius  and  manners  to  take  a  good  husband  and  set  up  a 
college  in  your  own  house,  where  he  should  be  the  fiither  of  it  and 
you  the  mother. 

Catharine.     I  '11  rather  die  than  quit  my  resolution  of  virginity ! 

Erasmus.  Nay,  't  is  an  admirable  thing  to  be  a  pure  maid ;  but 
qannot  you  keep  yourself  so  without  running  yourself  into  a  prison, 
never  to  come  out  again  ] 

Catharine.     Yes,  I  may ;  but 't  is  not  so  safe,  though. 

Erasmus.  Much  safer,  truly,  in  my  judgment,  than  with  these 
brawling  swill-bellied  monks.  They  are  no  capons,  I  assure  you, 
whatever  you  may  think  of  'em ;  but  may  very  properly  be  called 
fathers;  for  they  commonly  make  good  their  calling  to  the  very 
letter.  Let  me  tell  you,  there  are  more  veils  than  virgins;  and  I 
never  read  of  any  more  than  one  virgin,  and  she  was  a  mother.  Nay, 
the  maids  you  speak  of,  let  me  assure  you,  do  mare  than  maid^s  bun- 
ness. 

Catharine.    Why  so  1  if  you  please. 

Erasmus.  Because  there  are  more  Sapphos  among  'em  for  their 
bodies  than  for  their  brains. 

Catharine.  I  do  not  understand  you.  My  head  runs  strangely 
upon  this  course  of  life,  though ;  and  my  passion  for  it  every  day 
grows  stronger  and  stronger.  Now  if  this  were  not  inspired  into 
me  from  above,  this  disposition,  I  am  persuaded,  would  have  gone 
ofi*  long  ago. 

Erasmus.  If  it  were  good.  Heaven  would  have  inclined  your 
parents  to  favor  the  notion ;  but  the  gay  things  you  saw  when  you 
were  a  child ;  the  tittle-tattle  of  the  nuns,  and  the  hankering  you 
have  after  your  old  acquaintances;  the  extenial  pomp  of  their 
worship;  the  impoitunities  of  their  senseless  monks,  who  only  hunt  for 
proselytes  that  they  may  cr^m  their  own  paunches ;  here 's  the 
ground  of  your  afiection.  They  know  your  father  to  be  frank  and 
bountifril,  and  this  is  the  way  they  make  fun  of  their  tippU;  for  they 
pither  drink  with  him,  or  else  invite  him,  and  he  brings  as  much  wine 
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along  with  him  as  ten  lusty  soakers  can  swallow.  Do  nothing,  there- 
fore, without  your  parents'  consent,  whom  God  hath  set  over  you  as 
your  guardians. 

C  ATHAUNB.  But  what  is  a  father  or  a  mother  in  respect  of  Christ  % 

'  And  so,'  continued  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  Catharine  persists 
in  her  resolution,  and  goes  into  the  nunnery.  In  this  next  colloquy 
she  is  again  introduced,  having  been  twelve  days  in  the  cloister. 
EraAnus  asks  her, '  How  came  your  parents  to  consent  at  last  V ' 

Catharine.  Betwixt  the  restless  solicitations  of  the  monks  and 
nuns,  and  my  own  importunities  and  tears,  my  mother  at  last  relented, 
but  my  father  would  not  be  wrought  upon.  In  the  end,  he  was  pre- 
vailed upon  to  yield,  as  a  man  absolutely  oppressed  and  overcome. 
The  resolution  was  taken  in  their  cups,  and  tne  monks  preached  no 
less  than  damnation  to  him,  if  he  refused  to  Christ  His  spouse. 

Erasmus.    A  pack  of  flagitious  fools  1    But  what  then  ] 

Catharine.  I  was  kept  close  at  home  for  three  days,  and  several 
of  the  convent  were  constantly  with  me ;  mightily  encouraging  me 
to  persist  in  my  holy  purpose,  and  as  narrowly  watching  me,  lest 
any  of  my  friends  and  kindred  should  come  to  me,  and  make  me 
change  my  mind.  In  the  interim,  my  habits  were  ready,  and  other 
necessaries,  for  the  solemnity. 

Erasmus.    And  did  not  your  mind  misgive  you  ] 

Catharine.  No,  not  at  all.  And  yet  I  had  so  horrid  a  fright,  that 
I  had  rather  die  ten  times  over  than  be  in  that  condition  again. 

Erasmus.  What  might  that  be  ]  Come,  tell  me  truly :  I  am  your 
friend. 

Catharine.    I  had  a  most  dreadful  apparition  ! 

,  Erasmus.  Your  Evil  Genius,  who  pushed  you  forward  into  diso- 
bedience ;  and  in  the  shape,  I  suppose,  we  see  it  painted,  with  a  crook- 
ed beak,  long  horns,  harp's  claws  and  a  swinging  tail  1 

Catharine.  You  may  laugh,  if  you  will,  but  I  had  rather  sink 
to  the  earth  than  see  the  fellow  of  it ! 

Erasmus.  And  were  your  women-solicitoresses  with  yon  at  the. 
time  1 

Catharine.  No.  And  I  would  not  so  much  as  open  my  mouth 
to  them  of  it,  though  they  sifted  me  most  particularly ;  for  you  must 
kbow,  they  found  me  almost  dead  with  the  terror. 

*  You  see,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black, '  that  Erasmus  does  not 
say  this  was  a  contrivance  of  these  monks  and  nuns,  though  I  think 
he  hints  it  was.  The  dialogue  goes  on  to  show  Catharine  wide 
awake  to  the  danger  in  which  she  was  placed,  and  that  at  her  earnest 
cries  and  tears  she  was  relinquished  by  the  monks,  on  the  payment  of 
four  hundred  crowns ;  and  concludes  by  Erasmus  saying :  '  Oh !  these 
guttling  nuptials  1  but  since  the  money  is  gone,  't  is  well  you  are 
yourself  aaXe,  Hereafter  hearken  to  good  advice.'  Catharine  re- 
plies, '  So  I  will ;  a  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire.' 

*  And  is  that  the  writing  of  Erasmus,  the  great  champion  of  the 
Church,  and  the  opponent  of  Luther]'  inquired  Mrs.  Smith,  with  sur- 
prise. 

*  Yes,  my  dear  Madam  :  such  were  the  efforts  of  Erasmus  to  save 
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the  Church  from  the  comiptionB  introduced  into  it  by  these  primitive 
fathers,  and  which  had  ripened  in  his  day  to  a  degree  of  profligacy 
which  admitted  of  no  remedy  less  searching  than  the  knife,  as  applied 
by  Luther,  though  the  caustic,  as  applied  by  himself,  must  have  been 
deemed  by  these  monks  and  nuns  rather  harsh  treatment/ 

*  Ah !'  exclaimed  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  a  smile  of  sincerest 
satisfaction,  passing  his  fingers  over  seventeen  folio  volumes,  '  here 
is  the  angelical  doctor !  the  Emanuel  Swedenborg  of  the  Catholic 
church !'  And  taking  out  a  volume,  and  opening  it,  he  said :  '  Here  is 
the  celebrated  *  Summa  Totius  Theologia,*  Paris,  1615,  of  THomas 
Aquinas/  * 

'  Why  was  he  called  the  Angelical  doctor  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  From  his  wonderful  revelations.  It  is  said  of  him,  that  by  his 
daily  and  constant  contemplations,  to  which  he  was  devoted,  that  he 
frequently  fell  into  an  ecstacy  of  mind,  in  which  he  seemed  to  all 
present  to  be  dead,  yet  in  the  mean  time  he  gained  the  knowledge 
of  the  most  abstruse  mysteries  ;  and  beiDg  returned  to  himself,  he 
imparted  the  finits  of  this  his  philosophic  death  to  others,  and  the 
results  of  which  he  has  here  recorded.* 

'  Indeed  1'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  '  this  is  placing  his  writings  on  very 
high  grounds,  and  the  fact  must  have  given  him  great  influence  in  his 
day ;  and  yet  I  suppose,  if  this  be  so,  he  must  have  been  a  subject 
of  what  we  now  call  animal  magnetism.  You  have  doubtless  heard 
of  such  cases,  in  which  sermons  have  been  preached,  by  ladies  even, 
in  a  state  of  similar  unconsciousness  V 

'Certainly  I  have ;  and  such  cases  have  oi^en  occurred  in  different 
countries  and  at  different  times.  Old  Fuller,  in  his  Woithies,t  tells  us 
of  the  boy  William  Withers,  who  in  1581,  when  a  child  of  eleven 
years  of  aee,  lay  in  a  trance  for  ten  days  without  any  nourishment, 
and  uttered  strange  speeches  against  pride  and  coveteousness  and 
the  sins  of  the  day.  Plinyf  also  tells  of  Hermotimus,  the  Clazome- 
nian,  whose  soul  frequently  deserted  his  body  and  wandered  about  the 
world,  and  at  his  return  would  tell  of  things  performed  at  a  distance 
which  could  only  be  known  to  those  who  were  present  at  the  places 
spoken  of  by  him.  Johannes  Scotu8,§  (known  to  the  world  as  the 
famous  Duns  Scotus)  too,  had  also  his  trances,  and  would  sit  for  the 
space  of  a  day  immoveable,  with  his  mind  and  senses  wandering  from 
his  body.  And  the  fates  of  these  men  were  as  remarkable  aa  their 
cond\tion8  of  mind;  for  Hermotimus  was  found  in  one  of  his  trances 
by  his  enemies;  who  burned  his  body,  and  Duns  Scotus  in  like  man- 
ner was  found  by  some  unacquainted  with  his  idiosyncrasy,  and  so 
buried  alive.' 

*  This  is  indeed  as  disastrous  as  it  is  wonderful,'  replied  Mrs. 
Smith, 'and  a  warning  to  which  our  Mesmerists  would  do  well  to  take 
heed.  And  were  the  revelations  of  Swedenborg  made  under  like 
conditions  of  mind  V 

*  No,  Madam,  as  unlike  as  possible ;  for  writing  to  Doctor  Actingen, 
he  says :  '  I  can  sacredly  and  solemnly  declare  that  the  Lord  himself 

*  Zuiita.  Thratr.,  voi.  IJ.  3^  p.  aS.  f  Fi7LZ.S«*f  Wwthiat.  p.  1  la 
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bas  been  seen  of  me,  and  that  he  has  sent  me  to  do  what  I  do  ;  and 
for  such  purpose  has  opened  the  interior  part  of  my  soul,  which  is 
my  spirit,  so  that  I  can  see  what  is  in  the  spiritual  world,  and^  those 
that  are  therein ;  and  this  privilege  has  been  now  continued  to  me 
for  twenty-two  yean*  Now  this  is  the  language  of  a  man  who  has 
distinguished  himself  by  the  most  remarkable  works,  written  during 
these  very  years,  and  which  render  him  worthy  to  be  ranked  wim 
Newton,  Bacon,  Leibnitz,  La  Place  and  Cuvier;  a  man  of  stu- 
pendous attainments  in  every  sphere  of  knowledge ;  who  solved  with 
equal  ease  the  problems  of  fluxions,  of  physiologry,  of  anatomy,  of 
chemistry,  of  metallurg^y,  of  mechanics  and  finance ;  but  of  the 
conditions  of  his  mind  we  shall  .soon  know,  when  the  excellent  and 
learned  gentleman  who  has  the  work  in  hand  shall  give  to  us  a 
translation  of  his  celebrated  diary.' 

'  Of  what  does  your  angelical  doctor  tell  us  in  this  stout  quarto  V 
asked  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  He  has  here  treated,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  upon 
Love,  in  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  articles ;  he  has  devoted  three 
hundred  and  fifty-eight  articles  on  Angels,  two  hundred  on  the  Soul» 
eighty-five  on  Demons,  seventeen  on  Virginity,  and  a  variety  of  such 
topics.  In  these  he  speaks  of  the  substance,  orders,  offices,  natures 
and  habits  of  angels,  as  if  he  were  himself  an  old  experienced 
angel ;  and  demonstrates,  by  a  severe  chain  of  reasoning,  that  angels 
are  incorporeal  as  compared  with  man,  but  corporeal  as  compared 
with  God.  Thomas  was  the  father  of  the  schoolmen,  by  whom  was 
debated  with  the  utmost  gravity,  all  such  questions  as  these  :  Whe- 
ther Chbist  was  not  a  Hermaphrodite  1  whether  the  pious  at  the 
resurrection  will  rise  with  their  bowels  %  whether  the  angel  Gabriel 
appeared  to  the  Virgin  Mary  in  the  shape  of  a  serpent,  of  a  dove,  of  a 
man,  or  of  a  woman  ?  Did  he  seem  to  be  old  or  young  ?  In  what 
dress  was  he  1  Was  his  garment  of  white,  or  of  two  colors  1  Was 
his  linen  clean  or  foul  ?  Did  he  appear  in  the  morning,  noon  or 
evening  1  What  was  the  color  of  the  Virgin  Mary's  hair-l  Was 
she  acquainted  with  the  mechanic  or  liberal  arts?  Had  she  a 
*  thorough  knowledge  of  the  '  Book  of  Sentences'  and  all  it  contains  % 
that  is,  of  Peter  Lombard's  compilation  from  the  works  of  the 
Fathers,  written  twelve  hundred  years  after  her  death  !  Whether, 
when,  during  her  conception,  the  Virgin  was  sitting,  Christ  too  was 
seated,  and  whether  when  she  lay  down,  Christ  also  lay  down  1'* 

'  Are  you  not  romancing  V  said  Mrs.  Smith,  looking  very  ear> 
nestly  into  the  face  of  the  Gentleman  in  Black.' 

Certainly  not ;  and  to  show  you  that  the  subject  was  by  no  means 
exhausted,  here  is  the  celebrated  and  rare  folio,  by  a  Spanish  Jesuit, 
published  at  Salamanca  so  late  as  1652, entitled  'the Empyreoloqia,' 
in  which  is  described,  with  the  greatest  complacency,  the  joys  of 
heaven ;  and  which,  though  strange  enough,  were  surpassed  by 
another  Jesuit  writer,  who  gives  us  yet  ttore  particular  accounts,  and 
positively  assures  us  that  men  and  women  are  to  enjoy  the  supremest 


'  Shabon  Tubmkb's  Amlyiia. 


434  Lights  and  Shadows  of  FashiatuMe  Life.  [May, 

pleasure  in  kissing  each  other  in  those  blessed  abodes ;  where  they 
will  bathe  in  each  other's  presence,  and  for  Uiis  purpose  there  will  be 
the  most  agreeable  baths,  in  which  the  Happy  will  swim  like  fishes ; 
that  the  angels  will  dress  themselves  in  female  habits,  their  hair 
curled,  wearing  petticoats  and  faidingales,and  with  the  finest  linen; 
that  men  and  women  will  amuse  themselves  in  masquerades,  feasts 
and  balls ;  women  will  sing  more  agreeably  than  men  to  heighten 
these  entertainments,  and  at  the  resurrection  will  have  more  luxu- 
riant tresses,  ornamented  with  ribands  and  head-dresses,  as  in  this 
life.'* 

'  It  seems  to  me,'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith, '  impossible  that  such 
things  could  ever  have  been  written,  much  less  printed.' 

'  To  me,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black, '  tnese  subjects  do  not 
seem  quite  so  absurd  as  the  grave  dispute  which  occupied  thousands 
of  acutest  schoolmen  and  log^icians  for  more  than  a  century,  and 
which,  after  all  the  debate,  was  never  resolved.' 

'  Pray,  may  I  inquire  what  was  the  topic  )' 

'  It  was  this  :  '  When  a  hoe  is  carried  to  market,  with  a  rope  tied 
about  his  neck,  which  is  held  at  the  one  end  by  a  man,  whether,  is 
the  hog  carried  to  the  market  by  the  rape  or  by  the  ma«  V  '* 

'  What  could  have  possessed  men  with  such  puerilities  V  said 
Mrs.  Smith. 

'  It  was  the  policy  of  Rome  so  to  exhaust  the  activity  of  the  hu- 
man mind  in  speculations  which  kept  it  in  full  occupation,  and  left 
the  power  of  the  Papacy  unharmed.' 

'  out  where  was  the  Bible  all  this  while  1  It  seems  to  me,'  said 
Mrs.  Smith,  'that  such  speculations  as  these  could  never  have  grown 
up  under  it's  teachings.'  v 

'  The  Bible  1'  exclaimed  the  Gentleman  in  Black ;  '  oh !  that  was 
what  the  Archy  McSycophants  of  those  days  would  have  told  you 
was  an  '  unparliamentary  word.''  The  Bible  was  long  after  lying 
in  the  rubbish  of  the  monasteries  an  unknown  book.' 

*  And* why  was  this  V 

It  were  a  long  story  to  tell  you  the  strange  fortunes  of  that  book, 
which  has  oftentimes  seemed  all  but  lost  to  the  world.t  Its  recent^ 
history  is  better  knovm ;  and  of  all  its  many  versions,  the  most  sur- 
prising was  a  Spanish  translation  by  Sebastian  Cabttllon,  in  which 
he  fancied  he  could  grive  the  world  a  more  classical  version,  and  for 
this  purpose  introduced  phrases  and  sentences  from  profane  writers 
into  the  text ;  and  not  to  be  outdone  by  the  Spanish  version,  Pere 
BuRRUYBR  made  a  version,  which  he  styled  the  '  Histoire  du  Pstqjde  de 
Diem/*  and  conceiving  the  style  of  the  Scriptures  to  be  too  barren,  he 
has  given  us  this  improved  version,  of  which  I  will  read  you  a  few  pas- 
sages.' So  saying,  the  Gentleman  in  Black  took  the  book  down  mm 
the  shelf,  and  turning  to  the  life  of  Joseph,  he  read,  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  Mrs.  Smith,  as  follows  : 

'  Joseph  combined  with  •  regularity  of  features  and  a  brilliant 
complexion  an  air  of  the  noblest  dignity,  all  of  which  rendered  him 
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one  of  the  most  amiable  of  men  in  Egypt.'  •  .  .  <  The  wife 
of  Potipbar  at  lengtb  declared  ber  ardent  passion,  and  pressed  bim 
for  an  answer.  It  never  entered  ber  bead  tbat  tbe  advances  of 
a  woman  of  ber  rank  could  ever  be  rejected.  Josepb  at  first  re- 
plied to  all  ber  wisbes  by  bis  cold  embarrassments.  Sbe  would  not 
give  bim  up.  In  vain  be  flies  from  ber  ;  sbe  was  too  passionate  to 
waste  tbe  moments  of  bis  astonisbment.' 

'  Enougb  !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smitb,  taking  tbe  book  from  tbe  band 
of  tbe  Gentleman  in  Black,  and  replacing  it  on  tbe  sbelf;  'no  more 
of  sucb  '  Elegant  Extracts,'  if  you  please  !* 

Tbe  Gentleman  in  Black  laugbea  beartily  at  tbe  movement. 

'  Tbank  beaven,'  said  Mrs.  Smitb,  *  all  tbis  is  Frencb  and  Spanisb  ! 
Tbe  Englisb  mind  bas  never  been  guilty  of  sucb  absurdities.' 

'  Are  you  so  certain  of  it  1'  asked  tbe  Gentleman  in  Black ;  '  you 
can  never  bave  seen  tbe  Bible  put  into  verse  bv  a  wortby  Scotcb  di« 
vine,  wbo  seems  to  bave  determined  not  to  oe  outdone  by  tbese 
wortby  predecessors ;  for  in  it  occurs  tbe  most  remarkable  of  all 
Alexandrines  tbe  world  bas  ever  seen.' 

*  I  'm  sure,'  said  Mrs.  Smitb,  'I  sball  now  be  surprised  at  notbing 
you  can  tell  me  ;  but  wbat  was  tbis  Alexandrine  V 

'  Speaking  of  tbe  refusal  of  Pbaraob  to  release  tbe  children  of 
Israel,  be  says  : 

*  Now,  Pharaoh,  waa  he  not  a  saucy  raMal, 

Who  would  not  let  the  children  of  Israel,  and  their  wirtff  and  btUe  odee,  with  their  flocki  and  their 
herds,  90  up  to  eat  the  Paschal  t' 

'  I  wonder  wbo  tbis  man  is !'  tbougbt  Mrs.  Smitb,  strangely  mys- 
tified by  tbe  course  wbicb  tbe  conversation  bad  taken.  Now  as  tbe 
Gentleman  in  Black  was  not  at  all  coiiscioiis  of  tbe  state  of  mind  be 
bad  created,  be  went  on  to  say,  in  a  quiet  easy  tone : 

'  It  may  seem  surprising  to  you,  my  dear  Madam,  tbat  with  all 
tbese  surprising  absurdities  in  existence,  and  of  which  he  must  have 
been  advised,  so  great  a  man  as  tbe  Archbishop  Tillottaon  had 
formed  tbe  design  of  an  expurgated,  edition  of  tbe  Bible,  so  that|  bad 
his  purpose  been  completed,  we  should  bate  had  not  only  a  family 
Shakspeare,  but  also  a  family  Bible.' 

'  Pardon  me,  if  I  presume  to  say,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith, '  that  I  too 
bave  thought  a  family  Bible  would  be  desirable,  and  I  believe  it  has 
been  attempted  by  Noah  Webster,  but  I  bave  never  seen  it.' 

*  That,  Madam,  must  be  a  perilous  labor  wbicb  presumes  to  refine 
pure  gold,  or  to  add  perfume  to  tbe  violet ;  tbe  hues  of  the  0ky,  of  tbe 
earth  and  tbe  sea,  are  adapted  to  tbe  eye  because  tbe  same  God 
made  them  all.    And  such  are  tbe  Scriptures  to  the  soul.' 

'  He  certainly  must  be  a  divine  !'  thought  Mrs.  Smith.  'Is  it  then 
so  faultless,'  asked  Mrs.  Smith, '  tbat  it  can't  be  improved  V 

'  Certainly  not ;  tbe  text  should  be  inviolable.  The  arrangement 
of  the  books  as  they  now  stand  is  most  artificial  and  unfortunate ;  ana 
it  is  a  matter  of  surprise  that  tbis,  wbicb  is  tbe  Work  of  man,  should 
still  be  retained,  and  that  fhe  labors  of  Ligbtfoot  and  Townsend 
find  so  few  to  appreciate  them,' 

*  May  I  ask  of  wbat  you  speak  1     I  have  beard  of  neither.' 

'  I  refer,'  replied  tbe  Gentleman  in  Black, '  to  tbe  '  arrangement  (f 
roL.  xxvti.  56 
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the  Scriptures  in  their  chronological  order*  The  books  of  the  Bible 
were  written,  you  know,  at  different  periods,  and  the  lyrics  were 
penned  at  critical  conjunctures  of  the  history  of  David  and  Asaph 
and  others  during  the  captivity;  the  prophets  were  prophesying,  and 
some  of  them  at  the  same  time  in  Babylon  and  at  Jerusalem ;  now 
there  is  a  thread  of  history  in  the  historical  books,  upon  which  all 
these  are  susceptible  of  being  strung,  and  which  holds  all  together  in 
their  proper  places ;  and  this  arrangement  makes  connected  and  plain 
what  is  now,  for  want  of  it,  obscure  to  all  but  the  few,  by  whom  all 
these  conditions  of  the  two  nations  of  Judah  and  Israel  have  been 
mastered,  and  the  times  of  these  lyrics  and  prophecies  understood. 
To  arrange  these  several  distinct  books,  songs  and  prophecies,  has 
been  the  work  of  years  of  toil,  and  has  been  recently  perfected  by 
George  Townsend,  whose  Bible  has  been  reprinted  in  this  country, 
but  as  yet  is  known  to  but  few  of  the  many  who  value  the  Bible  as 
the  best  of  Books/ 

'This  gentleman,'  thought  Mrs.  Smith,  '  must  he  a  minister;  but  of 
what  sect  ?    I  will  certainly  contrive  to  make  him  show  his  hand.' 


SPRING. 

Fakewell  to  the  frost  and  the  snow ! 

The  itreami  are  heginnmg  to  flow ; 
The  forest  is  ringing. 
The  green  grass  is  springing. 

And  softly  the  warm  breezes  blow ; 

While  sweet-scented  flowers  again 

Are  blooming  on  hill,  dale  and  plam. 

The  thmsh,  on  the  evergreen  hill, 
Is  tuning  his  musical  triU  ; 

And,  when  eve  is  falling. 

We  hear,  loudly  calling. 
The  note  of  the  wild  whippoorwill ; 
While  the  turtle,  far  down  in  the  grove, 
Is  cooing'  all  day  to  his  love. 


The  Springtide  of  Life  may  thus  i 
To  pass  in  a  Fairy-like  dream ; 

The  woods  are  reaoundine. 

The  young  blood  is  bounmng. 
And  bright  flows  the  murmuring  stream : 
Yet  childhood  can  never  prolong 
This  dream-land  of  flower  and  song ! 

While  mirth  then  and  mnsic  abound. 
Oh !  pluit  thy  seed  deep  in  the  ground ! 
The  breezes  and  showezs 
Shall  first  bring  thee  flowers, 
^        And  soon  the  ripe  fruit  shall  be  found ; 
Thus  Shalt  thou  haye  treasure  in  store. 
When  Springtide  and  Summer  are  o*er. 
BmrHmgtmi,  VtrmonL  Jobxi  &.  But*. 
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A      PASTORALt      LAMENTE, 

O  K 

A     LAMENTABLE     PASTOEALL: 

WRITTSH      ZK     A      aTATB     OV     HOPSXBBB,      OOOKLBS*      IXXOBVOT, 
BOTH    or    MI  MS    ▲HS     XITCBBM. 


'  Say,  Sb«pb.erd*»  IxBve  j^  aeea  lay  Lov«  ?' 


*  Why  heaves  from  my  bosom  the  sigh  ? 
Why  fixM  is  my  gaze  on  the  ground  7* 
Mary  Gaynor,  thy  days  have  gone  by» 
And  there's  not  a  good  cook  to  be  found ! 

Erewhile,  I  could  get  a  nice  dinneri 
Could  give  one  l^neath  my  own  roof ; 

NoW|  lorn  and  disconsolate  Sinner ! 
I  keep  from  my  best  friends  aloof. 

Peter  Van  is  not  oft  to  be  had, 
And  my  kitchen  he  leaves  disarray'd ; 

So  that  short  words,  and  grave  looks,  and  sad. 
Make  me  half,  to  |Mropose  hun,  afraid. 

There 's  another  ArtUte  I  might  find : 
His  Science?  ^t  is  vast  as  a  wish 

I  am  not,  by  nature,  unkind 

But  I  can't  tell  his  Mutton  from  Fish ! 

Oh  Mary  !  choice  Mary  !    The  bonis 
Flower-footed  have  flown  like  the  Light, 

When,  eneompassM  with  joy  at  thy  powers. 
Three  faces  on  each  side  shone  bright ! 

Three  friends,  on  each  side,  and  no  more ; 

The  delight  of  my  youth  at  the  head ; 
I  sigh —  I  believe  I  have  said  so  before  — 

When  I  think  what  a  Table  was  spread! 

Thy  Cdtelettes ;  thy  M&telotes ;  thy  Teal ; 

Thy  Curries ;  thy  Courses  though  few 
How  well  served !  how  well  timed !  oh  I  fed 

The  remembrance  as  poignant  as  true ! 

Canova's  renown'd  Danzatrice 

Has  the  air  that  thy  woodcocks  erst  wore, 
Her  arm  sheds  the  soft  grace  with-which-they 

Their  bills,  for  their  Skewers,  then  bore ! 

How  they  lay,  in  their  glory,  on  toast ! 

How  close  their  nice  feet,  and  yet  fine ! 
When  smiled  on,  as  they  were,  by  most  — 

I  have  thought  that  they  smiled  upon  me! 
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Then  thy  ta»,  o'er  a  Tempin  stew, 

How  it  n»e  to  the  Zenith  of  Fame ! 
And  thy  aonp  —  from  the  Teetndo*  too  — 

What  an  odour  it  gave  to  the  name ! 

Thy  Blanc-manger — Cream  from  Fairy-land  bnmgfat ! 

Thy  Jelly  the  Topax  outvied  — - 
Thy  Paatryeo  feath'ry,eo  airy— we  thought 

That  the  Vol-an-vent  ought  to  be  tied  1 

How  thy  Mocha  approached  at  the  last !  -~ 
While  I  write  theee  few  linea  in  thy  praiee, 

A  rich  perfume  it  ehede  o*er  the  pact. 
More  delightful,  more  precious,  than  bays. 

'  Oft  heaves  from  my  bosom  the  sigh. 
Oft  filed  is  my  gaze  on  the  ground, 
Come,  give  me  my  pipe,  and  I '11  try 
To  banish  my  cares  with  the  sound' 


Jonv  Watxiw. 


CONJUGAL      PIETY: 

OR,    THE     MAN-LY      MUSINGS    OP      AN      ENTHUSIAST. 


■T    A    M«W    COKTRIBOTOR. 


I  WAS  deep  in  the  intricacies  of  a  bill  in  chancery.  *  Your  ora- 
tor,' as  usual  all  dulness  and  tautology,  made  a  dosing  effort  to 
redeem  his  character  by  the  pious  and  pathetic  promise  that  he 

*  would  ever  pray ;'  and  every  word  of  tne  Queen's  English  that 
could  by  any  possibility  be  pressed  into  the  service  did  duty  on  the 
occasion. 

Absorbed  in  the  pleasing  task  of  estimating  the  result  of  my 
labor,  and  satisfied  that  if  it  had  no  other  merit,  it  had  the  crowning 
one  of  '  lengthiness,'  I  was  roused  from  my  meditations  by  a  vio- 
lent rapping  at  the  door.  '  A  new  client !'  thought  I ;  and  making 
a  hasty  snatch  at  my  pigeon-hole,  to  bring  around  me  a  more  impos- 
ing array  of  papers  and  red  tape,  I  forwarded  a  loud  emphatic 

•  Come  in  !'  Writing  as  if  pressed  to  death  with  my  numerous  avo- 
cations, I  did  not  look  up  until  my  visitor  stood  before  me.  He  was 
a  tall,  long-favored  individual,  dressed  in  a  suit  of  solemn  black,  and 
so  miserably  *  emaciate,'  that  he  could  have  had  little  knowledge  of 
'the  ills  that  Jlesh  is  heir  to,'  except  from  the  revelations  of  history. 
After  the  usual  salutations  bad  been  exchanged,  he  seated  himself, 
and  looking  round  with  a  bland  expression  of  countenance,  re- 
marked : 

*  Ah !  hard  at  work !  — and  here  are  your  tools  in  trade :  *  Chitty'8 
Pleadings,'  'Starkie   on   Evidence;'    both  valuable    works;   and 

•  Tkb  Heip»tolo(loAl  narno  for  Uk«  Tsmpla  it  ma;  be  prepvr  to  ramack  U  tb«  Ttatado  RstlcultU. 
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medical  jurisprudence,  too ;  maTiy  useful  hints  as  to  poisons  there ! 
And  as  I  live/  continued  he,  taking  up  a  bundle  of  papers,  '  here  is  the 
very  cause  in  which  I  am  a  witness  —  Smith  versus  Brown !  How 
melancholy  that  two  such  extenAive  houses  should  be  pitted  against 
each  other  !  But  such  is  the  way  of  the  world !'  Shdting  his  head 
mournfully;  and  looking  intensely  virtuous,  his  soul  seemed  to  soar 
away  for  a  brief  moment  to  more  congenial  regions ;  till  at  length, 
as  if  suddenly  recalled  to  the  consciousness  that  he  was  still  in  the 
flesh,  he  tore  himself  down  as  it  were,  and  resumed  his  connection  with 
the  material  world. 

*  I  have  come  to  consult  you,  my  dear  Sir,'  said  he  ;  *  not  exactly 
professionally,  but  as  a  man  of  genius  and  taste.  You  doubtless 
know  of  my  recent  misfortune  V 

I  assured  him  I  did  not. 

*  You  do  not  pretend  to  say  you  have  never  heard  of  Mrs.  Biggs  V 
For  a  moment  a  falsehood  trembled  on  my  tongue  ;  but  fearing 

that  no  casuistry,  however  acute,  could  convert  it  into  justifiable  ter- 
giversation, I  was  unwillingly  constrained  to  answer  in  the  negative. 
He  looked  surprised,  and  even  hurt ;  and  glancing  at  the  crape  upon 
his  arm,  he  replied  : 

*  Well,  Sir,  she  was  my  wife ;  and  I  believe  I  may  say,  for  there  is 
no  impropriety  in  eulogizing  the  dead,  that  she  was  a  superior,  a 
rwy  superior  woman.  Ah,  my  young  friend!'  —  and  he  laid  his 
hand  upon  my  arm  —  *  it  is  a  great  thing  to  lose  a  companion  !' 

Not  being  able  to  gainsay  the  proposition,  and  unwilling  to  inter- 
rupt him,  I  contented  myself  with  a  tacit  assent  to  the  remark. 

*  My  wife.  Sir,  the  late  Mrs.  Biggs,  had  a  pretty  taste  in  literature, 
and  was  in  the  habit  of  employing  her  leisure  hours  with  her  pen. 
I  was  aware  that  she  kept  a  diary,  for  I  believe  most  people  of  true 
sensibility  and  feeling  do ;  but  I  supposed  it  a  mere  jotting  down  of 
family  incidents  and  family  expenses.  Judge  then  of  my  surprise, 
when  I  found  it  a  record  of  her  thoughts  and  feelings  on  almost 
every  subject !  The  exalted  opinion  she  entertained  of  our  sex  I 
confess  surprised  me.  I  had  never  suspected  such  dutiful  and  pious 
feeling  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  thought  a  slight  vein  of  satire  ran  through 
her  character ;  but  I  did  her  injustice,  (here  his  voice  faltered,)  and 
I  am  willing  to  acknowledge  it.  My  present  business  is  to  ask  you 
to  look  over  these  papers,  and  pass  judgment  upon  them ;  for  it 
strikes  me  that  something  could  be  made  out  of  them  that  would  be 
worthy  of  her,  and  profitable  and  consoling  to  me.' 

He  then  drew  from  his  pocket  a  manuscript  volume,  and  placing 
it  in  my  hands,  remarked  :  '  In  a  matter  of  this  kind  I  distrust  my 
own  judgment ;  and  as  I  was  undoubtedly  the  original  from  whicn 
she  drew  some  of  her  most  attractive  pictures,  there  seems  an  indeli- 
cacy in  my  appearing  in  the  affair.' 

*  I  will  comply  with  your  request,'  said  I,  'with  great  pleasure  ; 
but  there  is  no  counting  upon  the  public  taste.  Should  they  appear 
to  me  meritorious,  we  can  send  them  to  a  leading  periodical,  and  if 
they  are  well  received,  we  can  hereafter  give  them  to  the  world  in 
even  a  more  durable  form.' 
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After  considerable  more  conversation  respecting  the  mental  pecu- 
liarities of  the  '  departed  Mrs.  Biggs/  the  bereaved  husband  left 
me  ;  and  I  hastened  at  my  first  leisure  to  fulfil  my  promise.  Perhaps 
my  partiality  may  mislead  me,  but  they  strike  me  as  evincing  an  un- 
common acquaintance  with  men  and  things,  and  to  be  in  no  respect 
inferior  to  the  writings  of  the  late  Lady  Willoughby,  except  in  beauty 
of  composition.  To  that  they  lay  no  claim ;  but  in  genuine  connu- 
bial tenderness,  and  appreciation  of  manly  excellence,  they  cannot 
be  surpassed.  It  is  a  common  complaint  with  men  of  acute  sensi- 
bilities, that  they  are  not  loved  with  that  entire  self-abandonment 
and  fervor  of  soul  which  their  feelings  crave,  and  which  their  virtues 
deserve.  '  Ungrateful  woman !'  they  exclaim,  *  we  make  a  solemn 
tender  of  our  persons  and  offer  to  maintain  you  during  your  natural 
lives ;  and  what  is  our  reward  1  In  accepting  us,  they  coldly  refer 
us  to  their  parents,  instead  of  throwing  themselves  upon  our  necks, 
and  sobbing  forth  their  gratitude ;  and  at  our  death,  mstead  of  self- 
immolation,  they  console  themselves  with  their  '  thirds.'  That  such 
consummate  selfishness  should  disgust  sensible  men,  is  not  to  be 
concealed  or  denied.  Ah !  had  the  late  Mrs.  Biggs  been  permitted 
to  survive  her  dear  partner,  nothing,  I  am  convinced,  could  have  kept 
her  from  mounting  the  funeral  pile. 

The  following  extracts  are  selected  almost  at  random,  and  out  of 
a  thousand  others  of  similar  import.  They  speak  for  themselves, 
and  require  no  comment  from  me  ;  but  I  envy  not  the  feelings  of 
that  man  who  can  peruse  them  without  emotion,  or  who  would  be 
disposed  to  utter  a  severer  censure  than  that  passed  upon  a  kindred 
spirit  by  a  bereaved  husband,  that '  she  doted  where  she  should  have 
only  laved.* 

I  have  now  completed  my  task.  With  the  public  it  rests  whether 
these  papers  shall  remain  in  their  original  obscurity,  or  whether  they 
shall  take  their  stand  with  the  permanent  literature  of  our  country: 


*Pbat,  will  joa  nuuTf  me,  dear  Axxt  Cuoxxa?' 

'  It  is  a  common  habit  of  the  youn?  and  thoughtless  of  my  own 
sex  to  speak  of  offers  matrimonial  with  unbecommg  levity  and  irre- 
verence. That  the  lordly  sex  are  immeasurably  superior  to  us,  has 
been  decided  a  thousand  times — they  being  the  judges.  It  follows 
then,  that  when  they  solicit  us  to  '  share  their  hand  and  heart,'  the 
obligation  is  entirely  on  our  side.  This  view  of  the  case  is  particu- 
larly distasteful  to  women  of  a  certain  turn  of  mind,  and  they  take 
their  revenge  by  cruelty  to  their  lovers.  How  much  would  they 
be  mortified  to  know  that  the  strongest  feeling  experienced  by  men 
under  such  circumstances,  is  that  o£ surprise  /  For  my  part,  I  care  not 
how  lowly  I  am  placed  in  the  scale  of  existence,  so  I  am  but 
permitted  an  occasional  rapt  glimpse  of  such  superior  beinss! 
And  yet,  humble  as  I  am,  1  cannot  help  wishing  that  the  gratify- 
ing physiological  fact  were  more  generally  known,  that  m  can- 
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nibal  countries  vre  are  considered  as  yielding  by  far  the  choicest 
steaks.* 

'  But  a  truce  to  vaingloriousness.  If  I  know  myself,  and  I  think 
I  do,  a  proposal  of  marriage  was  always  to  me  a  solemn,  a  most 
solemn  busmess.  To  think  of  a  man,  enough  of  himself  ^or  him- 
self, one  would  think,  standing  perhaps  six  feet  in  his  stockings, 
approaching  me  with  his  full,  big  heart  beating  and  thumping 
away  in  his  great  manly  bosom  ;  picking  me  out  of  the  whole  world, 
and  asking  me  to  share  his  thoughts,  his  name,  his  money — abso- 
lutely, to  reside  with  him  !  Oh  !  it  is  enough  to  make  one's  head 
spin  round  to  suffocation  !  This  is  no  fiction.  Many  a  woman, 
overwhelmed  with  the  magnitude  of  the  proposal,  has  fainted  from 
sheer  joy  on  the  spot.  But  let  me  look  at  it  more  in  detail ;  and 
were  I  writing  for  the  public,  I  should  say,  *  Dear  female  restder, 
let  me  describe  to  you  your  first  offer  of  marriage.' 

*  You  are  as  yet  untaught  in  the  ways  of  love,  but  you  have  your 
own  notions  of  the  moral  sublimity  of  the  act  of  one  human  heart's 
unveiling  itself  before  another,  and  you  long  to  witness  it.  A  Call 
is  made  upon  you  of  a  warm  summer's  morning :  your  lover  has 
well  conned  his  task,  and  is  not  afraid  to  deliver  it  in  the  face  of 
the  blessed  sun.  But  adverse  influences  are  at  work :  youthful 
brothers,  affectionately  interested  in  every  thing  that  concerns  their 
elders,  pertinaciously  persist  in  favoring  you  with  their  company. 
Finding  that  private  signals  are  powerless  to  effect  their  absence, 
you  invoke  the  paternal  mandate.  Flurried  and  excited,  you 
scarcely  understand  a  gasping  sound  which  proceeds  from  your 
visitor :  it  is  a  wish  for  five  minutes'  private  conversation.  Leading 
the  way  to  a  more  retired  apartment,  a  thousand  thoughts  flash 
wildly  through  your  brain.  What  can  be  his  object  1  Is  it  to  ask 
for  your  sign-manual  to  complete  his  collection  of  autographs  ? 
or  has  he  seen  your  daguerreotype,  and  desires  it  for  an  impersona- 
tion of  death  by  impalement  ?  You  glance  at  the  countenance  of 
your  beau  :  'Celestial  rosy  red,  love's  proper  hue,'  and  every  pore 
on  duty !  He  is  seated  :  so  far,  so  good.  '  The  plot  thickens.'  He 
twiddles  his  watch-key,  fishes  for  his  pocket-handkerchie'f,  and  is 
either  *  a-cold,'  or  suddenly  attacked  by  St.  Vitus.  He  begins  to 
break  ground ;  voice  husky,  and  not  over  melodious :  *  First  ac- 
quaintance ;'  '  indelible  impression  ;'  '  tried  to  forget ;'  'could  n't ;' 

'esteem;'  'warmer  sentiment' *love;'  'reciprocity  of  feeling;' 

'congeniality  of  sentiment;'  'leave  to  hope'-: — *  income;*  'little 
property' — '  wish  't  was  more ;'  '  perfect  bee  for  industry ;'  '  habits 
and  disposition  excellent.'  '  Speak  to  father;'  'heart' — 'hand' — 
'  altar;*  '  wish  it  was  this  minute  ;'  '  patience  !  patience  !  come  at 
last.'     '  Heaven  begun  below  !'  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

'  Embarrassed  and  anxious  to  put  an  end  to  the  interview,  you 
commit  an  irretrievable  blunder.  Horror  of  horrors !  you  said 
Yes  instead  of  No  I — and  before  you  can  undeceive  him,  a  damp, 

*WiLKi8,  in  his  *  Exploring  Expeditioa,'  mMtioni  tbv&une  fact 
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purple  hand  seizes  yours,  and  inflicts  upon  it  a  cruel  squeeze — per- 
haps a—     Nonsense ! 

'^OMKSTic  bappiattM,  ' 
Thou  only  bliw  of  ParadiM  that  boat  survived  tbe  fall  t 
Heboid  tbe  pietnre;  \»  it  like?  like  wbom  t*— Cowpsr. 

'  I  CONFESS  I  have  little  patience  vfixh  that  class  of  \Yriters,  who, 
forever  prating  of  the  great  benefits  of  *  woman's  mission/  seem  to 
slight  or  overlook  the  superior  importance  of  that  of  the  sterner 
sex.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  undervalue  the  ceaseless  cares  and  la- 
bors of  maternal  love  ;  but  do  we  owe  nothing  to  a  father's  affec- 
tion 1  When  the  wailing  cries  of  his  helpless  offspring  *  pierce  the 
dull  ear  of  night,'  who  is  it  that  turns  out  m  picturesque  costume,  in- 
different to  cold  or  becomingness,  and  parading  the  room  in  majestic 
sadness,  relievos  his  surcharged  feelings  by  seraphic  melody,  whist- 
ling and  trotting  %  And  when,  faltering  from  such  continuous 
marching  and  counter-marching,  and  piqued  that  his  impersonation 
of  a  wandering  Apollo  is  so  coolly  received,  he  softly  seats  himself 
upon  the  edge  of  a  chair ;  yet  all  the  parent  is  busy  at  his  heart ; 
and  as  his  practised  ear  detects  the  symptoms  of  a  renewed  out- 
break, he  only  shoulders  his  burden  with  fresh  courage,  and  again 
trolls  forth  a  favorite  lay.  I  blush  for  the  selfishness  of  my  sex, 
when  I  affirm,  that  no  woman  would  so  act  under  the  like  circum- 
stances ;  and  indeed  nothing  but  one  raised  above  the  weakness  of 
personal  vanity  could  be  capable  of  such  heroic  sacrifices,  such  en- 
tire abnegation  of  self.  Nor  do  his  labors  end  here.  When  sick- 
ness invades  their  mortal  frames,  it  is  his  hand  that  holds  the  nose 
and  forces  down  the  remedy.  And  as  years  roll  on,  and  unlovely 
traits  develope  themselves,  it  is  his  part  to  '  lay  down  the  law,'  and 
to  entrap  the  offender.  It  may  be  a  mournful  satisfaction  to  kiss  an 
erring  ^on,  but  it  is  a  far  higher  privilege  and  duty  to  whip  him. 
He  it  is,  too,  as  they  gather  around  the  social  fireside,  who  poses 
them  in  arithmetic  ;  and  as  they  stumble  in  their  scrambling  ascent 
up  the  hill  of  science,  treats  them  to  a  free  and  familiar  exposition 
on  the  doctrine  of  stupidity,  coupled  with  the  candid  admission, 
that  their  room  would  be  as  agreeable  as  their  company. 

*  It  is  these  *  unbought  graces,'  these  self-denying  acts,  which  he 
does  instinctively,  and  without  asking  for  any  tangible  reward,  that 
constitute  the  charm  of  man.  It  is  not  his  exalted  intellect,  his 
'  deeds  of  high  emprise,'  which  win  our  hearts  ;  but  it  is  that  true 
greatness  of  soul,  by  which,  overlooking  the  vast  discrepancy  which 
exists  in  our  mutual  conditions,  he  stoops  from  the  elevated  atmos- 
phere in  which  he  habitually  moves,  to  accommodate  himself  to 
our  little  feelings  and  little  pursuits. 

*8l»p,  ima^e  of  tby  fatber!  sleep,  my  boy  I'^CAicpsKLt.. 

*  The  world  teems  with  histories  of  generous  and  praiseworthy 
deeds ;  but  I  know  of  no  more  touching  an  instance  of  parental 
piety  than  that  recorded  of  a  certain  husband  and  father,  who  never 
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doffed  '  hoBO  and  doublet,'  and  adjusted  himself  in  his  nightly  couch, 
without  leaving  unenshrined  one  faithful  foot,  to  rock  the  cradle  of 
sleeping  infancy.  The  moralist,  possibly  may  aver  that  it  was  but 
retributive  justice  that  that  particular  portion  of  his  mortal  frame 
should  suffer  which  had  doubtless  often  led  its  owner  from  the  paths 
of  rectitude ;  still,  he  who  could  deliberately,  and  for  the  saKe  of 
another^  and  that  other  a  mere  wife,  expose  an  uncomplaining 
member  to  the  risk  of  rheumatism,  or  of  being  frost-bitten,  is  worthy 
of  the  palmiest  days  of  English  chivalry,  and  may  well  be  entitled 
to  the  epithet  of  *  a  second  Bayard.' 

*  I  can  scarcely  conceive  a  finer  subject  for  the  pencil ;  for  in  ad- 
dition to  its  being  highly  poetical  as  a  composition,  it  could  not  fail 
to  excite  an  immense  moral  influence  upon  the  heart.' 

'  Not  harth  and  crabbed,  u  dull  foolt  rappoaa, 
Bat  miuical  m  U  Aroi.i.o't  lute.' 

A  YOUTHFUL  friend  dilated  with  much  enthusiasm  upon  her  last 
flight's  serenade.  I  smiled  pityingly  upon  her,  and  would  not  ex- 
cite her  envy  by  telling  her  that  many  of  her  married  sisters  are 
favored  by  theit  liege  lords  with  a  nightly  solo,  similar  in  character 
to  the  trombone,  with  a  little  dash  of  the  serpent.  Ah  !  there  is  no 
wind-instrument  like  that  of  nature's  own  creating,  and  no  music 
like  that  produced  by  human  organs  ! 

'Think  of  the  traofport  of  that  youthful  bride 
When  lint  it  breaks  upon  herraptured  soul 
That  the  'a  secured  a  melodist  for  life  I 
First,  't  is  a  gentle  puff,  a  slight  preliminary  sound 
To  the  grand  charge  into  the  Land  of  Nod. 
Stop  him  who  can  I    Can  these  be  earthly  notes? 
Heaven's  artillery  is '  beat,  at  its  own  weapons  I' 


'And  this,  ye  youth  Ail  belles! 
This  is  the  end  of  all  your  toils  and  cares! 
For  this  you  're  danced  —  for  this  you  've  sung  \ 
This  is  that '  sweet  companionship' 
That  poets  sing  of, '  making  night  hideous  I' 
But  1  forbear,  nor  yet  with  hand  profane 
'  Lay  bare  the  secrets  of  the  prison-house !' 


stanzas:      to     a     lady. 

Not  as  a  lover  loveth,  love  I  thee. 

Thou  soul  of  all  that  'a  fair  in  woman ;  yet 
Where'er  thy  presence  is,  there  's  joy  to  me. 

And  absence  leaves  my  life  one  lon^  regret 
I  loved  thee  ere  I  knew  thee,  for  youth  most  lore, 

And  life's  first  ezstacy  we  ne'er  forget ; 
But  manhood  knows  a  passion  far  alxnre 

The  brightest  dream  young  Fancy  can  beget. 
We  wake  from  sleep :  its  glories  all  depart, 

And  crown6d  Mind  dethrones  usurping  Heart ; 
Sole  monarch  then,  Mind  seeks  a  royal  mate, 

To  share,  to  comfort,  to  confirm  its  state. 
So  I  awoke,  sought,  wearied,  till  in  thee 

I  found  the  kindxed  spirit  meet  for  me« 
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*  I  wot7x.s  IttAT*  axuhrlnsd 
Bom«thtag  immortal  of  my  hsairt  aad  mind. 
That  7«t  may  ipoak  to  itx—  wban  I  un  §o&e. 
HhaklBg  thin*  Imnoat  boaom  wiUk  » ton* 
Of  loat  affvetion ;  Bomethlng  that  may  prov* 
What  sha  batb  been,  wboae  Btrong  maternal  love 
On  tbee  was  lavlabed ;  allent  pang  and  tear. 
And  ferrent  hope,  that  guahed  when  none  were  near.* 

It  was  an  ere  of  summer.    The  broad  ran 
Had  poured  his  last  beam  on  the  alantinff  hills. 
And  in  (he  vales  the  panting  flowers  looKed  np» 
Asking  the  Twilight's  presence.    Soft  she  came. 
Bearing  her  chalice  of  refreshmg  dew. 
And  like  a  nurw,  flinging  with  gentle  hand 
Her  misty  mantle  o'er  them,  baUied  each  leaf, 
And  bade  the  fitful  and  inconstant  breeze 
Fan  with  its  cooling  wing  the  languid  rose, 
And  loll  the  infant  blossoms  to  their  dreams. 

And  at  this  hour  a  youthful  mother  sat 

Beside  the  open  casement,  but  her  eye 

Looked  not  on  nature's  freshened  loTeliness. 

She  recked  not  of  the  gathering  twilight's  haze, 

Nor  how  the  stara  were  coming  out  in  heaven ; 

Her  heart  was  all  too  sad,  for  at  her  side, 

The  one  fair  child  who  cheered  her  hearth  and  home» 

With  face  averted  stood,  and  eyes  that  drooped 

Beneath  her  glance,  and  told  in  broken  words 

The  stoiy  of  his  grief. 

The  boy  had  smned : 
It  boots  not  how,  nor  wherefore  ;  but  his  soul 
Was  burdened  with  the  memory  of  his  fault. 
A  cloud  was  on  his  spirit's  happy  light. 
And  ere  he  sought  his  pillow,  he  hi^  come 
To  breathe  it  sadly  in  his  mother's  ear. 
With  circling  arm  she  pressed  him,  and  her  voice 
Was  low,  yet  earnest,  as  she  spoke  of  Onk 
Who  cannot  look  upon  iniquity : 
Bade  him  remember  how  each  sinful  deed 
In  heaven  is  writ,  by  angels,  and  knelt  down 
In  the  dim  star-light  with  her  eiring  chikl, 
And  prayed  with  all  a  mother's  pleading  love, 
That  Goo  would  pardon  him. 

Thne  passed  away, 
And  the  boy's  faithful  monitor  was  gone. 
Her  voice  no  longer  summoned  him  from  sleep, 
When  the  warm  sun-light  broke  upon  the  hills ; 
No  more  upon  his  brow  her  soft  hand  lay, 
When  evening  lured  hbn  to  his  irfessant  cooch:' 
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There  was  no  gentle  miile  to  welcome  him ; 

No  qneetionmg  of  all  his  daily  taaki ; 

No  morning  salutation,  nor  the  kiss 

That  pressed  his  cheek  so  lovingly,  what  time 

He  came  to  whisper  her  his  fond  '  vood  night' 

There  was  a  new-made  grave  beside  the  churchy 

And  she  was  resting  from  earth's  weariness. 

Months  wore  apace,  and  that  grief-stricken  boy  ^ 

Found  comfort  only  where  his  mother  slept  *^ 

Thither  at  mom  he  went,  when  the  pure  dew 

Lay  on  the  grassy  mound,  and  the  white  rose, 

That  he  had  planted  when  the  spring  was  new. 

Looked  fresh  and  beautiful    There  would  he  sit 

And  talk  to  her  whose  ear  was  strangely  closed. 

And  tell  her  of  his  lonelinMs,  and  pray 

That  she  but  once  would  come  to  him,  but  once. 

And  whisper  that  in  heaven  she  loved  him  still !      i 

Years  faded  silently,  and  the  boy  grew 

To  e^ly  manhood ;  but  a  change  had  come 

O'er  the  young  spirit :  at  the  flower's  red  heart 

Revelled  the  worm  that  preyed  upon  it's  bloom. 

His  homo  was  far  away  from  that  low  mound 

In  the  green  church-yard,  and  he  had  forgot 

Li  part  the  lessons  of  his  infancy. 

EvU  had  been  his  convene  with  the  world* 

And  on  his  soul  its  foul  pollution  lay. 

One  whom  he  trusted^with  a  brother's  love 

Had  counselled  hun  to  do  a  daring  deed  ; 

Said  <  't  was  a  thing  of  nought,'  a  few  brief  Unei 

Traced  hastily,  that  would  bring  sold  for  each; 

And  he  had  hushed  the  '  still  small  voice'  within, 

And  nerved  him  to  the  act 

A  moment  more, 
His  hand  lay  tremnloDS  upon  the  scroll, 
When,  lo !  <  an  angel  stayed  him !'    Suddenly, 
As  by  some  mighty  spell,  his  restless  eye 
Glanced  upward,  and  his  mother's  pensive  face 
Looked  on  him  from  the  canvass ! 

'T  was  the  same 
That  bent  above  his  couch  long  years  ago : 
The  same  mild  eye,  with  its  deep,  serious  gaze, 
Meeting  his  own  so  pleadingly.    No  voice 
Came  from  those  silent  lips ;  and  yet  they  spoke 
With  an  archangel's  eloquence :  *  My  son, 
God's  eye  is  ever  on  thee  !' — that  was  all : 
The  same  low,  thrilling  words,  so  tenderly 
Breathed  in  his  ear  when  as  a  child  he  sinned ; 
Fresh  o'er  his  heart  his  mother's  lessons  came, 
As  when  at  first  she  spake  them,  and  he  flung 
The  fearful  record  of  his  crime  away, 
And  kneeling  there  in  humble  penitence. 
He  prtiyed  in  very  bitterness  of  soul 
His  mother's  gentle  spirit  still  might  be 
The  guardian  angel  that  should  lead  him  on 
Through  the  dun  mazes  of  his  future  way. 
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Tn  FABMxm's  DxcrxoNAsr:  a  Vocabttlabt  of  tbs  TxcBincAX.  Tbsvs  racently  introdaeed  into 
Agexcultubb  and  Hobticulturx,  from  varioiu  Scienca,  etc.,  with  a  Compendium  of  Praetinl 
Farming  i  Uken  from  the  most  distingroished  Europema  uid  Americwi  Anthon.  Edited  by  D.  P. 
GaadiouuM.  D.     pp.876.    With  nameroas  lUaBtrations.    New-York:  Habpbe  and  Baothcbs. 

EviKT  art  or  icience  mint  of  necessity  contain  a  number  of  specific  or  technical 
words  which  designate  implements,  processes,  theoretical  generalization,  or  in  diort 
convey  to  the  instructed  an  assemblage  of  ideas.  Snch  terms  are  universally  admit- 
ted by  the  masters  of  the  art,  and  are  comprehensive  symbols  awakening  the  same 
associations,  and  perfectly  intelligible.  They  are  not  merely  words  of  general  import, 
common  to  every  form  of  writing,  but  specific  terms  conveying  a  fund  of  information. 
Consider  such  expressions  as  Atom  Arch^Usy  EremacauHs,  or  technical  phrases,  u 
*  Infallibility  of  the  Church  ('  how  far  is  the  mmd  conveyed  amidst  theories  and  specu- 
lations by  these  centres  or  nuclei  of  ideas  7  By  an  understanding  and  practice  among 
men,  such  terms  become  instruments  of  power  and  condensation ;  disquisitions,  other- 
wise of  interminable  verboseness,  are  condensed  into  a  short  compass ;  and  laws  ex- 
pressing concatenations  of  phenomena  have  the  brevity  of  a  precept.  To  diqwoae 
with  such  symbols  would  be  to  introduce  confusion  into  the  realms  of  knowledge ;  to 
withdraw  the  light  of  science,  and  again  east  all  ideas  into  primeval  chaos.  By  what 
means  such  specific  terms  have  met  with  universal  concurrence,  is  a  remote  investi- 
gation ;  they  are  without  question  the  growth  of  ages ;  they  betray  the  intellectual 
toil  of  millions ;  and  are  to  succeeding  times  the  true  legacy  of  preceding  mindi. 
Perhaps  no  history  of  the  acceptance  of  a  system  of  technical  words  is  so  complete 
as  in  the  case  of  chemistry,  and  certainly  no  system  has  been  so  useful  in  methodizing 
and  advancing  science.  When  the  indefinite  nature  of  chemistry  before  the  time  of 
liAVonstra  is  considered,  and  its  present  conciseness  and  transparency,  we  are  at  a 
loss  to  conceive  that  all  this  is  the  result  of  mere  nomenclature.  In  one  short  report 
before  the  Institute  of  France,  a  science  of  marvellous  perspicacity  in  its  language, 
of  profound  research,  and  abready  crowded  with  mature  theories,  was  created  from  a 
medley  of  jargon  and  speculations.  The  obscure,  by  the  magic  of  a  system,  became 
luminous ;  the  supeistitions  of  empirics  furnished  facts  to  the  philoeopher.  The 
science  which  in  our  day  is  unrivalled  in  definite  terms  was  the  centre  of  confusion, 
before  a  specific  phraseology  was  invented.  For  camomel  thirty-three  words  were 
nsed,  while  copper,  sulphur  and  others  were  known  by  upward  of  twenty  esch. 
Hence  it  became  impossible,  in  discoveries,  for  the  author  to  know  whether  they  weie 
new  or  already  known ;  and  as  no  system  of  nomendatuie  existed,  every  student 
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gave  the  name  to  the  product  that  pleased  hia  fancy.  This,  in  a  science  of  objects 
rather  than  ideas,  leads  to  unutterable  confusion,  and  could  be  rectified  only  by  the 
means  adopted.  A  committee  of  the  Institute  of  France  was  formed  to  report  a 
remedy ;  a  system  of  nomenclature,  serving  retrospectively  as  well  as  for  the  future. 
The  repoit  being  adopted,  measures  were  taken  to  secure  the  concurrence  of  every 
scientific  body,  and  this  being  readily  attained,  in  a  short  time  every  thing  became  in- 
telligible and  simple,  instead  of  ambiguous  and  complicated.  The  effects  of  this 
remedy  were  instantly  perceptible.  Students  understood  each  other ;  a  new  fact  be- 
came the  stepping-stone  to  another ;  a  capital  discovery  opened  the  door  to  new  in- 
vestigations. From  the  character  of  a  gloomy  converser  with  occult  powers,  and 
vexing  night  with  forbidden  orgies  and  incantations,  the  chemist  became  a  man  of  day, 
intelligible  to  men ;  the  benefactor  of  his  race,  and  not  a  minion  of  darkness,  in  league 
with  infernal  spirits.  And  the  magic  of  this  change  lay  in  the  introduction  of  a 
nomenclature. 

What  is  the  condition  of  agriculture  in  this  respect  7  Each  village  has  its  phra- 
seology, opaque  to  every  other.  Facts  of  deep  interest  to  practice  lie  hidden  in  un- 
known hieroglyphics  ;  decisions  of  the  highest  value,  in  questions  put  by  numbers  of 
men  almost  daily,  are  recorded  in  the  dialect  of  a  township.  One  discourses  of  the 
'  heels'  of  animals,  and  is  understood  to  allude  to  their  horns.  Eveiy  thing  is  indefi- 
nite ;  plants,  manures,  implements  of  tillage,  theoretical  expressions,  are  all  without 
appropriate  symbols.  *  Scarifiers,'  '  grubbers,'  <  cultivators,' '  horse-hoes,'  are  mutually 
jumbled  together ;  and  every  soil  ui  the  earth  is  compendiously  described  under  the 
euphonious  term  of  *  loom.'  Farmers  draw  something  from  many  arts  and  sciences ; 
and  not  content  with  the  technics  of  these,  indulge  their  fancy  in  the  invention  of  new 
words,  so  that  for  one  sign,  understood  by  every  chemist  in  the  world,  they  create  ten 
thousand,  each  one  unintelligible  beyond  the  limits  of  a  village.  Hence  their  outcries 
against '  book-farming,'  which  cannot  be  understood,  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  jargon 
of  practical  men  on  the  other.  It  is  very  certain  that  until  definite  terms  are  employed, 
the  experience  of  the  farmer  is  useless  to  his  neighbor,  because  his  language  is  un- 
known ;  and  that  no  great  improvement  in  agriculture  can  be  hoped,  until  all  are  con- 
tent to  receive  the  specific  words  already  established  in  the  arts,  from  which  their 
facts  are  obtained,  rather  than  the  provincialism  of  the  county.  The  technical  terms 
proper  to  agriculture  should  also  be  established  by  some  central  bodies,  such  as  the 
large  societies  of  this  state.  In  the  '  Dictionary'  named  at  the  head  of  this  article, 
the  preceding  ideas  appear  to  be  carried  out  in  a  very  admirable  manner.  Let  us 
hope  that  this  subject  may  attract  the  attention  of  our  agricultural  societies,  and  that 
our  fanners,  having  so  cheap  and  compendious  a  work  placed  within  their  reach,  will 
at  once  adopt  the  improvement  we  have  ventured  to  suggest  of  using  the  well-known 
words  of  science  and  art,  instead  of  vague  expressions.  In  the  Dictionary  we  find 
against  each  plant  its  botanical  name  in  italics ;  now  if  agricultural  writers  would 
adopt  the  plan,  when  treating  of  new  products,  or  weeds,  of  introducing  the  scientific 
name  in  a  parenthesis,  every  one  who  did  not  know  the  local  name  would  discover  the 
plant  indicated.  The  *  Farmers'  Dictionary'  is  also  a  work  of  real  value  to  the  practical 
man,  in  consequence  of  the  account  it  gives  of  every  crop  susceptible  of  cultivation  in 
our  country.  Many  of  these  we  have  never  before  seen  described.  Tlie  present  is  the 
first  work  ever  published  for  the  purpose  of  explainmg  technical  words  to  the  farmer,  and 
we  know  of  no  book  which  can  be  of  more  utility  to  the  community,  or  which  is  des- 
tined to  do  more  service  in  giving  to  agriculture  an  intelligible  nomenclature. 


448  Literary  Notices.  [May, 


Ths  NoBTB-ABnmiCAN  RiviKw.  Volume  Sixty-One^  Number  One  hundred  and  Thirty-One,  Ar 
the  April  quarter,  pp.  588.  Boeton :  Om,  BaoADCU  aitd  CoKFAiir.  New-Toric :  C.  &  Fuoi- 
CI8  AND  CoKPAinr. 

There  are  nine  artidei  in  the  present  number  of  the  <  North- Amerieon,'  entitled 
aa  follow! :  *  Wajlpole*s  Memoin  and  Cavbndibh*!  Debates ;' '  Saint  Lome  of  France  ;* 
Cart'b  *  Dante  i  <  The  American  Fisheries ;'  Carltle's  *  Letteis  of  Cromwell  i 
Pbrdicari'b  *  Greece  of  the  Greeks ;'  0*Callaohan*8  *  History  of  the  New-Nether- 
lands ;'  Explanations  of  the  <  Vestiges  of  Creation ;'  and  Lester's  *  Translations 
from  the  Italian.'  Of  these  papen  we  haye  only  fbnnd  leisure  to  read  attentively 
those  on  Carltle's  <  Cromwell,'  and  Saint  Louis  of  France.  The  last-named  arti- 
cle is  an  excellent  one.  It  is  very  comprehensive  and  clear  in  its  grouping  of  histori- 
cal facts,  and  its  style  is  truly  admirable.  We  select  a  closing  passage  to  illustrate 
the  justice  of  our  encomium : 

*Qir  the  eiztoenth  of  March,  1S70,  he  left  Paris  for  the  sea-ehore ;  on  the  first  of  July  he  sailed 
from  Franee.  The  sad,  sad  story  of  this  his  last  earthly  doing  need  not  be  here  repented.  Led,  we 
scarce  know  why,  to  sail  to  Tunis;  without  wishing  it,  involved  in  an  unjust  and  useless  war  widt 
the  Moors ;  delayed  by  the  tardiness  of  his  able  but  abominable  brother,  Charles  of  A^jon ;  and 
aeeing  daily  his  army  melt  away  beneath  the  heat  of  the  oUmatc,  thirst,  hunger,  peatilence,  and  the 
Moorish  arrows ;  it  was  but  too  certain  that  the  last  of  the  crusaders  was  drawing  near  his  end. 
From  his  resting-plaee,  the  castle  of  Carthage,  Louis  could  look  out  upon  the  burning  sands  of  the 
•hore,  the  molten  sea,  the  sky  of  burnished  brass ;  he  could  watch  the  southern  winds  sweep  Ibc 
tharp  dust  of  the  desert  into  the  camp  of  his  followers  t  eould  behold  the  African  horsemen  hoveriag 
around  his  devoted  troops,  destroyug  every  straggler.  Leaning  with  his  ihin,  feeble  hands  upon 
the  battlements,  he  lookea  toward  the  bay  where  floated  the  ship  in  which  his  favorite  son  lay  sick, 
•tricken  by  the  plague  which  was  consnmiug  so  many ;  which  even  then  had  fastened  opon  the  king's 
own  blood.  With  tenrful,  anxious,  yet  patient  and  confiding  eyes,  he  watched  the  ve<»el  just  moving 
in  the  roll  of  the  bay  under  that  August  sun,  and  prayed  to  God  and  Jesus  that  his  son  might  live, 
and  his  brother  quickly  come.  His  prayer  was  not  granted }  on  the  third  of  August  the  Count  of 
Nevers  died ;  on  the  eleventh,  his  death  was  told  to  his  father ;  on  the  morning  of  the  twenty-fifth, 
the  fleet  of  Charles  of  Anjou  had  not  yet  appeared.  Meanwhile,  the  poison  in  the  veins  of  the  moo- 
arch  had  through  twenty-one  days  been  working,  and  none  yet  knew  whether  ho  would  live  or  die. 
From  his  sick-bed  ho  had  sent  messages  of  comfort  and  resignation  to  the  sick  around  him ;  on  his 
bed  of  weakness  and  pain  he  had  finished  those  advices  to  liis  successor  which  shoold  be  eiynved  in 
adamant,  and  given  to  every  king  and  king's  sou  to  grow  bettor  by.  '  Hold  to  justice,'  such  are  some 
of  his  words ;  '  be  inflexible  and  true,  turning  neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  the  left,  and  sustain  tke 
cause  of  the  poor  until  justice  be  done  him.  If  any  one  has  to  do  with  thee,  be  for  him  and  against 
thyself.  Beware  of  beginning  war,  ....  and  if  it  be  begun,  spare  the  Church  and  the  innocenL 
Appease  all  quarrels  that  thou  canst.  Procure  good  officer^  and  see  that  they  do  their  duty.  Keep 
thy  expenses  within  bounds.* 

'80  passed  the  closing  hours  of  the  French  king.  ]>nring  the  night  of  the  twenty-fourth  of  August, 
ho  asked  to  be  taken  from  his  bed,  and  laid,  unworthy  sinner  that  he  was,  on  a  bod  of  ashes.  His 
request  was  complied  with ;  and  so  he  lay,  his  hands  crossed,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  sufiTeriog  form 
of  his  Satiour,  until  soilie  three  hoars  siter  the  next  midday.  Those  wiio  sat  by,  and  saw  how 
,  breath  failed  him,  drew  the  curtains  of  the  window  to  admit  the  slight  breoze  that  curled  the  waters 
of  the  bay,  and  looked  out,  carelessly,  into  the  August  afternoon.  Afar  off,  a  fleet  was  just  coming 
in  sight,  the  loug-expected  fleet  of  Anjou.  With  beating  hearts  they  knelt  and  told  the  royal  invalid 
on  his  couch  of  ashes ;  but  his  ear  was  deaf,  his  eye  lifeless,  hb  jaw  fallen !  Make  ready  yoor 
apices  to  embalm  his  body,  poor,  threadbare  garment  that  it  is !  and  issue  your  baUs  to  embalm  his 
memory  as  a  saint ;  for  as  such  already  his  name  is  aromatic  in  the  mouths  of  men.' 

The  reviewer  of  Cajiltlb'b  *  Letters  and  Speeches  of  Cromwell'  remarks,  with 
truth,  that  the  great  reason  why  Carltle  is  welcomed  so  generally  in  this  country, 
eyen  by  those  who  *  dislike  his  style,  and  do  not  admire  his  ways  of  thinking,  is,  that 
he  manifests  a  strong  friendship  for  his  race ;  though  it  is  a  friendship  of  that  kind 
which  implies  no  confidence  in  them^  and  is  shown  in  the  easy  and  pleasant  way  of 
contempt  for  things  existing,  without  proposing  for  their  welfare  any  measures  or 
improyements  of  his  own.  This  distinction,  howeyer,  he  will  not  be  able  to  keep ; 
the  sceptre  is  already  passing  into  a  thousand  other  unclean  and  scrambling  handa 
For,  now,  not  only  the  moralist  by  profession,  but  the  man  of  letters ;  the  small  poet 
who  Wants  a  market  for  his  unsaleable  wares ;  ay,  and  the  peddling  writer  of  fiction, 
whose  cheap  literature  is  likely  to  cost  much  to  the  rising  generation ;  haye  disco- 
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vered  that  the  tone  of  humanity  Boits  the  public  taste ;  and,  aa  the  language  is  easily 
assumed,  the  demand  will  soon  haye  a  full  supply,  so  that  there  is  some  danger  of  the 
miller  being  drowned  by  the  oyer-abundance  of  the  stream.'  In  the  notice  of  Mr. 
C.  Edwards  Lester's  *  Translations  from  the  Italian,'  the  reviewer  has  a  word  or 
two  to  say  upon  dedications,  the  justice  of  which  we  think  we  established  m  our  last 
number.  Instead  of  inscriptions  briefly  significant  of  respect  or  afiection,  they  are 
not  nnfrequently  *  artificial,  ostentatious,  sometimes  insincere,  and  often  grossly  self- 
ish ;'  We  may  add,  too,  that  they  are  many  times  employed  by  minor  authors  to  in- 
dicate a  repute  with  the  distinguished  person  to  whom  their  book  may  be  dedicated, 
which  is  far  from  being  established.  The  '  North- American'  still  commends  itself  to 
the  respect  and  patnmage  of  the  American  people  by  its  internal  and  external  at- 
tractions. 


Tom  Old  CoirrunNTAi. :  oa  tbe  Pbicb  of  Libutt.    By  tbs  snthor  of  *Tli«  DnlelUBsn'i  Fire- 
side,' etc.    Two  volomea  in  One.    pp.  383.    New- York :  Paine  and  Bubokss. 

We  know  of  no  other  work  of  our  patriotic  countryman,  Pauldino,  that  has 
pleased  us  so  well  as  this.  The  style  is  simple,  easy,  and  natural ;  and  the  inci- 
dents— many  of  which  are  full  of  interest,  and  some  of  them  Tory  exciting — if  not 
strictly  historical,  are  such  as  one  plainly  sees  might  actually  haye  occurred ;  while 
the  pictures  of  primitive  American  life  and  character  are  drawn  with  such  evident 
laithfuln^,  that  we  are  at  once  transported  back  to  the  *  times  that  tried  men's 
souls.'  The  author,  in  a  brief  and  modest  preface,  tells  us  that  his  work  *  makes  no 
pretentions  to  the  dignity  of  a  historical  romance ;  his  design  being  merely  to  convey 
to  the  mind  of  the  reader  some  idea  of  the  spirit,  the  suflerings,  and  the  sacrifices  of 
a  class  of  people  who  are  seldom  if  ever  individualized  in  history,  yet  who  always 
bear  the  brunt  of  war  and  invasion.  His  hero,  however,  once  actually  existed,  and 
exhibited  in  his  youth  many  of  the  qualities  which  are  ascribed  to  him.  *  Some  of 
the  adventures  detailed  were  well  remembered  by  the  old  people  of  the  neighbor- 
hood, few  if  any  of  whom  are  now  living.  Others  took  place  in  different  parts  of 
the  country,  at  yarious  times ;  and  the  whole,'  he  adds,  *  may  suffice  to  give  at  lesst 
a  faint  picture  of  the  price  paid  by  our  fathers  and  mothers  for  the  freedom  we  en- 
joy. The  yalue  of  the  blessing  may  in  some  measure  be  estimated  by  the  sacrifices 
'*by  which  it  was  obtamed.'  The  tale  was  substantially  written,  Mr.  Paulding  tells 
us,  seyeral  years  ago  ;  and  the  author, '  after  keeping  it  more  than  the  period  pres- 
cribed by  Horace,  has  here  giyen  it  a  last  revision.'  We  had  maiked  several  pas- 
sages deecriptiye  of  old-time  manners  and  customs,  as  set  forth  in  the  sketches  of 
the  lovely  heroine,  Jane,  and  her  family,  together  with  one  or  two  stirring  hair- 
breadth escapes  of  the  true- American  hero ;  but  the  demand  upon  the  pages  of  our 
present  number  compels  us  to  forego  the  pleasure  of  their  insertion  at  this  time. 
There  are,  howeyer,  so  many  valuable  lessons  inculcated  m  the  work,  that  Memory  will 
doubtless  oftAi  prompt  the  future  occasion  for  incidental  reference  to  its  pages,  llie 
new  and  enteiprising  house  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  publication  of  the  work, 
have  taken  praiseworthy  care  that  its  extenial  excellence  should  be  in  good  keeping 
with  its  internal  merits.  We  take  pleasure  always  in  commending  good  paper 
and  nice  printing ;  especially  when  they  indicate  a  decadence  of  the 'cheap  and 
nasty*  publications,  in  which«  dingy  paper  and  worn-out  types  are  api»Dpriately  em- 
ployed to  scatter  broad-cost  a  ragged  and  worthless  literature. 
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Na&eativec  or  Rbmakkablb  CkzMxnal  Tbiaia  Truulated  from  the  German  of  AjiasLM  Rrr- 
TBR  Von  Fbusbbach,  by  Lady  Durv  Gobdok.  In  one  voluma.  pp.  339*  New-Tork :  Habtu 
▲ND  Bbotubbs. 

Tbib  w  a  very  remarkable  and  a  remarkably  entertaining  volnme.  The  trials 
which  it  containB  are  selected  and  abridged  from  a  work  consisting  of  thirteen  hun- 
dred cloeely-printed  pages.  Feueuach,  the  author,  was  celebrated  as  a  judge,  a 
legislator,  and  a  writer.  He  was  for  many  yean  president  of  the  highest  criminal 
court  .of  Bavaria,  and  the  penal  code  of  that  country  was  chiefly  framed  by  him. 
His  exposition  of  criminal  law  is  a  text-book  for  the  whole  of  Germany,  where  the 
work  now  before  us,  which  was  the  last  he  wrote,  excited  great  attention.  He  was 
for  ten  years  President  of  the  Central  Criminal  Court  of  a  province  of  the  Bavarian 
empire,  containing  several  towns,  and  inhabited  by  half  a  million  of  souls,  differing 
in  faith.  In  the  exercise  of  his  judicial  functions,  many  remarkable  cases  were 
brought  before  him,  and  ample  opportunity  was  afibrded  him  for  the  exercise  of  his 
extraordinary  power  of  penetrating  the  recesses  of  the  human  heart,  and  of  divining 
the  secret  motives  of  human  action.  The  system  of  the  author  is  well  described  in 
the  preface  of  the  work.  A  very  long  time  was  often  employed  in  a  minute  and 
searching  investigation  into  the  secret  motives  and  mmost  feelings,  as  well  as  the  ex- 
ternal actions  of  the  criminal ;  a  prolixity  and  deliberation  which  the  English  editor 
thinks  should  not  be  condenmed  by  those  who  remember  that  no  fewer  than  six  per- 
sons were  in  one  year  convicted  of  capital  crimes  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  left  for  exe- 
cutita,  who  were  proved  to  be  innocent,  and  saved  by  the  zeal  and  activity  of  the 
sheriff.  The  volume  is  replete  with  deep  interest,  and  we  risk  nothing  in  conmiend- 
ing  it  to  th»  favorable  regards  of  our  readers. 


TrrsE  :  A  Rbsidbncb  im  Tmc  UABquxtAS.    By  Ubbmah  Mblviixx.    In  two  yolamM^    New- 
York:  WlLBr  AMD  PUTMAJC 

We  had  perused  this  very  entertaming  work  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure,  from 
the  easy,  gossiping  style  of  the  author,  and  his  constant  and  infectious  honkommie. 
We  must  needs  admit,  however,  that  we  were  fi^uently  struck  while  reading  it 
with  the  idea  that  the  writer  was  occasionally  romancing.  In  this  impression  we  are 
confirmed  by  the  capable  critic  of  the  '  Courier  and  -Enquirer*  daily  journal,  who 
says  of  the  work :  *  It  is  written  in  an  exceedingly  racy  and  readable  style,  and 
abounds  in  anecdote  and  narrative  of  unusual  interest  We  should  not  express  oar 
candid  opinion,  however,  did  we  omit  to  say  that  in  our  judgment,  in  all  essential  re- 
spects, it  is  9l  fiction ;  a  piece  of  Munchausenism  from  beginning  to  end.  It  may  be 
that  the  author  visited  and  spent  some  time  in  the  Marquesas  Islands ;  and  there 
may  be  foundation  for  some  portions  of  the  narrative.  But  we  have  not  the  slightest 
confidence  in  any  of  the  details,  while  many  of  the  incidents  narrated  are  utteriy  in- 
credible. We  might  cite  numberleaa  instances  of  this  moostrons  exaggeration ;  but 
no  one  can  read  a  dozen  pages  of  the  book  without  detecting  them.  This  would  be 
a  matter  to  be  excused  if  the  book  were  not  put  forth  as  a  simple  record  of  actual 
experience.  It  professes  to  give  nothing  but  what  the  author  actually  saw  and  heard ; 
it  must  therefore  be  judged,  not  as  a  romance  or  a  poem,  but  as  a  book  of  travels,  as 
a  statement  of  facts ;  and  in  this  light  it  has^  in  our  judgment,  no  merit  whatever.' 
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A  Voics  nu>H  THE  Stxambu  <  SwAixow.'  —  We  say  *  a  tfoiee  from  tb«  Swal- 
low* —  although  it  ia  just  one  year  this  eyening  nnce  that  iU-fated  yeasel  sank  down 
a  '  night-foundered  wreck' — becauae  the  author  of  the  following  sketch,  m  recording 
at  our  request  what  he  has  just  related  to  us,  will  seem  to  the  reader,  as  he  has  to  us, 
to  be  speaking  from  amidst  the  stormy  waves,  the  groans  of  distress  and  shrieks  of 
agony,  which  stamped  forever  the  incidents  of  that  dreadful  night  upon  his  memory : 
*  The  *  Swallow*  left  Albany  at  six  o'clock  p.  m.,  on  the  seventh  of  April,  1845,  and  in 
about  two  hours  after,  while  swiftly  skimming  on  her  cobrae,  struck  with  a  terrible 
crash  upon  a  rock,  near  the  town  of  Athens,  some  forty  miles  below.  The  shock 
was  BO  great  that  strong  men  were  thrown  violently  upon  the  decks ;  and  as  the  ves- 
sel careened,  it  was  discovered  that  she  had  broken  in  halves,  and  was  sinking.  The 
lights  in  the  cabins  went  out ;  the  night  was  dark  and  fearflil,  and  all  was  black ! 
Women  fell  fainting  upon  the  floor  ;  cries  came  up  from  below  that  the  boat  was  fill- 
mg ;  and  for  a  moment,  all  was  hushed.  Suddenly,  fierce  flames  of  burning  gas  shot 
out  from  the  hissing  furnaces,  as  the  water  rushed  in,  and  danced  wildly  upon  the 
deck ;  and  as  they  leaped  up  and  pierced  the  storm-clouds  that  enveloped  the  ill-fated 
steamer,  the  dreadful  cry  of  *  Fire !'  *  fire  !*  spread  through  the  vessel,  and  the  stoutest 
hearts  quailed  with  fear.  *T  was  a  terrible  scene !  Husbands  sought  their  wives ; 
frantic  mothers  caught  up  their  babes,  and  in  their  frenzy  plunged  overboard  and  dis- 
appeared in  the  dark  and  gurglmg  water.  So  rapidly  did  the  steamer  settle,  that  be- 
fore I  could  pass  from  my  state-room  to  the  lower  cabin,  tlie  latter  was  entirely  filled. 
A  command  was  given  by  the  captain  for  all  to  rush  forward;  but  as  confusion. and 
despair  reigned  throughout  the  vessel,  this  order  was  not  distinctly  heard ;  and  before 
the  women,  who  had  swooned  away,  could  all  be  carried  up  and  forward,  the  waters, 
like  a  swollen  oreek,  were  sweeping  over  the  mam-deck,  and  many  with  their  ofispring 
clasped  to  their  bosoms,  were  engulphed,  and  in  that  sacred  embrace  were  borne  to 
heaven !  As  the  affrighted  crowd  rushed  for  the  stepe,  pressing  through  water  now 
neariy  up  to  their  arm-pits,  some  holding  young  children  above  their  heads,  others 
bearing  their  wives  and  sisters,  and  all  calling  upon  the  Almighty  to  save  them,  the 
scene  was  fearful  indeed. 

*  Escaping  thence,  I  went  abaft,  upon  the  upper  or  '  promenade-deck  ;*  but  so  fast 
had  the  boat  filled,  that  by  the  time  I  reached  the  ladies'  saloon  the  water  was  an- 
kle-deep ;  and  in  it  stood  men  and  women  quivering  with  fear,  and  made  helpless  by 
the  threatening  dangers  around  them.    Hurrying  aft,  through  the  water,  which  was 
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becoming  deeper  and  deeper,  I  soon  gained  the  open  deck,  where  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore I  had  left  some  fifteen  peraons,  only  one  of  whom  wbb  now  to  be  seen ;  the  rest 
had  been  washed  overboard !  The  rarviror  stood  m  the  water  np  to  hie  waist,  holding 
a  small  stool,  and  staring  wildly  around  like  a  maniac.  He  evidently  feared  that  an 
attempt  would  be  made  to  wrest  the  stool  from  him,  and  peiiiaps  with  good  reason ; 
so  turning  around  in  the  water,  and  exclaiming  *  There  is  danger  here  !'  he  sprang 
oyerboanL  Fortunately,  he  went  over  the  side  nearest  the  shore,  and  soon  reached  it 
A  noble  fellow  was  he,  who  rendered  much  service  afterward,  in  resuscitating  the 
drowning. 

•  The  night,  as  I  have  said,  was  wild  and  boisterous.  The  fire  was  now  entirely 
quenched,  and  all  was  darkness.  As  I  realized  my  desdate  condition,  and  found  the 
rushing  current  had  closed  the  passage  forward,  and  felt  that  there  was  danger  of 
being  submerged  by  the  settling  of  the  *  hurricane-deck'  upon  me,  I  forced  my  way 
through  the  water  to  the  side  of  the  vessel,  and  getting  upon  the  rail,  remained  a  few 
seconds ;  when  a  lurch  of  the  sinking  wreck  caused  me  to  quit  my  hold,  and  I  wu 
forced  to  leap  into  the  river.  As  I  came  up  to  the  surface,  I  indistinctly  saw  two 
persons,  farther  forward  from  where  I  went  over,  clinging  to  the  edge  of  the  rooH 
Tliey  were  the  parents  of  an  interesting  boy  who  had  just  perished.  I  will  not  at- 
tempt to  describe  the  thrilling  incidents  of  that  terrible  night,  while  I  was  struggling 
with  the  drowning  wretches  around  me.  How  long  will  it  be  before  the  anguish  of  the 
relatives  and  friends  of  the  loved  ones  who  were  entombed  in  the  dark  and  angry 
waters  of  the  Hudson  will  be  assuaged !'  •  •  •  <  The  *  Swallow*  had  a  large  num- 
ber of  passengers  on  board ;  and  although  statements  have  appeared  in  the  public 
journals,  that  many  of  the  survivors  were  governed  on  that  occasion  by  unmanly 
fear,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  confusion  which  then  prevailed  prevented  witnesttt 
from  learning  the  names  of  several  noble  spirits,  who,  bravely  risking  their  own, 
saved  many  precious  lives.  For  the  credit  of  those  gentlemen  who  after  the  disas- 
ter, and  when  comfortably  seated  in  the  cabin  of  another  steamer,  passed  a  certain 
<  set  of  resolutions,'  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  they  were  not  aware  that  while  doing  so 
several  of  their  fellow-passengers  were  being  warmed  to  life  by  the  kind  offices  of 
strangers  at  Athens,  after  having  been  for  half  an  hour  in  the  storm-chilled  water. 
It  would  have  been  better  had  they  waited,  and  assisted  in  that  duty.  I  must  not 
omit  to  record  one  of  the  noblest  deeds  performed  on  that  occasion,  by  Mr.  James  A. 
Hicks,  of  Detroit,  who  supported  with  his  good  strong  arm,  and  the  aid  of  a  settee,  a 
young  lady,  who  was  travelling  under  his  charge.  He  swam  with  her  for  about 
twenty-five  minutes,  when  both,  nearly  exhausted,  were  picked  up  by  a  small  boat 
This  public  statement  will  cause  that  brave  man  to  blush,  for  modesty  and  bravery 
go  hand  in  hand.'  •  •  •  *  It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  be  compelled  to  leap  overboard  from 
a  sinking  vessel,  among  drowning  persons,  to  save  one's  own  life ;  and  although  I 
would  attribute  the  preservation  of  my  own  to  an  *  Arm  mighty  to  save,'  I  am  yet 
free  to  assert,  that  had  the  *  Swallow*  been  provided  with  life-boats,  many  who  were 
then  lost  would  now  be  among  the  living.  This  is  a  subject  that  our  law-makers 
should  thoroughly  investigate  ;  and  after  passing  severe  but  sound  laws,  they  should 
see  that  they  are  faithfully  enforced.  There  is  not  a  legblator  in  the  land,  who, 
had  he  heard  on  that  dreadful  night  the  shrieks  of  the  drowning,  which  are  even  now 
ringing  in  the  ears  of  many,  would  postpone  for  a  single  day  the  performance  of  this 
almost  imperative  duty. '  llie  relatives  of  the  departed  dead  pray  for  it ;  the  pore 
spirit  of  a  loved  one  now  in  heaven  calls  for  it ;  the  deep  grief  of  an  affianced  hiis* 
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band  demandi  it ;  and  the  who  looks  np  through  giiahin|f  tean,  and  mm  the  bright 
spirit  of  her  angel-boy,  pleads  with  the  melting  eloquence  of  a  mother's  lo?e  for  le- 
pslation,  speedy  and  effective,  on  this  important  subject'  •  •  •  Thus  far  our  corres- 
pondent, J.  T.  HiNBDAJUB,  Esq.  Since  the  stirring  narrative  above  rscoided  was 
placed  in  type,  the  pilot  of  the  iU-fated  <  Swallow*  has  been  tried  by  a  jury  of  his 
country,  and  acquitted  *  in  all  and  singular*  of  the  charges  of  carelessness  and  reek- 
IcflsnesB  which  had  been  brought  against  him.  Moreover, '  No  blame  can  he  at- 
tached to  the  captain  !*  The  *  Swallow*  ran  upon  a  rook,  broke  her  back,  and  sunk 
herwif! 


'  Old  Times  and  New.*  —  Messrs.  Julius  SchMap  and  EUns  Van  Garretbon 
have  sent  us  *  Old  Timet  and  New,  or  a  few  Rape  over  the  KnuekUe  of  the  Pre- 
sent Age/  in  which  are  several  noteworthy  passages,  well  worthy  of  perusal  by  every 
true  Knickerbocker.  There  is  a  little  tendency  to  over-illustration,  and  the  *  com- 
position,* to  adopt  the  artist*s  term,  is  too  often  crowded  ;  nevertheless,  a  spirit  of  ef- 
fective satire  and  undeniable  truth  pervades  the  whole.  Hans  is  a  veritable  Dutch- 
man, who  looks  upon  the  desecrations  of  the  sacred  edifices  belonging  to  his  fathers 
vrith  as  much  sorrowing  indignation  aa  a  late  correspondent  of  this  Magazine,  who,  it 
will  be  remembered,  enlarged  with  eloquent  unction  upon  the  same  general  theme. 
Listen  to  him  for  a  moment :  <  Gable-ends,  where  are  ye  7  All  gone  ?  Where  the 
tiled  roof  that  the  sun  delighted  to  shine  upon  7  Where  the  massive  stones  that  crea- 
tion designed  for  Dutch  cottages  7  Where  thy  up-stairs  sort  of  ttonta,  that  faped  the 
street  as  obstinately  as  if  they  intended  to  settle  down  till  Time  had  written  on  the  last 
leaf  of  Nature's  book,  *  Finis  7*  Where  thy  dames  and  lassies,  spread  out  with  some 
thousand  kerseys,  that  filled  up  so  interestingly  your  doom?  Where  thoee  red-faced 
buxom  dames,  one  of  whose  smiles  to  a  disconsolate  fellow  was  worth  a  sea-full  of 
patent  lotions  7  And  a  kiss !  Beyond  disputation,  that  was  a  mortal  earthquake,  that 
made  one  shake  and  shiver  as  a  withering  fall  leaf.  All  gone  !  Not  one  to  conunemo- 
rate  the  renowned  government  of  the  fatherland ;  hied  to  the  dust,  with  the  mortality 
of  those  who  reared  them.*  Hans  enlarges  with  much  fervor  upon  the  desecration  of 
the  Old  Dutch  Church  in  Naarau-street  Its  pulpit  had  been  preached  away,  together 
with  the  old  cushioned  and  curtamed  pew,  for  the  mayor  and  corporation ;  and  now 
it  is  turned  to  secular  uses : 

"This  church  ii  the  only  remnant  of  by-fone  civilization  standing  to  commemorata  the  dayi  of 
Dutch  ancestry,  yet  so  transformed,  disguised,  beBfured  and  barbariaed  with  paint,  Venttian  corri- 
dors and  gilt  signboards,  that  it  would  puzzle  n  college  of  architects  todivino  whether  It  has  been  a 
church,  or,  is  a  den  of  thieves.  History  and  recollection  tell  Us  it  was  once  a  church.  Enemies  de- 
filed it  for  the  scandalous  purpose  of  a  riding-school ;  enemies  barbarized  it  into  a  foul  prison  for  the 
sons  of  liberty ;  but  it  remained  for  friends,  for  '  flesh  and  blood'  to  transpose  It  into  a  post-nfllca. 
Go,  read  iu  jrilded  signs  !  Yoii  'U  find  it  devoted  to  a  thousand  purposes,  modernized  Into  a  politieal 
rendezvous  for  all  parties,  as  they  successively  chanre,  which  they  do  like  a  man  saddled  with  an 
intermittent  fever.  I  remember  it  in  its  last  days.  The  scenes  of  boyhood  were  there  passed.  How 
well  impressed  on  mv  memory  are  the  throngs  of  sturdy  Hollanders  as  they  moved  within  the 
walls  of  a  Sunday  I  Well  do  I  remember  their  goo<l  old  Sunday  looks,  and  clothes  to  match,  that  de- 
fied scandal,  and  almost  deified  them.  Now  we  have  a  new  world,  as  it  were{  a  sort  of  upper-crust 
generation  of  divinities,  who  have  no  more  regard  for  the  days  that  were,  than  though  those  days 
ne'er  had  been;  who  never  think  of  looking  back  upon  old  friends,  seasons,  buildings,  lest,  like 
Lot's  wife,  they  should  be  trausformed  to  something  they  would  dread.  Every  thing  now  a-d«jr*  ia 
fi>r  show;  old  things  are  hated,  old  men  and  women  are  stood  In  a  corner.' 

Hans  repehi  the  sneers  of  the  losel  Yankees  at  the  Hollander's  lack  of  invention. 
He  says :  *  Dutchmen  never  invented  any  thing,  because  they  had  every  thing.  Con- 
tentment is  a  chest  of  tools.    Ten  miles  square  was  a  big  world  to  them,  and  they 
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bad  as  aooii  leave  for  the  <  far  oonntry*  aa  go  beyond  the  boundary  line ;  bat  as  soon  as 
steam  was  discoyered,  grandmother  Nature  took  a  jmnp ;  the  old  generatioii  of  bandy- 
legged Datchmen  were  left  behind ;  and  she  is  still  on  a  full  gallop,  never  to  stop  this 
side  of  sun-down.*  The  Datch  *  power  of  face'  and  gesture,  be  contends,  was  also 
preeminent  The  shake  of  a  genuine  Knickbrbockkr  head  '  expressed  as  much  as  a 
dictionary  spread  out  into  an  oration.  ^There  was  something  terrific  about  it ;  some- 
thing that  bade  you  look  out  and  prepare  for  the  woxst  Beside,  there  were  numer- 
ous ways  of  shaking  the  head :  one  meant  good  humor  and  cheerfulness ;  another  an 
emphatic  <  yes*  or  *  no ;'  another  *  Old  boy,  I  know  you  ;*  and  the  latter  was  as  signifi- 
cant to  a  sinner  as  the  rattling  of  a  ghost's  bones  at  midnight  in  a  grave-yard.*  The 
valiant  defender  of  Dutchmen  is  *  down  upon'  our  City  Council,  so  different  firam 
the  Burgomastets  and  Schepens  of  the  olden  time.  Hear  him,  how  he  rails  at  our 
worshipful  corporation :  <  By  their  works  a  man  must  judge  them,  and  what  do  they 
perform  ?  Pass  a  book  full  of  ordmances,  and  print  them.  Meet  once  a  week  as  an 
exclusive  tea-party,  and  run  the  poor  tax-ables  over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  and 
charge  their  sins  to  the  *  Croton'  or  the  '  Streets.'  Condensed  facts,  these,  mayh^ ! 
Hans*  argument  against  capital  punishment  is  charactenstic :  *  The  excuse  for  hang- 
ing is,  that  the  warranty  of  Scripture  admits  it ;  for  Scripture  saith,  '  Whosoever 
sheddeth  man's  blood,  by  man  shall  his  blood  be  shed.'  Then  these  hangmen  do  not 
conform  to  the  spirit  or  the  law ;  for  in  hanging,  no  blood  is  shed ;  and  it  might  as 
safely  for  the  purpose  read,  *  Whosoever  hangeth  man,  by  man  also  shall  he  be  hong  f 
but  the  rope  would  go  round  the  neck  of  the  community  in  that  case,  and  of  comae 
Scripture  does  not  mean  that.'  But  we  must  take  our  leave  of  Hans  with  a  single 
additional  extract ;  the  theme  of  which  has  naturally  been  suggested  by  sad  reflec- 
tions upon  the  good  old  fathers  who  once  held  sway  over  all  the  dominions  of  Gotham : 

*  DCATH  IB  king  abtolute.  He  reign*  over  nil  mortality.  He  ia  my  subject,  and  I  am  hie  He  is 
eren  now  living  among  men,  and  deaid  in  the  grave.  He  is  the  justice  tliat  eonsi^nc  us  all  a«  priacm^ 
era  to  the  tomb.  He  commands ;  tlie  universe  obeys.  His  subalterns  and  menials  are  disease  aad 
pestilence.  He  is  the  world's  field-marshal,  and  to  his  dominions  he  invokes  the  world ;  the  recnuir 
ing-ofBcer  of  the  grave,  whose  legions  are  never  fulL  At  the  tap  of  his  drum,  we  must  prepare  to 
olMy  orders  and  march  Indian-fiie  hence ;  no  rest  this  side  of  the  tomb.  There  is  thfa  grand  halt  of 
life.  We  lie  upon  our  arms  the  night  through,  and  at  the  eternal  morning  wait  farther  orders..  He 
sometimes  warns ;  at  times  threatens  with  sickness  and  disease ;  sometimes  dreadfully  alams  by 
most  marvellous  escapes.  This  he  docs  to  caution  the  heedless  to  remember  Btat  they  are  but  dost, 
and  that  he  is  the  north  wind  to  sweep  them  out  of  the  pathway  of  the  earth.  His  sword  is  raiaed : 
thousands  of  victims  fall ;  he  leu  fall  his  arm— and  the  plague  is  stayed.  He  is  a  friend  to  the  poor 
and  the  miserable  ;  he  brings  them  the  white  flag  of  peace,  and  carries  the  wicked  hence  from  their 
troubling,  and  the  poor  are  taken  from  the  evil  to  come.  To  the  rich  he  is  a  most  unweicoma  visilor ; 
but,  despising  form  and  fashion,  he  sallies  into  his  chamber  with  the  familiarity  of  a  friend,  and 
takes  him  away  from  his  lands  and  his  wealth.'  '  The  tongue  of  scandal  ceasea  its  clatter  ia  his 
kingdom }  there  no  voice  is  heard,  not  a  whinper,  not  a  breath.  The  servant  is  free  from  hu  master, 
and  the  victim  tirom  the  pursuer  ;  friends  aro  parted  iu  dust  only  ;  the  spiriu  have  before  sought 
out  the  way  to  the  city  of  refuge.  The  grave  is  the  mere  hollow  made  by  the  taking  man  out  uf  the 
dust ;  prophecy  is  fulfilled  when  it  closes  by  receiving  the  ancient  deposite.  Dust  to  dust,  is  a  me- 
mento song  of  this  good  man,  whose  era  commenced  with  the  birth  of  Adam.  The  upright  do  not 
fear  him  ;  they  freely  shako  hands.  The  world  to  them  is  a  journey ;  the  tomb  is  the  inn  or  resting^ 
place  after  life's  dismal  day,  where  they  sleep  in  quiet  till  the  dawn  of  the  next  workl*s  morning. 
They  then  arise  out  of  their  beds,  prepared  for  a  greater  issue.'  *  Men  may  escape  worldly  wnmwmW»im^ 
or  the  civil  debt  officer ;  neither  fVicnd  nor  foe,  country  nor  province,  nook  nor  comer  of  the  worid, 
can  prevent  the  arrest  of  man  from  this  natural  sheriff.  His  staff  of  ofllce  is  everywhere  respected. 
He  shows  his  sign  and  seal ;  morUlity  cringes,  bows  and  replies  nothing.  He  is  the  harvester,  fath- 
ering in  the  harvest  and  the  stubble,  and  performing  all  his  functions  with  great  strictneas.  Re 
opens  the  door  to  the  other  world  and  bids  us  go  in,  and  't  is  he  who  raises  the  curtain  of  fhturity  to 
our  view,  that  we  may  see  the  pall  of  the  long  and  gloomy  night  falling  over  departed  day.' 

If  the  reader  would  learn  more  of  the  cogitations  of  Juuus  Schnat  and  Hans  Yam 
Garrbt80n,  (a  Siamese  partnership,  we  shrewdly  suspect,)  let  him  repair  to  the 
counter  of  our  friends  Messrs.  Burgssb  and  Stringer,  and  select,  purohaae  and  read 
the  little  orange-colored  pamphlet  which  contains  them. 
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An  Old-timk  Scenk  in  *  Old  Virginia  :'  Exploration  of  Amand'b  Cave. — We 
gave  some  months  since,  in  these  pages,  an  interesting  sketdi  of  an  extensive  and 
singolar  cave  in  *  Old  Schoharie/  in  this  state ;  and  We  have  now  the  pleasure,  ' 
through  the  kindness  of  an  obliging  correspondent,  of  presenting  our  readers  with  an 
original  description  of  *  Amand'8  Cave' — a  somewhat  similar  *  hole  in  the  ground*  in 
the  upper  part  of  *  Old  Virginia' — contained  in  a  letter  written  from  the  spot  in  Octo- 
ber, 1808,  not  long  after  the  first  discovery  of  the  wonder,  an  event  which  happened  in 
this  wise :  « A  lad  employed  about  the  plantation,  who  was  in  the  practice  of  settmg  a 
8teel-trap  in  the  neighboring  mountain,  observed,  upon  visiting  his  trap  one  morning, 
as  usual,  that  it  was  dragged  through  a  hole,  hidden  by  bushes,  into  the  ground. 
Calling  to  his  dog,  he  sent  him  in.  He  presently  discovered,  by  the  barking  of  the 
animal,  that  it  was  in  some  open  place  ;  and  following  it,  by  creeping  six  or  eight 
yards,  he  found  himself  in  a  large  apartment,  the  extent  of  which  he  could  not  how- 
ever distinctly  see.  Surprised,  as  wo  may  suppose  he  was,,  at  this  discovery,  ho 
"  immediately  returned,  and  hastening  to  the  house,  informed  the  people  of  it.  An 
examination  was  at  once  commenced,  and  continued  from  day  to  day,  until  all  the 
different  recesses  of  the  cave  were  explored  ;  and  which  have  been  named  by  differ- 
ent visitors,  some  of  them  whimsicaUy  enough.  You  enter  by  creeping,  or  stooping 
low,  as  may  be  most  convenient,  for  a  few  yards,  into  the  first  apartment,  which  is 
called  '  Solomon's  Room,'  on  the  left  side  of  which,  in  a  recess,  is  his  *  Throne,'  which 
is  composed  of  thin  pillars  and  flakes,  formed  by  successive  drops  of  water,  petri- 
fied in  their  descent  from  the  vault  above  ;  the  work  probably  of  ages,  and  resembling 
the  whitest  marble.  The  whole  roof  indeed  of  this  cave  is  composed  of  these  petri- 
fied icicles,  if  they  may  be  so  called,  of  various  lengths  and  sizes,  from  the  bigness 
of  a  quill  to  that  of  your/arm  or  body ;  and  those  that  have  reached  the  rock  below 
forming  a  variety  of  fantastical  arches.  The  general  color  of  the  rock,  which  is 
limestone,  is  brown,  but  these  icicles  vary  in  color  from  the  purest  white  to  a  dusky 
yellow,  and  have  the  appearance,  many  of  them,  as  well  as  the  walls  of  some  of 
the  rooms,  of  being  spangled.  From  '  Solomon's  Room'  you  pass  to  the  left  to  the 
'  Drawing-Rooro.*  Returning  from  thence,  you  enter  the  <  Dining-Room,'  and  beyond 
this  is  the  '  Ball«Room,'  and  *  Music  Gallery.'  A  narrow  passage  now  leads  you  to 
the  *  Great  Hall.'  Next  yon  enter  <  Wabiiinoton  Hall,'  and  adjoining  it  is  <  Mrs. 
Washington's  Room,'  with  her  <  Bed-chamber'  and  *  Dressing-Room.'  Then  comes 
the  *  Enchanted  Dome,'  under  which  stands  *  Lot's  Wife.' 

*  You  have  now  a  view  of  *  The  Cascade  ;'  afterward,  of  the  *  Diamond-Room ;' 
and  then  you  enter  '  The  Wilderness,'  which  leads  you  to  the  *  Garden  of  Eden,' 
near  which  is  the  *  Salt  Mountain  of  Louisiana,'  in  the  remotest  part  of  the  cave. 
Returning,  you  visit  various  small  rooms  that  have  not  yet  been  named  ;  and  after 
passing  the  •  Falls  of  Niagara,*  tasting  the  water  of  *  The  Spring,'  admiring  Wash- 
ington's Sword,'  the  *  Spread-Eagle,'  etc.,  your  excursion  ends.  From  the  mouth  of 
the  cave  to  the  remotest  part  of  it,  passing  through  all  the  windings  to  the  different 
rooms  and  returning,  is  a  distance  of  two  thousand  measured  yards.  *  WAsmNGTON 
Hall'  is  two  hundred  and  eighty  feet  long,  from  fifteen  to  twenty-five  feet  wide,  and 
fix>m  forty  to  fifty  feet  high.  The  '  Ball-Room'  is  one  hundred  and  twenty  feet  long, 
about  twenty-five  feet  wide,  and  twenty-five  feet  high.  The  other  apartments  have 
not  yet  been  accurately  measured.    Some  of  the  passages  in  this  extraordinary  cave 
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are  not  only  narrow  and  low,  scarcely  admitting  yon  through  in  a  creeping  potture, 
but  are  dangerous,  from  the  slipperineas  occasioned  by  the  damp  and  constant  drop- 
ping of  water,  and  your  being  obliged  to  pass  on  the  brink  of  chasms  many  feet 
deep,  in  going  from  some  of  the  rooms  to  others,  holding  on  by  your  hands  and  the 
points  of  your  toes.  Yet  such  is  the  force  of  curiosity,  that  several  ladies  have  gone 
entirely  over  it !  To  you,  who  are  so  oAen  fancying  representations  in  the  eloads, 
this  excursion  would  be  highly  gratifying.  One  is  constantly  meeting  with  rade  re- 
presentations of  men  and  animals.  What  I  consider  the  most  extraordinary  produc- 
tion in  this  subterraneous  mansion  is  a  statue,  apparently  of  the  whitest  marble, 
highly  polished,  in  the  centra  of  *  Washington  Hall.'  The  head,  shoulders,  flowing 
beard  and  hair,  the  drapery  round  the  body  in  loose  folds,  are  perfectly  represented  in 
a  figure  somewhat  larger  than  life.  I  was  surprised  to  see  the  animation  (and  my 
attendants  more  so)  which  simply  tracing  the  features  of  the  face  with  a  pencil  gave 
to  the  whole  figure.  With  my  guide's  permission,  who  lb  the  proprietor  of  the  cave, 
I  named  it  Columbus,  from  its  resemblance  to  the  prints  we  see  of  him,  and  I  wrote 
his  name  in  large  characters  upon  it,  to  perpetuate  it  if  possible.  '  Madison's  Cave* 
is  in  the  same  mountain,  but  there  is  no  communication  yet  discovered  between  them. 
'  Amand's  Cave'  is  ponsiderably  the  largest,  and  its  beauties  are  of  quite  a  diflerent 
character.* 


Gossip  with  Rbadkrb  and  Correbpondbntb. —  We  scarcely  know  why  it  is,  yet 
so  it  is,  that  when  the  spring-time  comes  on  ;  when  the  perfume  of  scented  buds  filb 
the  air ;  when  the  leaves  are  expanding  their  soft  verdure,  and  the  *  yellow  stars  of 
earth  begin  to  shine  amidst  the  long  grass  ;*  there  comes  over  the  spirit  at  times  a 
sense  of  the  deepest  melancholy ;  a  remembrance  of  the  dead,  who  have  fallen 
asleep  upon  the  bosom  of  Nature,  no  more  to  arise  from  their  lowly  bed,  when  all  else 
comes  forth  in  beauty  and  bloom ;  of  young  hopes,  early  perished  —  of  manhood's 
aspirations  checked.  Such  thoughts  indeed  were  in  our  own  mind,  when  we  opened 
and  read,  as  we  were  crossing  the  sunny  Park,  an  earnest  passage  from  a  recent  let- 
ter of  an  old  and  highly-osteemed  correspondent :  <  For  three  months  I  have  dona 
nothing  except  keep  up  with  the  current  news  of  the  day,  and  give  to  Ssukspbark 
and  the  Bible  a  pretty  thorough  re-perusal.  In  this  juxtaposition  ^f  Siiakspears 
and  the  Bible,  I  mean  no  disparagement  to  the  sacred  and  supernatural  cha- 
racter of  the  latter ;  but  I  thus  unite  them  on  purely  literary  grounds,  and  because 
of  all  the  fine  books  extant  on  earth,  none  other  are  so  pregnant  with '  suggestiveness* 
on  every  page  from  cover  to  cover ;  none  others  flow  with  a  stream  so  perennial  and 
so  abundant  in  refreshment  for  every  heart  and  every  mind,  whether  in  sorrow  or  m 
joy.  As  regards  the  religious  claims  and  inculcations  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  I  con- 
fess that  I  have  been  terrified,  and  at  times  driven  almost  to  dc8pair,^n  considering  their 
comprehensiveness,  their  minuteness,  their  ubiquity  of  obligation,  and  the  abscdute 
necessity  of  meeting  them  all,  and  at  all  times  faithfully,  at  least  with  sincere  purpose 
of  the  spirit  Ah  I  Sir,  it  is  a  hard  task  to  become,  and  becoming  to  remain  a  tho- 
rough, single-hearted  Christian  I  And  although  it  is  an  easy  thing,  '  as  easy  as  talk- 
ing,' to  write  '  like  a  book'  on  the  maintenance  of  a  loving  and  trustful  ^irit  to- 
ward God  and  toward  man,  and  on  the  preservation  of  all  the  sweet  and  holy  virtues 
in  the  freshness  and  fragrance  of  their  bloom ;  yet,  when  one  attempts  to  reduce  all 
parts  of  this  heaven-bom  code  into  hourly  practice,  and  subdue  the  devilish  ] 


1846.]  Editor's    Table.  457 

whose  Medi  were  in  our  hearts  eyen  before  their  first  unconscious  beat»  and  which 
the  soil  withm,  and  the  atmosphere  around  us,  haTe  erer  since  been  strengthening  into 
stubborn  growth,  it  is  a  task  before  which  all  the  achievements  of  the  sword  or  the 
pen,  of  the  hand  or  the  brain,  fade  utterly  into  nought  And  while  I  have  often  cleared 
away  the  doubts  of  othen  on  Fate  and  Free  Will,  and  some  other  metaphysical 
points  equally  perplexing,  yet  I  never  have  been  able  so  easily  to  satisfy  myself;  and 
in  spite  of  my  strongest  resolutions  to  avoid  all  such  mischievous  trains  of  thou^t  en- 
tirely, I  frequently  wander  away  into  a  labyrinth  of  impious  doubts  and  bewildering 
conjectures.  The  indisputable  fieict  of  our  natural  tendency  to  evil ;  the  past  history 
and  apparent  destiny  of  this  world,  through  which  villany  has  almost  always  walked 
pvoud  a;nd  triumphant,  coupled  with  some  dark  passages  of  the  Bible  —  these  conside- 
rations in  seasons  of  bodily  and  mental  depression,  superadded  to  the  memory  of  a 
thousand  shattered  dreams ;  to  the  thought  of  a  life  literally  wasted ;  of  energies, 
which  a  kind  of  universal  taste  has  scattered  and  broken  among  a  hundred  branches, 
instead  of  strengthening  them  by  continuous  exertion  on  one  ;  all  these  things  make 
me  at  times  more  melancholy  than  I  hope  you  ever  were  or  will  be.  These  shadows 
may  seem  to  you  but  *  egri  somnia,*  a  sick  man*s  dreams ;  puppet-phantoms,  that 
dance  to  the  motion  of  disordered  nerves.  On  one  thing,  however,  I  am  determined. 
Should  my  health  continue  moderately  good  throughout  the  summer,  I  am  resolved  to 
study  Hebrew,  and  resorUng  solely  to  the  original  fountains,  attempt  to  discover  the 
exact  sense  and  systematic  doctrine  of  all  the  theological  portion  of  the  Bible.  I  am 
tired  of  endless  disputes  and  contradictory  exegesis,  and  am  at  last  resolved  to  deter- 
mine for  myself.'  •  •  *  Our  excellent  friend  and  old-time  correspondent  WmTTiBn 
will  smile  at  the  followmg  *  take-off*  of  his  spirited  *  Songs  of  Labor.*  He  is  mdebted 
to  '  FiJ^NCUR,'  an  old  and  favorite  contributor  to  this  Magazine,  for  this  audacious  at- 
tempt to  shove  him  from  his  tripod :  *  Mr.  WHrmEa  writes  *  Songs  of  Labor*  in  the 
Democractic  Review.  The  object  is  political  and  poetical  They  are  intended  to 
show  Barnburner  and  Old  Hunker  journeymen  that  they  thall  have  a  bard  as  well 
as  lawyers  and  bank-stock  owners ;  and  that  songs  can  be  written  on  hammers,  chisels, 
mortices  and  tenants,  as  sweetly  soothmg  or  as  wildly  wakening  as  on  orange  groves, 
marble  halls,  broken  lances  and  waving  banners.  In  a  metre  somewhat  similar  to 
Macaulat's  Roman  ballads,  our  labor-bard  has  attempted  to  depict  the  sentiments 
and  represent  the  cries  of  blacksmiths,  ship-builders  and  lumbermen.  The  verse  is 
enlivened  by  interjaculatory  expressions,  in  this  style :  '  Ho !  Speed  thee  !'  *  Hark ! 
God  UesB  thee  !*  *  Up !  seize  !'  Why  not  ?  Any  thhig  sounds  well  when  properly 
expressed.  There  is  nothing  more  unpoetical  than  a  dirty  face ;  but  say :  <  God  blesi 
thee !  Visage  grimed  with  smoke  !*  for  instance,  and  you  have  labor-poetry  at  once. 
Bat  this  is  neither  here  nor  there :  we  only  wish  to  point  out  that  Mr.  Whittier  has 
a  becoming  sense  of  the  dignity  of  labor ;  that  is,  he  evidently  considers  some  kinds 
of  labor  far  from  dignified.  No  songs  for  you,  my  sad  street-sweeper !  nor  for  you, 
my  weeping  waiter!  nor  for  you,  melancholy  office-boy!  Mourn  on !  ye  Unsung! 
In  the  democratic  house,  as  in  Heaven,  there  are  '  many  mansions  ;*  into  some  of 
which  the  poorer  dass  of  poor  devils  may  not  set  a  foot  No  radical  so  ultra  who 
does  not  believe  in  a  lower  level  than  his  own.  We  may  be  too  hasty  in  this  cavil ; 
there  may  be  labor-songs  in  store  for  each  of  the  classes  we  have  called  neglected. 
If  so,  we  are  sorry ;  and  to  make  some  amends,  we  will  save  him  the  trouble  of  a 
stanza  or  so,  by  writing  it  ourselves.  Let  us  treat  the  street-sweeper  to  a  pair  of  verses ; 
merely  of  course  throwing  these  and  the  others  out  as  a  nucleus  for  the  labor-bard*a 
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inora  extended  production.    We  omit  tiie  day-break  and  meteorolo^cal  phenomena 
with  which  the  labor  songs  open,  and  beg;in  thus: 

•LABOR-FRAGMENT:     KUMEER    ONE. 

'  Up  I  from  shaaty,  shed  mud  hovel, 

With  pickaxe  and  with  spade  ; 
Ply  the  birch-broom  and  the  shovel. 

Until  the  dirt-heap  *■  made ; 
Then,  hark!  hark!  iicomes— the  dirt-cart! 

Six-tbirty  ia  the  mark, 
We  know  it  by  when  shines  the  sun  — 

We  smell  it  in  the  dark!' 

*  Then  follows  an  invocation,  and  benediction  of  manure  m  general : 

• 
'  Goo  bless  it,  whereso'er  the  gales 

lU  hateful  smell  shall  blow  ; 
Spread  o'er  Westchester's  sunny  vales. 

Or  where  the  pumpkins  grow ; 
Where'er  in  paddock  or  in  field 

It  decks  the  fertile  soil, 
May  cabbage  it,  and  turnips  yield, 

"To  bless  the  laborer's  toil  *' 

*  So  much  for  the  street-sweeper.  The  next  song  shall  be  for  the  waiter  in  a  pri- 
vate family.  Time :  early  morning.  Scene :  breakfast-room.  Making  the  fire  and 
setting  the  table : 

•  LABOR- FRAGMENT  :     NUMBER    TWO. 

'Up!  seize  a  well-thumbed  paper, 

And  tear  it  into  strips : 
Quick !  light  it  with  a  taper, 

Beneath  the  crackling  chips  I 
Then,  ho  !  for  the  napkins  snow-white  I 

The  tea-cups  and  the  tray  t 
Ho  I  for  the  spoons  of  silver  bright  I 

Thus  we  begii)  the  day  I* 

<  Subsequent  stanzas  can  represent  him  blacking  the  boots,  cleaning  the  knives,  or 
answering  the  street-door  bell.  One  last  hint  to  the  bard ;  one  more  theme — *  The 
Lawyer's  Office-Boy.*  It  is  to  bo  supposed  that  the  boy,  having  finished  the  dawn 
part  of  the  song,  has  reached  the  office : 

•LABOR- FRAGMENT:  NUMBER  THREE. 

'  Ths  torn  coat-sleeve  to  the  table, 

The  steel-pen  to  the  ink  ; 
Ho  I  write,  bo  it  truth  or  fable. 

Words,  words  I  clerks  never  think  f 
Then  Biifn ;  the  seal — the  fees — on  file 

The  title  of  the  cause  ; 
Then  Mrve  the  papers  on  the  vile 

Wretch  who  defies  our  laws  I' 

<  This  is  poetry.  Tiiis  is  the  way  to  get  a  reputation.  *  Sic  iiur  ad  astray »  .  .  'It's 
all  very  well,  Mr.  Ferguson,  but  you  can  't  sleep  here !'  we  said  in  our  mmd's 
ear,  (why  not  mind's  ear^  as  well  as  '  mind's  eye,'  Horatio  ?)  as  we  ran  over  the 
prolix  and  over-laborod  sketch  of  <  My  College  Mates,*  by  *  Horatio  FRaousoN, 
Esq.'  But  looking  farther  on,  we  descried  a  graphic  specimen  of  tutorial  tyranny, 
which  is  worth  recording,  for  the  lesson  ^hich  it  conveys  to  those  pompous  gentlemen 
who  in  so  many  colleges  abuse  the  authority  with  which  they  are  mvested.  Listen 
therefore  to  this  little  passage  in  the  college  life  of  Frank  Carson  :  <  I  have  said 
Frank  was  kind  ;  he  was  more  ^~  he  was  generous,  even  to  a  fault ;  and  being  rich 
hunself,  and  having  an  indulgent  guardian,  his  purae  was  always  full,  save  when  he 
had  just  emptied  it  to  accommodate  a  friend,  or  to  relieve  the  wants  of  those  who 
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sought  hiB  charity.  But  he  was  not  <me  of  those  who  do  their  fellow  creatures  a 
kmdnesB  and  then  rob  the  act  of  half  its  merit  hy  proclaimmg  it  to  the  world.  I 
ha:Te  even  known  him  suffer  serious  inconvenience  rather  than  let  such  an  act  be 
known  through  himself,  although  it  would  have  won  for  him  the  tribute  of  univennd 
respect  I  well  remember  a  particular  instance  of  this.  One  morning  after  Christ- 
mas, Frank  came  into  the  lecture-room  rather  late,  after  the  class  had  assembled 
and  the  recitation  begun.  His  eyes  were  blood-shot,  his  face  pale,  and  his  whole  ap- 
pearance that  of  a,  man  who  had  slept  very  little  if  any  for  the  twenty-four  hours 
next  preceding.  Tutor  D  .  .  .  .  then  filled  the  chair ;  a  man  whose  attainments 
in  one  respect  fully  equalled  those  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Porson  or  Dr.  Johnson  ; 
namely,  personal  uncouthness  and  lack  of  courtesy.  In  accordance  with  a  then  ex- 
isting rule  of  the  institution,  before  taking  his  seat  Frank  stepped  up  to  the  tutor 
and  asked  to  be  excused  from  reciting.  '  No,  Sir !'  was  the  tutor's  reply  ;  *  you  were 
drunk  last  night,  wer'nt  you?'  '  I  was  not,  Sir,'  said  Frank.  *  You  were !  I  saw 
yon  myself  have  a  basket  with  bottles  in  it,  and  I  kuow  those  bottles  contained  wine. 
Take  your  seat,  Sir,  and  consider  yourself  as  having  received  a  warning  for  being 
drunk  and  then  denying  it'  Frank's  face  was  pale  before,  but  now  it  was  livid,  and 
the  blood  started  from  his  lip  as  he  bit  it  in  the  efibrt  to  suppress  his  anger.  He  stood 
for  an  instant,  and  every  one  supposed  he  was  abgnt  to  strike  the  tutor  to  the  ground, 
who  quailed  before  his  flashing  eye.  Recovering  himself,  however,  Frank  cast  on 
hun  a  look  of  withering  scorn,  and  then  passed  to  his  seat  The  tutor  brought  upgn 
himself  very  general  reprehension  and  dislike  for  his  roughness,  and  Frank,  for  his 
forbearance,  as  general  respect,  which  would  have  been  increased  a  thousand  fold  had 
the  real  state  of  the  case  been  known.  The  affair  passed  off  and  was  forgotten ; 
but  some  three  or  four  months  after,  business  carried  me  to  a  little  hovel  in  the  out- 
skirts of  the  city,  inhabited  by  a  poor  washerwoman  with  a  family  of  young  children. 
In  the  course  of  conversation,  she  informed  me  that  her  husband  had  died  on  the  last 
Christmas  night,  and  left  her  penniless  ;  but  that  by  hard  work,  together  with  the 
kind  assistance  she  occasionally  received  from  a  Mr.  Carson,  she  had  got  along 
.  through  the  winter  very  comfortably.  On  hearing  the  name  of  Carson,  I  inquired 
rather  more  particularly,  and  found  out  that  this  was  my  friend  Frank  ;  and  that,  so 
far  from  being  drunk  on  the  night  in  question,  as  the  tutor  had  asserted,  having  acci- 
dentally discovered  the  conditio^i  of  this  family,  he  had  carried  wine  and  other  little 
articles  of  luxury  to  the  sick  man ;  and  resisting  the  temptation  of  spending  a  merry 
evening  with  a  select  party  of  friends,  had  watched  with  the  poor  man  in  his  last 
hour,  smoothing  his  path  down  the  dark  valley  by  assuring  him  that  he  would  see  that 
his  family  did  not  want  for  bread,  and  finally  had  closed  his  eyes  in  death.' .  •  .  Ws 
do  n't  altogether  affect  *  Mr.  Miluer'b  paper  on  '  The  Water  Cure*  Not  that  a  por- 
tion of  its  satire  is  not  legitimate,  but  the  theme  is  made  too  much  of.  We  quite 
agree  with  him,  that  after  men  have  been  bled,  leeched  and  cupped,  until  almost 
every  drop  of  blood  has  been  coaxed  out  of  them,  and  they  move  about  like  atomies 
of  anatomies,  the  best  way  is  to  wrap  them  up  in  half-a-dozen  wet  sheets  and  stand 
them  up  in  a  comer,  like  a  piece  of  cloth  being  spunged  at  a  teulor's  shop^  <  Noth- 
ing can  touch  them  further.'  The  *  Chrono-Thermal  System'  of  Dr.  Dixon,  prac- 
tised by  Dr.  Turner,  would  obviate  any  of  these  contingencies.  And  iM  apropos  of 
this,  we  may  mention,  that  a  gentleman,  on  being  introduced  to  Professor  Mapes  the 
other  day  in  Broadway,  said :  *■  Are  you  the  celebrated  Professor  Mafbs,  of  whom  I 
have  heard  so  much  ?'  <  I  am  not  celebrated  for  any  thing  noto,  Sir,  particulariy,  th«t 
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I  know  of>'  replied  Mr.  Matbs,  <  bat  I  have  been  fos  some  fifteen  y«UB  celebrated  for 
having  every  day  one  of  the  talleeUund  of  epileptic  fits»  and  on  aome  daya  half-a-dozen 
of  them.  Dr.  Turner  however,  aboi^t  six  weeks  ago,  took  away  my  reputation  in  this 
respect,  and  I  have  not  been  *  celebrated*  since !'  •  •  •  Thrrk  is  a  distinct  older  of 
talent  evinced  in  a  truly  'Poetical  Epistle  f  and  this  talent  our  entertainmg  contri- 
butor, John  G.  Saxe,  Esq.,  of  Vermont,  has  more  than  once  exhibited,  through  the 
pages  of  this  and  other  Uterary  publications.    Here  is  his  last  missive  in  this  kind : 


Dear  Knick.  :  While  mytXt  and  my  ipouM 

Smt  tea-ing  liut  evening,  and  chatting, 
And  mindful  of  conjugal  vow  a, 

Were  nicely  agreed  in  combatting ; 
It  chanced  that  myself  and  my  wife, 

('T  was  Madam  occasioned  the  pother !) 
Falling  suddenly  into  a  strife. 

Came  near  falling  out  with  each  other. 

In  a  rattling,  tattling  chat, 

Quite  in  tune  with  the  chime  of  the  tea-things, 
We  were  talking  of  this  and  of  that, 

Just  as  each  of  us  happened  to  see  thhlga } 
When  somehow  or  other  it  chanced, 

(I  don't  quite  remember  the  clue,) 
That,  as  talkiog  and  taa-ing  advanced, 

We  found  we  were  talking  of  you ! 

1  think  (bat  perhaps  I  am  wrong, 

Such  a  subtle  old  chap  is  Suggestion, 
Aa  he  forces  each  topic  along 

By  the  trick  of  '  the  previous  question,*^ 
Some  remarks  on  a  bacchanal  revel 

Suggested  that  horrible  elf 
With  the  hoof  and  the  horns  —  and  the  Devil, 

Excuse  me,  suggested  yourself! 

'  Ah  1  Knick.,  to  be  sure ;  by  the  way,' 

Quoth  Madam,  *  what  sort  of  a  man 
Do  you  take  him  to  be  1  <—  nay,  but  stay, 

And  let  am  guess  him  out  if  1  can : 
Ue*s  sroung,  and  quite  handsome,  no  do«bt. 

Rather  slender,  and  not  over-tall  \ 
And  he  loves  a  snu^  little  turn-out. 

And  tarns  out  qatta  •  a  love'  at  a  ball.* 

And  then  she  went  on  to  portray 
•  Such  a  very  deligfatf  ul  ideal. 
Incredulous  people  would  say 

That  really  it  could  n*t  be  real ; 
'And  his  wife,  what  a  lady  must  slie  be  f 

(Knick. '■  married,  thsu  /know  and  g  0k  know,) 
You'd  find  her  a  delicate  Hxbk, 

And  not  a  *  magnificent  Juno.* 


Now  I  am  a  man,  you  most  learn. 

Less  famous  for  beauty  than  streagt^ 
And,  for  aught  I  could  ever  discern, 

Of  rather  superfluous  length ; 
In  truth,  't  is  but  seldom  one  meets 

Such  a  Titan  in  human  abodes. 
And  whan  I  stalk  over  the  streets, 

1  'm  a  perfect '  Colossus  of  roads.' 

So  I  frowned  like  a  tragedy-Roman, 

For  in  painting  the  beautifUl  elf 
As  the  form  of  your  lady,  the  woman 

Took  eare  to  be  drawing  herself; 
While,  mark  you,  the  picture  hhe  drew 

So  deuc'd  am  amtt  and  freo. 
That  fonciful  likeness  of  yott. 

Was  by  no  means  a  portrait  of  ne ! 

'  How  lucky  for  ladies,'  I  kinted. 

That  in  this  our  republican  land' 
They  may  prattle,  without  being  stinted. 

Of  matters  they  do  n't  understand! 
I  'U  show  you,  dear  Madam, '  Old  KmcK* 

Is  n't  short,  Ma'am,  nor  daintily  alim. 
But  a  gentleman  decently  thick 

O*  the  middle,  and  manly  o'  Umb: 

And  as  for  his  youth  —  talk  of  flowers 

Bloomiug  gaily  in  frosty  December ; 
1 11  be  swora.  Ma'am,  his  juvenile  hours 

Are  things  he  can  scarcely  remember; 
Bw^  Madam,  quite  plain  to  be  seen 

Is  the  beau  you  would  choose  for  a  lovers' 
And  producing  your  own  Magazine, 

1  pointed  elate  to  the  oorer. 

*  You  see.  Ma'am,  't  is  just  as  I  said. 

His  locks  are  aa  gray  as  a  rat ; 
Here,  look  at  the  crown  of  his  head  — 
'T  ii>  as  bsid  as  the  crown  of  my  hat!' 

*  Nay,  my  dear,'  interrupted  my  wifK 

Who  began  to  be  casting  about 
To  get  the  last  word  in  the  stnfo, 
'  'Tis  his  grandfather's  picture,  no  doobtl' 


Thanks,  dear  Madam  .*  for  that  kind  interposition.  The  worthy  '  outside  Kktck- 
■ebockbe'  on  the  cover  hereof  is  our  great  progenitor,  the  venerable  Diedrich.  Hw 
unworthy  descendant  who  labots  every  month  to  do  credit  to  his  honored  name,  re- 
joices copionsly  in  those  hirsute  adornments  of  which  age  had  deprived  the  renovnied 
historian,  when  he  sat  for  the  *  picture  in  little*  which  is  handing  his  lineaments  dovn 
to  his  remotest  posterity.    Au  re«fe,  suppose  one  of  these  days  there  should  suddenly 

appear  in  the  midst  of  these  gossipmg  pages  an  image  of  one of  an  indiridiul, 

who  for  some  thirteen  yean  has of  an  editorial  person,  who  with  such  ability  ai 

he  was  master  of Ah !  ladies  and  gentlemen,  do  n't  all  speak  at  once !    '  We 

'  are  not  made  of  stone,  but  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties !'  The  project  is  en- 
gendered.  *  •  •  Tbmmm.  is  a  good  deal  of  truth  conveyed  in  the  sketch  entitled  *  U»- 
gerimg  Lorn  o/  Legal  lAtigation  ;'  bat  three  or  four  of  the  incidents  cited  rsmiixi 
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OS  too  forcibly  of  *  Some  Passages  in  the  Life  of  a  Briefless  Lawyer,'  a  series  of  papen 
from  the  peiujof  an  esteemed  friend,  published  many  years  since.  The  following  illus- 
trative anecdotes  however  are  not  familiar  to  us,  and  may  prove  new  to  some  of  our 
readers :  Two  Dutchmen,  who  built  and  used  in  common  a  small  bridge  over  a  little 
stream  which  ran  through  their  farms,  had  a  dispute  concerning  certain  repain  which 
it  required,  after  a  time,  one  of  them  declining  to  bear  any  portion  of  the  expense  ne- 
cestary  to  the  piu-chase  of  two  or  three  new  planks.  Finally,  the  aggrieved  party  went 
to  a  neighboring  lawyer,  and  placing  ten  dollars  in  his  hand,  said,  <  I  '11  g^iye  you  all 
dish  moneys,  if  you  Ml  make  Hams  do  justice  mit  de  pridge.'  '  How  much  will  it  cost 
to  repair  the  bridge?'  asked  the  honest  counsellor  of  the  determined  litigant  ?  '  Well, 
den,  not  more  ash  five  tollars,'  replied  the  Dutchman.'  '  Very  well,'  said  the  lawyer, 
pocketing  one  of  his  notes  and  giving  him  the  other, '  take  this,  and  go  and  get  the 
bridge  repaired;  it's  the  beet  course  you  can  take.'  *  Ya&s,' said  the  Dutchman, 
slowly,  '  y-a-a-s ;  dat  ish  more  better  as  to  quarrel  mit  Hans  ;'  but  as  he  went  along 
home,  he  shook  his  head  frequently,  as  if  unable  after  all  quite  clearly  to  see  how  he 
had  gained  any  thing  by  going  to  law.  On  another  occasion  proceedings  were  *  neu- 
tralized' between  the  same  parties  by  the  same  lawyer,  in  a  case  of  dog-shooting. 
'  Did  you  shoot  the  complainant's  dog?'  said  the  counsellor  to  the  trespasser.  *  Ya&s, 
I  shot  him,  but  let  him  brove  it !'  *  Well,  what  was  your  dog  worth  ?'  asked  the  lawyer 
of  the  other.  *  Well  den,  he  was  n't  wort'  not'ing,  but  I  mean  to  make  him  pay  the  wort* 
of  him,  for  shootin'  him !'  The  '  action  would  n't  lie.'  •  •  •  Punch  is  giving  a  series 
of  papers  on  '  The  Snobs  of  England,'  and  if  we  had  a  Punch  in  this  country,  the 
example  would  be  immediately  imitated,  as  a  matter  of  course,  because  we  imitate 
every  thing  English  but  the  inknitable,  and  Punch  is  unhappily  of  this  class  of  sub- 
jects. The  *  snobs'  however  are  not  among  American  impossibilities,  and  we  are  in 
daily  expectation  of  seeing  some  periodical  come  out  with  an  article  on  Snobs,  by  way 
of  novelty.  There  is  a  wandering  specimen  of  '  The  Literary  Snob*  continually  ob- 
truding himself  upon  public  notice  ;  to-day  in  the  gutter,  to-morrow  in  some  milliner's 
magazine  ;  but  in  all  places,  and  at  all  times,  magnifice!ntly  snobbish  and  dirty,  who 
seems  to  invite  the  *  Punchy*  writers  among  us  to  take  up  their  pens  and  impale  him 
for  public  amusement  Mrs.  Louisa  Gooet  has  lately  taken  this  snob  into  her  service 
in  a  neighboring  city,  where  he  is  doing  his  best  to  prove  his  title  to  the  distmction  of 
being  one  of  the  lowest  of  his  class  at  present  infesting  the  literary  world.  The  'Even- 
ing OaxttU  and  Tinned  speaks  of  our  lit<frary  *  snob'  as  one  <  whose  idiOByncraeiet 
have  attracted  some  attention  and  compassion  of  late ;'  and  adds :  *  We  have  heard 
that  he  is  at  present  in  a  state  of  health  which  renders  him  not  completely  aeeounta" 
hie  for  all  his  peculiarities  I'  We  do  not  think  that  the  '  ungentlemanly  and  unpar- 
donable personalities  of  this  writer,'  of  which  our  contemporary  complains,  are  worthy 
of  notice,  simply  because  they  are  so  notoriously  false  that  they  destroy  themselves. 
The  sketch  for  example  of  Mr.  BrkMs,  (<  Harrt  Franco,')  in  the  paper  alluded  to, 
is  ludicrously  untrue,  in  almost  every  parycular.  Who  that  knows  '  Harrv  Franco,' 
(whose  prose  style  Washington  Irving  pronounced  *  the  freshest,  most  natural  and 
graphic  he  had  met  with,')  would  recognize  his  physical  man  from  our*'  snob's'  de- 
scription ?  But  after  all,  why  should  one  speak  of  all  this  ?  Poh  !  Fob  !  Leave  the 
*  idiosyncratic'  man  '  alone  in  his  glory.'  •  •  ■  Thkre  is  a  well-known  cnstoin  pre- 
vailing in  our  criminal  courts,  of  assigning  counsel  to  such  .prisoners  as  have  no  one  to 
defend  them.  On  one  occasion,  the  court  finding  a  man  accused  of  theft,  and  with- 
out connsel,  said  to  a  wag  of  a  lawyer  who  was  present,  <  Mi j  --^-^ ,  jrfease  withdraw 
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with  the  prisoner,  confer  with  him,  and  then  give  him  such  counsel  as  may  be  beet  for 
his  interest*  The  lawyer  and  his  client  withdrew ;  and  in  fifteen  or  twenty  minntei 
the  lawyer  returned  into  court,  alone.  '  Where  is  the  prisoner  7'  aaked  the  coort. 
<  He  has  gone,'  your  honor,'  said  the  hopeful  legal  *■  limb.'  Your  honor  told  me  to 
give  him  the  best  advice  I  could  for  his  interest ;  and  as  he  said  he  was  guilty,  I  thought 
the  best  counsel  I  could  offer  him  was  to  *  cut  and  run,'  which  he  took  at  once.  He  is  in 
Jeraey,  your  honor,  by  this  time.'  •  •  '  « The  Lay  of  the  Visionary,*  in  preceding 
pages,  is  from  tho  pen  of  a  young  and  lovely  country  girl,  who  has  been  totally  deaf 
from  childhood.  The  melody  of  the  lines  is  therefore  remarkable.  Poor  girl !  of 
what  a  blessed  sense  is  she  deprived !  Spring-time  of  the  year  may  come  ;  '  voices 
musical  of  Summer'  prevail  around ;  yet  can  she  not  hear  the  early  not^  of  the 
birds,  that  ascend,  like  the  prayers  of  children,  an  offering  of  gratitude  for  protection 
during  the  night  *  *  -  Thb  London  waiters,  we  are  told,  are  proverbial  for  their 
precision ;  and  to  secure  accuracy  in  tho  fulfilment  of  their  orders,  they  invariably  repeat 
them  after  they  hear  them.  A  wag,  aware  of  this  fact,  brought  about  at  an  eating- 
house  one  day  the  following  dialogue  :  '  Waiter,'  said  one,  *  bring  me  a  beef-steak.' 
*  A  beef -steak  ?  —  yes,  Sir.'  '  Waiter,'  cried  a  second,  *  bring  me  a  glass  of  pale 
sherry.'  *  Pale  sherry  ?  —  yes,  Sir.'  *  I  say,  waiter,'  whispered  an  exquisite,  •  Meet 
me  in  the  Willow -glen.*  *  Willow-glcn  ?'  echoed  the  *  flunkey,'  in  amazement ; 
'  willow-glen  ? — yes,  Sir,  directly  !'  This  monotony  of  phrase  is  exceeded  by  a  kin- 
dred sameness  of  pronunciation,  we  suspect,  if  this  colloquy  be  authentically  reported 
to  us :  *  Waiter,'  said  a  rather  seedy  customer, '  bring  me  a  plate  of  veal  and  'am, 
well  done.*  The  waiter  reiterated  the  order,  as  usual,  and  then  *  gave  it  voice'  in 
these  remarkable  and  slightly  profane  words :  *  Plate  of  veal  —  and  dam*  weU 
done  .''*-•  A  lady-correspondent  ( *  no  ?')  sends  us  the  *  poem*  from  which  the 
ensuing  stanzas  are  taken,  with  a  note,  dated  '  Niagara  Falls,  March  26, 1846,*  and 
running  to  the  following  effect :  *  If  you  find  as  much  amusement  in  reading  the  en- 
closed hues,  as  I  enjoyed  in  hearing  them  read  by  the  author,  my  object  m  sending 
them  will  be  attained,  and  an  instalment  upon  my  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  Knickbe- 
BOCKEE  paid.  Tlie  poet  is  a  resident  of  Erie  county ;  a  genuine  son  of  the  soil  — a 
real  native ;  and  is  pretty  well  convinced  in  his  own  mind  that  America  has  produced 
a  poet  The  verses  were  written  before  he  saw  the  Falls :  after  seeing  them,  how- 
ever, he  could  find  no  reason  to  alter  his  production  :* 


'Thk  Niagara  Falls  is  high, 
Tho  place  many  does  glorify  ; 
They  have  a  grand  glorioim  fHnip, 
Which  ia  oziUtiag  to  Ihnr  uame. 


'When  folks  apy  what  they  do  behold. 
They  do  Ceel  aa  bright  m  gold ; 
The  loud  roar  ie  heard  for  many  milM — 
Tho  people  appear  in  great  stylet. 


*Tho  grand  Falls  do  loudly  roar, 
And  iheir  faaie  it  does  highly  soar; 
The  water  pours  over  the  rocks, 
And  arouna  there  is  many  flocks. 


'Many  years, months  and  hours  has  past, 
iSince  the  water  began  to  mn  fast ; 
On  the  exalted  river  side 
The  brave  Falls  has  been  glorified. 


*  The  Falls  are  an  exalted  sight. 
And  they  possess  an  honor  bright; 
They  are  exalted  and  profound, 
Add  gives  a  brave  melody  sound. 


'  It  is  much  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
That  no  one  fairly  can  deny ; 
Harmonious  these  lines  comoi  ia  rhysMs, 
Likewise  it  is  jovial  times  I' 


It  may  be  some  gratification  to  the  reader  to  know  that  the  stanzas  we  have  omitted 
'  are  no  worse  than  those  which  we  have  given.    We  think  the  writer  out-CoBs's  Coeb 
in  her  Unes  on  Nancv  Hinks,  and  fairiy  ecUpses  Hoeace  Jones*  <  Adventures  m  Michi- 
gan.*   Howbeit,  Hoeace  is  now  engaged  upon  a  poem  which  will '  clean  beat'  the  best 
efibrts  of  all  his  <  brathen  and  asten  of  the  Nine.'    The  subject,  he  infonns  nS|  wis 
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■uggested  by  a  panage  in  the  '  Hypoeraphyi^  of  HARPBiifl'  Pictorial  Family  Bible ! 
He  'u  goings  to  make  it  *  as  good  as  it  can  be ;'  having  been  paid  in  advance  for  its 
execution  by  a  waggish  western  friend.  His  maximum  price  for  a  <  first-rate  poem' 
was  twenty -five  cents !  •  •  •  The  National  Academy  of  Deeign  opens  its  twenty- 
first  annual  exhibition  while  the  pages  of  this  department  of  the  Knickbrbocker  are 
passing  through  the  press.  We  have  therefore  little  leisure  and  less  space  in  the  pre- 
sent number  to  do  justice  to  the  collection,  which  is  conceded  on  all  hands  to  be  one 
of  the  best  since  the  founding  of  the  institution  upon  which  it  reflects  so  much  honor. 
But  while  we  reserve  for  another  occasion  the  pleasure  of  nottcuig  the  pictures  more 
at  large,  we  yet  cannot  resist  the  inclmation  to  say  some  desultory  woids  gossip-wise 
at  this  time  concerning  a  few  of  the  more  prominent  paintings  named  in  our  cata- 
logue, which  by-the-by  we  find  to  be  very  sparsely  pencil-checked.  *  A.  by  itself  A.,* 
to  begin  with,  shall  indicate  V.  G.  Audubon,  who  has  a  faithful  landscape,  represent- 
ing Killin,  a  scene  on  the  river  Dochart,  Glen-Dochart,  opening  up  the  Glen-Ben- 
More  in  the  distance  $  one  of  those  cold,  comfortless-looking  regions  which  are  not 
mcommon  in  Scotland.  It  is  however  an  honest  landscape  ;  a  little  formal  and  hard, 
periiaps,  just  round  the  bridge,  but  otherwise  it  struck  us  as  very  truthful.  *  •  ■  J.  H. 
Bbard,  late  of  Cincinnati,  has  a  picture  which  he  has  termed  '  North  Carolina  Emi- 
grants, one  of  a  series  representing  Poor  White  Folks.'  This  painting  exhibits  a  good 
deal  of  foiling,  but  its  style  certainly  evinces  a  lack  of  practice,  not  to  say  knowledge 
of  the  art  The  figures  are  foo^wo-begone ;  the  mother,  on  the  horse,  is  most  natu- 
rally draped,  but  her  baby  is  *  a  bouncer,'  and  indifferently  foreshortened ;  the  father's 
position  is  easy  and  natural,  yet  the  sentiment  of  his  condition  seems  a  little  overstrained. 
Bkard  can  do  far  better  than  this.  He  will  —  for  <  it  is  in  him.'  •  *  •  C.  Blabs' 
<  Angels  bearing  St.  Catharine  to  Mount  Sinai'  is  not  an  American  picture,  but  it  is 
one  of  a  high  order  of  merit.  We  may  allude  to  it  again.  It  was  painted  abroad ; 
is  full  of  intellectual  beauties,  and  for  that  reason  worthy  of  study  by  all  artists.  Most 
sweetly  painted  is  the  face  of  the  departed  saint,  and  that  of  the  figure  *  shadowing 
with  wings'  a  sister-spirit's  features  is  scarcely  less  admirable  ;  and  then,  how  floating, 
how  <  balloony,'  as  the  French  term  it,  seems  the  whole  group !  A  truly  delightful 
picture.  ■  •  •  Mr.  Chapman  has  four  paintings.  *  Rebrkah  and  Abraham's  Servant 
at  the  Well'  at  first  sight  seems  a  very  striking  picture.  An  examination  of  it  how- 
ever exhibits  defects.  The  standing  position  of  the  figures  seems  unnatnral,  that  of 
the  servant  especially.  The  *  Cottage'  and  *  Road-Scene'  in  the  Highlands,  by  the 
same  artist,  are  two  pleasmg  pictures;  the  first  named  very  particularly  so.  •  •  •  Tuo.' 
MAS  Cole  has  four  specimens  of  his  inimitable  grouping  and  coloring.  <  The  Pic- 
'  Nic'  is  the  largest,  but  not  to  our  fancy  the  best.  The  sky,  land  and  water-'scapes 
are  admirably  depicted  of  course,  but  the  character  and  grouping  of  the  figures,  al- 
though artistical,  do  not  impress  us  so  favorably.  We  prefer  the  *  Italian  Sunset'  and 
the  *  View  of  Lago  de  Nemi,  near  Rome,'  in  the  first  of  which  are  gems  of  mingled 
composition  and  color  which  might  almost  be  segregated  from  the  rest  and  form  singly 
beautiful  pictures.  In  looking  at  *  The  Cross  in  the  Wilderness'  we  could  not  but 
feel  a  regret  that  the  frame  should  shut  in  the  scene  ;  a  feelmg  such  as  one  sometimes 
experiences  in  seeing  clouds,  like  *  bulwarks  of  some  viewless  land,'  closing  in  a  wide 
and  lovely  landscape,  <  rich  in  richest  verdure.'  *  •  >  Mr.  Cranch  has  an  excellent 
landscape,  in  Number  139.  The  middle-ground  and  distance  are  very  fine.  There 
are  excellent '  points'  also  in  *  A  Summer-Shower,'  but  we  lack  space  to  indicate 
them.  ■   *   •   Mr.  Cropsey,  excuse  us,  but  are  you  not  going  behind?    Don't  your 
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pictures  look  unfinished  and  flashy  ?  Do  n't  you  deal  in  pniple,  think  you,  rather  i 
than  is  necessary  7  Dear  Sir,  your  clouds,  mountains  and  lirers  all  seem  dancingf  to  the 
same  tune;  they  do  indeed.  We  must  try  and  amend  this,  Mr.  CaorsiT.  Yon  are  ahiU 
to  do  it ;  that  seems  quite  dear.  •  *  •  Durand  ! — ah,  here  it  an  artist !  Look  at  his 
two  landscapes  ;  how  full  of  truth  they  are !  What  Brtant  does  with  the  pen,  he 
effects  with  his  pencil.  Nature  rises,  as  if  from  miraculous  invocation,  before  you. 
Observe  the  grass  on  the  hill-side  in  one  of  these  landscapes,  and  see  how  comfortably 
you  could  repose  upon  it.  The  water,  too,  how  limpid !  Then  remember  that  all 
this  is  of  the  most  every-day  character.  There  is  no  attempt  at  grand  composition ; 
no  rude  figures  of  eight  feet  in  height,  nor  any  thing  of  that  pleasing  class  and  size ; 
no  wonderful  light  and  shade,  and  no  brilliant  coloring.  Yet  <  there  lies  the  scene,' 
as  SuAKSPKARB  says ;  you  can  step  from  the  floor  of  the  Academy  into  a  quiet  coun- 
try spot,  where  the  noises  of  omnibii,  broken  and  old  clothes-men  are  shut  out  for- 
ever. Durand  has  likewise  a  fine  picture  in  the  small  room,  full  of  sentiment ;  a 
sweet  young  female  tending  the  wants  of  an  aged  parent  •  Do  yon  remark  the 
quiet  tone  of  this  picture  also?  There  is  no  gaudy  color ;  all  is  subdued,  and  in 
perfect  keeping  with  the  subject  •  •  •  We  come  next  to  F.  W.  Edmonds,  unde- 
niably the  first  amateur  painter  in  America.  And  before  proceeding  to  say  a  very 
few  words  of  his  pictures  in  the  present  exhibition,  let  us  commend  his  uniform  good 
taste,  not  only  in  the  choice  but  in  the  treatment  of  his  subjects.  We  remember 
having  encountered,  some  time  since,  a  remark  of  some  English  critic  upon  the  les- 
sons that  might  be  gained  by  observing  the  manner  in  which  visitors  in  general  look 
at  pictures  in  an  exhibition.  At  the  tragic,  swaggering,  theatrical-historical  paint- 
ings, they  yawn ;  before  some  of  the  grand  flashy  landscapes,  they  stand  without 
the  least  emotion ;  for  in  these  same  big  pictures  you  often  see  signs  of  ignorance 
of  every  kind;  weakness  of  hand,  poverty  of  invention,  carelessness  of  drawing, 
and  sometimes  lamentable  imbecility  of  thought;  but  before  some  quiet  scene  of 
humor  or  pathos,  some  easy  little  copy  of  nature,  you  shall  see  the  same  visitor  stand 
for  a  long  time  in  pleased  contemplation.  And  this  is  the  test,  as  we  have  frequently 
had  occasion  to  observe,  that  Mr.  Edmonds'  pictures  always  bear.  We  once  saw 
two  countrymen,  restless  enough  elsewhere  in  the  Academy,  stand  for  something 
like  an  hour,  regarding  attentively  his  rustic  sketch  of  '  Sparking.'  Mr.  Edmonds 
has  three  pictures  in  the  Academy ;  numbers  167,  222  and  300.  The  scene  from 
Scx>tt's  *  Antiquary,'  between  Elspkth  and  Ixifd  Glbnallan,  is  the  first  When 
you  have  carefully  noted  the  acoenories  of  the  cottage — the  brass-kettle,  the  sus- 
pended haddock,  the  *  pot  of  jam'  on  the  shelf,  etc.,  — *  do  us  the  favor  to  observe'  the 
characten.  Is  Elbpktu's  searching  glance  directed  <  any  where  else*  than  at  Gjlbn- 
ALLAN  ? — is  that  warning  finger  raised  at  any  thing  save  him  ?  Can  hie  look  be  mis- 
taken by  any  body  ?  No ;  it  tells  the  tale.  And  the  same  may  be  said  of  <  The 
Sleepy  Student'  The  dog  in  his  lap ;  the  dropped  book  ;  the  wash-bench,  with  its 
variety  and  completeness  of  utensils,  and  the  no  leas  natural  adjuncts  beneath  ;  all 
are  to  the  life.  A  pleasant  bit  of  tangled  wild-wood  scenery  may  be  seen  in  Na  300. 
The  trees  are  well  painted,  and  the  gray-bkie  sky,  <  flecking'  opaquely  thxoiigh  the 
interwoven  fotiage,  is  very  natural  As  to  the  roand  white  cloud  filling  the  small  dis- 
tant gap  at  the  horizon,  we  <  like  not  that*  .  .  .  Charles  L.  Eixmtt  has  what 
painters  term  a  most  capital '  feeling'  for  portraits.  His  flesh  fairly  pei^Ntes;  You 
can  put  your  finger  on  it  and  feel  its  warmth  and  life.  He  fully  equals,  if  bo  dsss 
not  excels  our  departed  friend  Inman  ;  and  this  is  saying  mneh.    His  portrait  of 
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Thayjeb,  a  brother  artist,  is  prouoimced  by  good  judges  to  be  the  beet  portrait  that 
WW  eyer  exhibited  in  the  National  Academy  ;  and  we  can  "v^eVL  belieye  it,  for  it  is  a 
miracla  of  odorin^.  The  portrait  of  <  Old  Knicx.,'  (as  they  have  christened  a  gentle- 
man whom  we  have  known,  <  boy  and  man,*  for  upward  of  thirty  yean,  and  you  have 
known,  feader,  for  some  thirteen,  more  or  len,)  is  thought  by  artists  to  be  Mr.  Eluott's 
next  best  and  most  faithful  head ;  although  that  of  Mis.  Townbbnd,  Dr.  Stonk,  and 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Taylor,  of  Grace  Church,  may  be  said  to  divide  with  these  the  suf- 
frages of  visitors.  .  •  .  Mr.  Flaog  has  t!^^  pictures,  of  which  we  may  have  more 
to  say  hereafter.  We  cannot  express  any  great  admiration  of  his  style  in  general. 
His  faces  are  not  disfigured  by  any  thing  that  can  be  called  expression,  exactly  ;  yet 
he  makes  very  large  eyes  and  quite  elaborate  bosoma  >  .  .  Mr.  Frekman  has  but 
one  specimen  of  his  powers ;  the  picture  of  a  dwarf,  carefully  and  elaborately  fin- 
ished, but  how  out  of  all  proportion !  Whoever  saw  such  a  head  coupled  with  such 
a  body  and  such  arms?  There  u  much  merit  m  the  form  and  coloring  of  the  stone 
effigy.  .  .  .  Mr.  Gionoux,  in  Number  8,  has  a  very  clever  landscape  ;  and  his  two 
game  pictures  are  ftrftet  copies  from  nature.  We  never  saw  better  transcripts.  The 
imitation  of  the  planed  boards,  upon  which  the  game  is  represented  as  hanging,  we 
have  seen  deceive  scores  of  visitors.  .  •  •  What  can  we  say  of  Mr.  Hkhry  Pxtbrs 
Gray  7  We  could  conscientiously  praise  his  works,  <  if,  like  a  crab,  we  could  go 
baekwmrd  ;*  for  his  earlier  pictures  reflected  credit  upon  his  talenta  But  Mr.  Gray 
has  never  <  fulfilled  the  promise  of  his  spring.'  Indeed,  he  has  been  constantly  re- 
trograding. We  have  seen  no  pictures  from  his  pencil  in  any  former  year  so  ^difier- 
ent  as  those  in  the  present  collection.  Mr.  Gray  must  surely  be  imitating  some  imi- 
tator of  TrriAN,  or  failing  sadly  in  transferring  to  canvass  the  style  of  the  true  master. 
His  flesh  is  cold,  hard,  dry ;  his  pictures  look  as  if  they  had  been  baked.  His  effects 
seem  to  have  been  produced  by  a  sort  of  dotting  or  stippling  with  the  end  of  his  pen- 
cil. Look  at  his  *  Tuscan  Maid,'  *  Sappho,'  and  <  Timon  of  Alliens,'  and  say  whether 
we  have  not  *  spoken  sooth.'  •  •  •  Mr.  Huntinqton  has  eight  pictures  in  the  Acade- 
my, the  very  best  of  which  we  think  is  his  *  Italy  ;'  a  charming  painting,  in  attitude, 
color — every  thing.  His  larger  and  more  ambitious  compositions,  although  replete 
with  characteristic  merits,  have  not  so  forcibly  impressed  us.  Mr.  Huntington  must 
*  look  sharp,'  or  he  will  find  himself  a  confirmed  mannerist  before  he  is  aware  of  it 
His  old  men's  heads,  for  example,  have  very  little  variety.  This  is  partly  true  also 
of  the  expression  of  his  female  faces.  Numbers  42, 47  and  178,  are  in  some  respects 
repetitious  of  each  other.  Moreover,  is  he  not  too  lavish  of  the  semi-garish  in  his  dra- 
peries ?  His  reds  seem  to  us  to  superabonnd.  Mr.  Huntington,  being  an  artist  of 
acknowledged  genius,  can  surely  afford  to  be  careful  of  his  reputation.  •  .  .  Mr. 
Ingham,  m  Number  28,  has  it  very  remarkable  picture.  Examine  it  closely,  and  see 
how  elaborately  beautiful  it  is  in  all  its  details.  Those  leaves,  even,  are  botanical 
i^>ecimens,  so  perfect  are  they.  Number  179  is  another  admirable  picture  ;  soft,  deli- 
cate in  otAoT,  and  most  sweet  and  natural  in  expression.  .  .  •  Charles  Jarvis  hsa 
four  pictures ;  the  best  of  which,  we  may  be  pardoned  for  saying,  is  No.  216,  a  per- 
fectly faithful  cq>y  of  the  youthful  lineaments  of  a  dear  little  fellow,  *  well  known  since 
his  birth  to  this  deponent,'  and  set  down  as  *  Young  Knick.'  in  the  catalogue.  It  is 
very  child-like  and  natural  in  expression,  true  in  color,  and  the  hand  admirably  fore- 
shortened. Namber  73  is  also  an  excellent  likeness,  and  a  pleasing  picture.  The 
portrait  of  Mrs.  Gidron  Lib,  Number  267,  is  likewise  a  faithful  and  well-colored 
portrait  .   .   .  Among  the  J.'s  is  Mr.  Jocrlyn,  who  has  some  very  clever  portraits^ 
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tbe  belt  of  which  is  that  of  Mr.  C.  Vanderbilt,  Namber  168.  .  .  .  We  may  be 
in  enor,  but  we  caunot  regard  Mr.  Leutze'b  eztravagant  picture  of  the  *  Landing  of 
the  Northmen*  as  worthy  of  his  reputation,  (and  by  and  by  we  will  state  leAy  we 
do  not,)  but '  Cromwell  and  his  Daughter,'  Number  188,  is  fully  equal  to  it  The 
head  and  figure  of  the  Protector  are  admirable.  There  is,  as  Carltlb  says,  <  in 
those  nostrils  of  his  a  kind  of  tnort ;  he  has  decided.'  The  arm  of  the  daughter  is 
over-drawn,  but  that  is  a  small  defect ;  yet  a  defect  that  in  this  Umb  seems  a  little 
common  to  Mr.  Leutze.  .  .  .  Mr.  Matteson,  in  Number  20,  ezhibitB  great  im- 
provement. The  picture  is  well  designed  and  the  story  well  told ;  albeit  the  compo- 
sition is  rather  crowded,  there  is  some  bad  drawing,  and  two  or  three  of  the  figures 
are  dwarfish.  •  .  .  Here  we  must  pause,  for  we  are  <  at  the  end  of  our  tethec'  Al- 
though we  had  written  out  our  catalogue-memoranda,  we  must  postpone  its  publica- 
tion till  our  next  It  embraces  the  names  of  Mount,  Osgood,  Page,  Peele,  (whom 
we  are  glad  to  welcome,)  RAifNEY,  Rossiter,  Sfencer,  Swain,  Talbot,  {*Macte  otr- 
tute^*  Jesse  !  you  are  doing  well !)  Thayer,  Giovanni  Thompson,  Terry,  Waldo  and 
Jewett,  Wenzler,  WHrrRiDOE,  and  others  of  greater  or  less  attraction.  Mean  time, 
citizens  and  strangrers,  vint  the  National  Academy  I  You  will  find  it  the  best  ex- 
hibition we  have  ever  had ;  and  there  is  no  place  in  town  where  a  couple  of  leisure 
hours  can  be  passed  so  pleasantly ;  for  you  can  be  at  once  in  foreign  cities,  or  in  cool 
country  nooks,  <  beside  still  waters.' .  .  •  The  following  touching  lines  are  supposed  to 
have  been  written  by  an  unfortunate  poet,  who  died  many  years  since  in  London. 
There  is  about  them  something  of  the  spirit  and  a  little  of  the  manner  of  a  roundelay 
by  Chattbrton,  which  we  have  a  dim  remembrance  of  having  read  several  years  ago: 


*GKNn7s  udGoodneM  will  oot  griere  — 

On  one  m  worthlfMS,  teara  be»toir ; 
Or  lupercilioua  GittatneM  hcare 
A  ligh  to  honor  one  to  low  : 
But  few  muct  be 
The  tear*  for  me, 
When  I  am  laid  beneath  tbe  tree. 

*  Yon  ■!»*■  bright  beama  bid  nations  lire, 
But  all  for  me  unnoticed  ahine ; 
These  breezes  peace  and  pleasure  i^ire, 
But  peace  ana  pleasure  are  not  mine  t 
But  few  must  be 
The  tears  for  me, 
When  I  am  laid  beneath  the  tree. 


'  Tet  welcome,  hour  of  parting  breath  * 

Come,  sure,  unerring  dart  I  —  there 's  roon 
For  sorrow  in  the  arms  of  Death  — 
For  disappointment  in  the  tomb: 
Though  few  must  be 
The  tears  for  me. 
When  I  am  laid  beneath  the  tree. 

*  What  though  the  slumber  there  be  deep  t 
Though  not  by  kind  remembraBca  btaM, 
To  slumber  is  to  cease  to  weep — 
To  sleep  forgotten,  is  to  rest : 
Oh  I  sound  shall  be 
The  rest  for  me. 
When  I  am  laid  beneath  the  tree  !* 


We  are  glad  to  be  able  to  state,  that  our  apprehensions  in  regard  to  the  death  of 
Mr.  JuDSON,  (our  *  Ned  Buntune,')  had  not  at  the  last  advices  been  realized.  He 
writes  us  himself,  under  date  of  *  Nashville,  April  10th,'  although  in  a  fiiltering 
hand,  as  follows :  <  Your  April  number  has  just  reached  me ;  and  I  hasten  to  tell 
you  that  I  am  worth  ten  <  dead'  men  yet,  and  hope  to  be  ready,  in  two  or  three 
months,  to  *  go  it'  for  *  the  whole  of  Oregon.'  I  expect  to  leave  here  for  the  East  in 
•three  or  four  days.  I  cannot  yet  rise  from  my  bed ;  my  left  arm  and  leg  are  help- 
less, and  my  whole  left  side  is  sadly  bruised.  Out  of  twenty -three  shots,  all  within 
ten  steps,  the  pistols  several  times  touching  my  body,  I  was  slightly  hit  by  three 
only.  I  fell  forty -seven  feet  three  inches,  (measured,)  on  hard,  rocky  ground,  and 
not  a  bone  cracked !  Thus  God  told  them  I  was  innocent  As  God  is  my  judge,  / 
neter  wronged  Robert  Porterfield.  My  enemies  poisoned  his  ears,  and  foully  belied 
me.  I  tried  to  avoid  harming  him,  and  calmly  talked  with  him  while  he  fired  three 
shots  at  me,  each  shot  grazmg  my  person.    I  did  not  fire  till  I  saw  that  he  was  de- 
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termined  to  kill  me,  and^en  I  fired  but  once.  Groas  ii^ustice  has  been  done  me  in 
the  published  descriptions  of  the  aSair.  As  soon  as  I  can  sit  up,  I  shall  publish  a  fhll 
account  of  the  entire  affray.  I  shall  not  be  tried ;  the  grand  jury  have  set,  and  no 
bill  has  been  found  against  me.  The  mob  was  raised  by  and  composed  of  men  who 
were  my  enemies  on  other  accounts  than  the  death  of  PoRTERniLn.  They  were 
the  persons  whom  I  used  to  score  in  my  little  paper, '  Ned  Buntline^a  Own,*  I  saw 
but  one  respectable  man  among  them.  The  rope  did  not  break  ;  it  was  cut  by  a 
friend.  I  boUeye  I  acted  calmly  and  bravely  ihrough  the  whole  scene  ;  my  enemies 
say  so,  at  least  Mr.  PoaTBaFisLD  was  a  brave,  good,  but  rash  and  hasty  man ;  and 
deeply,  deeply  do  I  regret  the  neeesaity  of  his  death.  His  wife  is  as  innocent  as  an 
angel.  No  proof  has  ever  been  advanced  that  I  ever  touched  her  hand.  I  am  faint 
and  weak  from  this  exertion  in  writing  to  you,  and  must  close.'  We  have  given  the 
foregoing  to  the  public  without  request,  and  without  the  permission  of  the  writer.  It 
seems  but  just  that  one  who  was  so  compicuous  an  actor  in  the  sad  events  heretofore 
recorded,  should  at  least  have  the  opportunity  of  asserting  his  innocence.  It  oonld 
hardly  be  denied  to  him  by  an  enemy.  We  look  to  see  *  Ned'  hereafter  *  a  better 
and  a  wiser  man.'  ...  It  is  very  curious,  the  manner  in  which  cant  tenns,  of 
no  particular  meaning  in  themselves,  in  their  origin  or  their  application,  become 
perpetuated  in  a  metropolitan  community.  Who  can  trace  the  common  phrase 
of  'He  is  nU  any  thing  else ?'  Who,  at  any  rate,  observes  any  fitness  in  its  use, 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  in  which  it  is  employed  ?  The  first  time  we  ever  heard 
the  phrase  used  was  while  the  last  Democratic  Presidential  Convention  was  in  ses- 
sion at  Baltimore.  *  Do  you  think  Van  Buren  will  get  the  nomination  V  asked  a 
Whig  of  a  prominent  Democrat  *6et  the  no-mi-na-tion  ?'  was  the  reply;  *  he 
iDon't  get  nothing  else  !*  *  No,  you  're  right,  he  won't,'  answered  his  antagonist ; 
*  you  've  hit  the  truth  snee  in  your  life,  any  how !'  Since  that  period,  however,  the 
term  has  become  almost  a  *  household  word'  in  the  city.  A  correspondent  tells  us 
that  at  a  wedding  the  other  day  at  which  an  acquaintauce  of  his  officiated,  the  Jus- 
tice who  performed  the  marriage  ceremony  said  to  the  bridegroom,  *  Will  you  have 
this  woman  to  be  your  wedded  wife  V  to  which  he  answered,  with  a  smile  on  his  lip 
peculiar  to  *  one  of  the  bo-hoys,'  *  /  won*t  have  nobody  else  /'  The  reply  of  his 
bride  to  the  kindred  query  was  not  less  specific  and  characteristic :  '  Will  you  take 
this  man  to  be  your  lawful  husband  ?'  said  the  Justice ;  to  which  she  responded,  with 
breathless  haste,  <  Yes,  iSir-f-es /' .  .  .  Mr.  Willis,  in  one  of  his  pleasant  and  graphic 
sketches  of  real  life  in  London  society,  gives  us  the  following  language  as  coming 
from  the  lips  of  a  titled  lady,  who  had  become  weary  of  the  routine  of  fashionable 
gayetynn  the  metropolis :  <  You  need  not  be  reminded  what  London  is ;  how  weari- 
some its  round  of  well-1>red  gayeties  ;  how  heartless  and  cold  its  fashionable  display. 
Providence,  I  think,  has  confined  to  a  comparatively  low  level  the  hearty  and  joyous 
sympathies  of  our  nature ;  and  it  avenges  the  humble,  that  the  proud,  who  rise 
above  them,  rise  also  above  the  homely  material  for  happiness.  An  aristocrat  I  am 
doomed  to  be !  I  am,  if  I  may  so  expreas  it,  irrevocably  pampered,  and  must  Ijve 
and  associate  with  the  class  in  which  I  have  been  thrown  by  accident  and  education. 
But  how  inexpressibly  tedious  to  me  is  the  round  of  such  a  life,  the  pams  I  have 
here  taken  to  procure  a  respite  from  it,  may  perhaps  partially  convey  to  you.  It  is 
posBlble,  probable  indeed,  that  I  entertain  at  my  house  people  who  envy  me  the 
splendors  I  dispense,  yet  who  are  themselves  happier  than  I.  To  young  people,  for 
whom  it  is  a  novelty ;  to  lovers,  whose  happiness  b  wholly  separable  from  all  around 
roL.  ZZYII.  60 
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them  ;  to  the  ambitioufl,  who  um  it  as  a  convenient  ladder ;  ^y  London  lilb  ii  (what 
any  other  life  would  be  with  the  aame  additions,)  oharming.  Bat  to  one  who  ii  not 
yonn^ ;  for  whom  love  ie  a  cloeed  book,  and  who  has  no  ambition  in  piogreas ;  this 
mere  society  without  heart  or  joyonmess  is  a  deeert  of  splendor.  I  walk  thnnigh 
my  thronged  rooms,  and  hear,  night  after  night,  the  same  ceremonioas  nothings.  I 
drive  in  my  costly  equipage,  separated  by  its  very  oostiineos  from  the  sjrmpatby  of 
the  human  beings  who  pass  me  by.  There  are  those  who  call  themfelvee  my  inti- 
mate friends;  bnt  their  friendship  lacks  homelmess  and  abandonment  Fear  of 
committal,  dread  of  ridionle,  poliey  to  please  or  repel,  are  like  chains  worn  unseen 
on  the  tongues  and  hearts  of  all  who  walk  the  world  at  that  level.'  How  many  an 
there  in  this  <  metropolis  of  the  western  world* — where  the  richest  .can  bat  imitmU 
perhaps  the  least  noteworthy  in  that  respect  of  the  great  worid  of  London— how 
many  are  there  who  mu§t,  who  do  feel,  who  cannot  kelp  feeling,  the  troth  of  this  too 
truthftil  confession  !  Such  is  *  Fashion !'  .  .  .  Wk  heard  the  accompanying  *  Iririi 
Melody'  sung  the  other  evening  with  inunitable  efiect ;  and  having  heard  it,  we  can 
readily  conceive  what  an  efiect  it  might  have  had  on  the  <  brave  boys' '  a-working 
upon  the  kenawls*  and  rail-roads  in  the  ooontry,  about '  election-time :' 


*  Whsn  I  landed  in  iwate  Pbiladelphy, 

The  weather  wai  pleasant  and  clear; 
1  did  n't  atop  long  in  the  city, 

Aa  aoon  I  will  let  yez  all  hear ; 
I  did  nt  ttop  long  in  the  eity, 

It  beioff  then  late  in  the  fall, 
Before  I  diapooed  of  my  ngging. 

And  anehored  upon  the  kenawl : 

'  So  fare  ye  well,  father  and  nother, 

Likewiae  to  ould  Ireland  too ; 
Fare  ye  well,  siaten  and  brothera, 
So  kindly  I  bid  yes  adieu  1 

*  When  I  came  to  thia  wonderful  rampart 

My  heart  it  waa  filled  with  aurpriae 
To  aee  auch  a  grand  undertaking— 

The  like  never  came  to  me  eyea  I 
'T  waa  there  I  aaw  thouaanda  of  brare  boys 

Efflbowelled  in  monntalna  ao  tall, 
A-cttttinf  through  hilla  and  through  f  alleys, 

To  make  a  road  ftur  the  kenawl  t 

*  So  fture  ye  well,  fhther  and  mother, 
Likewiae  to  ould  Ireland  too  ; 
Fare  ye  well,  aiatera  and  brothers. 
So  kindly  I  bid  yes  adieu  i 

<  I,  happening  to  be  but  a  stranger, 

Did  n't  have  a  great  dale  for  to  aay, 
When  the  bosa  he  came  round  in  good  order, 

Sayio$, '  Brave  boya  I  it  'a  grog-time  o'  day !' 
The  boaa  he  came  round  in  good  order — 

He  aeemed  like  a  father  to  all ; 
Oh  I  I  thought 't  waa  aa  iUigant  pleasure 

To  be  working  upon  the  kenawl  t 

'  So  fare  ye  well,  father  and  mother, 

Likewiae  to  ould  Ireland  too; 
Fare  ve  well,  aiatera  and  brothers^ 
So  kindly  1  bid  yes  adieu  I 


*  I  engaged  with  him  for  a  saison, 

My  rich  monthly  pay  for  to  draw; 
I  waa  always  in  very  good  humor, 

And  often  sang '  Erin  go  Bragfa!' 
The  rationa  they  was  very  plenty. 

To  complain  we  'd  no  raison  at  all ; 
Oh  I  if  there  's  happiness  in  the  creetiM, 

T  is  a-workiof  upon  the  kenawl  1 

'  So  (are  ye  well,  father  and  mother, 
Likewise  to  ould  Ireland  too: 
Fare  ye  well,  sisteri  and  brothen. 
So  kindly  I  bid  yes  adieu  ! 

*  The  girls  firom  erery  quarter 

Ttwy  taxed  me  wliereiver  I  'd  go ; 
There  was  Mollt  and  Dollt  and  MAxnu* 

That  wanted  to  make  me  their  bean ; 
The  mothers  were  all  in  confUaion — 

Good  LoED !  how  they  'd  hoUer  and  b«wl ! 
*  We  've  ne'er  any  good  of  our  daughters 

Since  Padot  kim  on  the  kenawl T* 

'  So  fare  ye  well,  ihther  and  mother, 
Likewise  to  ould  ireUnd  too ; 
Fare  ye  well,  aiatera  and  brothera. 
So  kindly  I  bid  yes  Mliea! 

( And  now,  to  conclude  and  to  finiah, 

I  *m  accompUshed  in  every  degree; 
I  'm  a  Dimocrat  into  the  barnln. 

The  best  that  you  ever  did  see  I 
So  fill  up  your  glasses,  my  brare  boy% 

Here  "a  aucce^a  and  long  life  to  you  all ! 
And  here  'a  to  all  thrue-hearted  hanMS» 

That  are  working  upon  the  kenawl  I 

*  So  fare  ye  well,  father  and  mother, 

Likewise  to  ould  Ireland  too; 
Here 's  health  to  King  ILutTiNO'BuBaif ! 
To  h-11  with  your  TxppacANos!* 


Tlie  aUoBon  to  <  King  Martin  (yBuasN*  may  have  secured  the  votes  of  some 
Patsylvanians  who  doubtless  thought  him  a  countryman  of  their  own.  .  •  •  Wi 
have  been  not  a  little  amused  in  looking  over  the  *  HUioire  de  FAmeitn  «t  dit 
Nouotau  Tewtament,  avee  de*  ExpUcationea  edifiantea  Htm  ds  StamU  P^rss*  jmt 
Dn  BoTAUMONT  ;*  illustrated  by  twa  hundred  and  sizty-seveii  engiwriags,  sene  of 
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whiclrlattor,  by-tbe-by,  are  laa^haUe  enough.  One  ■  upon  the  panagei  <  Vmif  on 
a  une  pouire  dans  Vail  il  ne  faut  pa$  S€  mettte  en  peine  de  tirer  une  paille  de  Pail, 
de  mm  frere,^  and  is  treated  in  a  manner.tnily  French.  One  of  the  two  figures  has 
a  Shalt  like  a  weaver's  *  beam'  coming  out  of  his  eye,  while  the  '  mote'  in  the  eye  of 
the  other  is  about  the  size  of  the  old-fashioned  darning-needle  of  the  old-fashioned 
honse-wife.  It  is  an  exceedingly  funny  picture  <  to  look  at ;'  it  do  n't  describe  so 
well  however  as  we  thought  it  would,  *  by  considerable' ;  but  *  what  is  writ  is  writ' 
Let  it  go.  .  .  .  Hkrb  follows  a  <  Note  from  Peter  Schemil  to  the  Editor*  The 
last-named  functionary,  not  bemg  aware  that  the  proof-sheets  had  not  been  examined 
by  the  author,  (they  were  read  and  copiously  marked  by  eomehody,)  did  not  deem  it 
necessary  to  revise  them,  as  usual,  before  sending  them  to  press : 

'Dkab  Old  Mb.  Knickkabockcb  :  Your  readers  have  every  reason  tosympathifo  with  me  in 
mj  most  deplorable  fate,  which  preveuta  me  from  correctiiig  my  proofs  in  person.  Invisibility  has 
had  a  new  phase  of  sufTering  when  my  mss.  are  subjected  to  the  torture  of  your  compositors.  There 
are  seTeral  iaaeearacies  in  the  number  for  April,  which  I  doubt  not  the  good  taste  of  your  readers 
will  hare  corrected  in  the  reading,  and  which  I  will  not  notice ;  but  they  must  have  been  mystified 
in  reading,  on  page  319, '  The  tendency  of  worhs  of  worth  is  to  jbul  in  the  flood  of  time,*  instead  of 
to  9i»k  f  and  on  page  200, '  This  war  of  opinion  would  be  what  Mr.  Cannmo  so  mu«h  depicted,*  in- 
Blead  of  deprecaUd ;  on  page  396, '  As  I  prtaaed  by  her  mother/  instead  of  '  as  I  prumm»d ;'  and.  the 
transformation  of  Pro£  Accux's  name  to  AccuNi,  on  page  334.  I  obserre,  too,  iu  the  proof  of  the 
present  number,  which  may  not  reach  you  in  time  for  correction,  that  in  a  note  on  page  485,  *  een- 
Umntd'  is  printed  for  '  eoniuitd ;'  and  on  page  496,  Ivtsxn  is  substituted  for  Nrssciv. 

*I  hope  my  kss.  may  be  hereafter  more  fortunate,  and  I  will  try  and  make  them  more  legible^  I 
r^fret  that  my  engagements  compel  me  to  send  the  xss.  as  drangbted,  and  that  I  have  no  one  to  whosi 
I  caa  commit  them  for  a  fair  copy.  *** 

*  With  Tory  great  respect, 

*PBTm  SCHXMIX..' 

We  must  be  permitted  to  hope  that  our  mysterious  correspondent  will  at  least  make 
'  more  legible'  the  proper  names  of  the  old  worthies  in  Mrs.  Smith's  library.  Our 
compositors  are  not  acquainted  with  them.  *  •  *  We  take  sincere  pleasure  in  call- 
ing public  attention  to  ProfeiBSor  T.  S.  Cummings'  *  School  of  Design,'  at  the  New- 
York  Unjyersity,  and  at  his  residence.  No.  50,  Walker-street  He  gives  day  and 
evening  lessons  at  both  places  ;  and  a  ladies'  clasB  aasembles  at  the  University  at  four 
in  the  afternoon.  A  branch  of  the  school,  under  a  competent  instructor,  includes  also 
a  juvenile  class.  Instruction  of  the  soundest  character  is  given  in  every  branch  of 
the  arts.  It  is  well  remarked  of  Mr.  Cumminos  by  Mr.  Bryant,  that  '  his  known 
skill  as  an  artist,  toget,her  with  his  natural  exactneas,  patience  and  assiduity,  constitute 
him  a  most  valuable  instructor.'  .  .  .  <  Jorjazkins'  writes  us  that  be  is  well  ac- 
quainted with  <  Stammering  Tom,'  who  prevented  the  ugly  man  from  taking  advan- 
tage of  his  antagonist,  as  mentioned  in  our  last :  <  He  is  as  well  known  at  the  west 
as  the  '  razor-strop  man,'  or  the  soft-voiced  gentleman  who  vends  <  any  article  on  the 
boixd,  four,  f-o-u-r  cents,'  are  here.'  Here  is  another  anecdote  of  the  same  party : 
<  Tom  had  engaged  a  berth  on  board  a  boat,  and  was  waiting  impatiently  on  the  wharf 
for  the  appearance  of  the  negro  in  whose  hands  he  had  placed  his  caipet-bag.  The 
last  bell  rang ;  the  gang-plank  was  drawn  in-board  ;  the  hawsers  were  cast  off;  and 
just  as  the  paddles  made  their  first  revolution,  the  <  darky*  appeared.  Thrusting  his 
hands  into  the  deepest  recesses  of  his  pockets,  Tom  apostrophized  him  thus :  <  Jim  ! 
'f-f-  you  were  m-m-y  pro-op-erty,  there  'd  be  a  n-n-igger  f-f-funeral  to-m-morrow,  and 
the  co-co-mp'ny  would  n't  m-move  a  step  tow'rd  the  g-grave-yard  'till  y-you  had 
started  !*    •   •    •   It  would  add  greatly  to  the  feeling  with  which  these  lines  win  be  re- 
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garded  by  the  reader,  if  he  could  hear  our  friend  BiibUGB  sing  them  in  his  rich 
Toicei  to  a  charming  air  of  Scotland ;  yet  the  verBo  will  *  tell*  even  without  theee 


'Ob  !  see  the  camp's  entrenched  ring*, 
Where  Roman  eaglet  apread  their  winga; 
But  now  the  mountain-daiay  spring* 
O'er  former  scenes  of  ref  elry. 

*  And  ages  since  haye  rolled  away. 

The  chieftain's  cairns  are  old  and  gray ; 
The  mouldering  stones  with  time  decay, 
That  mark'd  the  fields  of  chivalry. 

*  Then  ftr  the  fame  of  Rome  was  spread. 

And  nations  from  her  armies  lied. 
But  here  her  bravest  heroes  bled, 

Though  vain  was  all  their  bravery. 

*0!  where  is  now  the  Roman  name? 
A  legend  only  tells  her  feme ; 
But  Scotia's  sons  are  stiti  the  same. 
The  mountain  sons  of  liberty  I 


'The  pibroch's  loud  inspiring  peal. 
The  Highland  arms,  the  Highland  steel. 
That  made  the  Romans  backward  reel. 
Hare  never  lost  their  energy. 

*  And  may  we  long  from  war  be  free. 
Our  peaceful  vales  with  rapture  see. 
And  oft  at  eve  with  Highland  glee 

Awake  our  ancient  roinstrelsy. 

'  Tet  be  that  spirit  ever  nursed. 
That  on  the  Roman  legions  burst. 
And  be  the  foreign  arms  accursed, 
That  wake  again  our  energy ! 

'  For  all  her  sons  shall  bleeding  lie, 
Nor  one  be  left  to  heave  the  sigh. 
And  Freedom's  latest  spark  shall  die. 
E'er  Scotia  yield  to  slavery.* 


Amono  the  cards  of  May-day  removal*  which  thicken  upon  ub  as  a  peculiarity 
of  the  season,  we  notice  that  of  Mr.  N.  Dodoe,  the  accomplished  and  popular 
dentist,  whose  residence  is  now  at  Number  634,  Broadway,  between  Houston  and 
Bleecker  streets.  To  a  thorough  knowledge,  theoretical  and  practical,  of  every 
branch  of  one  of  the  most  benevolent  and  humane  of  all  the  *  honorable  professions,' 
Mr.  DoDOB  adds  the  pleasant  tact  and  the  gentle  ways  which,  to  <  little  people*  and 
ladies,  are  important,  if  not  indispensable.  When  a  dentist  is  commended  by  chil- 
dren for  his  kindness  of  manner,  (a  fact  with  which  we  happen  to  be  conversant,) 
we  may  well  assume  that  he  is  <  at  home*  in  one  of  the  most  essential  points  of  \m 
art  .  •  .  Mrs.  Child,  in  one  of  her  late  letters  to  the  *  Boston  Courier*  has  an  ac- 
count, which  seems  to  be  intended  for  a  description,  of  the  noble  picture  of  Mcrillo^s 
'  Holy  Family,'  in  the  possession  of  a  friend,  to  which  we  have  heretofore  alluded 
in  the  Knickerbocker.  Mrs.  Child  states  that  the  possessor  bought  it  originally  for 
a  moderate  sum,  and  was  not  aware  of  its  value  until  it  had  been  sent  to  England 
to  be  cleansed.  This  is  quite  an  error.  It  was  purchased  with  a  full  knowledge  of 
its  great  excellence,  and  for  a  large  sum  of  money.  A  year  or  so  previous  to  its  be- 
ing sent  abroad,  we  devoted  two  or  three  pages  to  a  description  of  it  in  this  Magazine, 
for  we  fully  shared  with  its  enviable  possessor  the  feeling  of  admiration  with  which 
he  regarded  it ;  and  in  November  last  we  mentioned  its  complete  restoration  and  re- 
turn, and  the  increased  value  which  had  been  placed  upon  it  in  England.  Mrs. 
Child  does  not  consider  either  the  Joseph  or  the  Mother  beautiful.  We  cannot 
well  see  how  any  one  can  look  at  the  face  of  that  mother,  overflowing  with  mater- 
nal affection  ;  at  those  sweet  blue  eyes,  with  the  soul's  light  beaming  through  them, 
find  go  away  with  an  impression  that  the  fkce  is  not  truly  a  most  lovely  one.  Ideals 
of  beauty,  however,  are  as  various  as  human  faces.  .  .  .  Most  readers  will  remem- 
ber the  ill-favored  fraternity  mentioned  by  Addison,  known  as  <  The  Ugly  Cluhy 
into  which  no  person  was  admitted  without  a  visible  queerity  in  his  aspect,  or  pecu- 
liar cast  of  countenance.  The  club-room  was  decorated  with  the  heads  of  eminent 
ogres,  as  Thersiteb,  Duot  Scotus,  Scarron,  etc. ;  in  short,  every  thing  was  in  keep- 
ing with  the  deformed  objects  of  the  association.  They  have  a  practice  at  the  west 
of  giving  to  the  ugliest  man  in  all  the  *  diggin's'  round  about,  a  jack-knife,  which  be 
canies  until  he  meets  with  a  man  uglier  than  hims^f,  when  the  new  customer 
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*  takes  th^  knife'  with  all  its  honors.  *  I.  h,,  of  this  vicinity/  writes  an  occidental 
correspondent, '  had  carried  the  knife  for  a  long  time,  with  no  prospect  of  ever  heingr 
called  upon  to  *  stand  and  deliver*  it.  He  had  an  under-lip  which  hung  down  like  a 
motherless  colt's,  hending  into  a  sort  of  pouch  for  a  permanent  chew  of  tobacco ;  his 
eyes  had  a  diabolical  squint  each  way ;  his  nose  was  like  a  ripe  warty  tomato  ;  his 
complexion  that  of  an  old  saddle-flap ;  his  person  and  limbs  u  miracle  of  nngainli- 
ness,  and  his  gait  a  cross  between  the  slouch  of  an  elephant  and  the  movement  of  a 
kangaroo.  Yet  this  man  was  compelled  to  give  up  the  knife !  It  chanced  in  this 
wise.  He  was  kicked  in  the  face  by  a  koree  I  His  <  mug*  was  smashed  Into  an 
almost  shapeless  mass.  When  his  face  got  well,  however,  it  was  so  mnch  improved 
by  the  lucky  accident  that  he  had  to  *  fork  over  the  knife'  to  G.  K.,  in  an  adjoming 
county  !' .  .  •  '  The  Breaking  Up  of  the  Hudson*  in  preceding  pages,  after  having 
been  sent  to  us  with  an  urgent  appeal  for  its  insertion,  seems  at  the  same  time  to 
have  been  despatched  to  a  metropolitan  daily  journal  for  a  like  purpose,  and  doubt- 
less  accompanied  by  kindred  solicitation.  We  have  several  deferred  manuscripts  of 
the  wriier,  received  within  the'  last  six  months,  which  are  hereby  placed  at  his  dis^ 
posal.  .  «  •  Wk  have  received  since  our  last,  fifty-eight  articles,  in  prose  and  verse, 
which  await  examination.  We  shall  report  upon  them  in  our  next  Our  Minister 
at  the  court  of  Sweden  will  accept  our  thanks  for  his  favors^  The  KNicKsaBocua 
will  be  greatly  enriched  by  his  communications.  .  .  .  il  word  to  our  Private  Cor- 
respondents: The  iron  gray -hound  that  holds  down  our  unanswered  letters,  (letters 
received  while  we  are  preparing  our  reviews  and  *  Table'  necessarily  remain  un- 
answered until  Maoa  is  at  press,),  will  relax  his  paws  before  you  will  have  perused 
this  apologetic  passage.    You  shall  hear  from  us  anon ;  <  Paul,'  *  J.  N.  B.,'  *  Poly- 


LrrSKAAT  RxcoRS  — AmoDf  the  recent  publicationB  of  the  Beotbbbs  Hahpsu  are  twohmnd* 
some  ▼olumeB  containing  a  '  Jeurnal  of  Reteareket  ints  the  Natwrel  Sittory  amd  Otology  of  ike 
Comntrieo  viHUd  during  a  Vofoge  round  the  World  ;*  by  Chables  Dabwin,  M.  A.,  F.  R.  S.  The 
voyage  wu  made  in  the  Beagle,  an  EngliBh  national  vessel ;  was  undertaken  for  •ciontifie  objects, 
and  performed  at  the  expense  and  under  the  direction  of  the  British  goremment.  The  rflinlta  of  a 
voyage  so  extended  could  not  fail  to  be  of  great  interest,  when  recorded  by  a  ready  and  pleasing 
writer,  and  such  Mr.  Da&win  has  clearly  proved  himself  to  be.  The  Habpskb  have  also  juat  issaad 
Zwrnpfa  Latin  OroMmar,  corrected  and  enlarged  by  that  eminent  scholar,  Professor  Chaklxs 
AxTHciv,  of  Columbia  College.  The  excellence  of  the  work  is  acknowledged  by  all  European 
acholars,  it  having  already  passed  through  nine  editions.  Professor  Anthon,  always  competent  au« 
thority  in  such  matters,  pronounces  the  book  '  the  best  work  on  the  subject  of  Latin  Grammar  in  the 
English  language.^  The  pleasing  and  Instructive  story,  *  Blitoheik  jBcwton,'  an  illustration  of  '  reli- 
gion in  connection  with  fashionable  life,'  and  Biohop  Hopkina'  Eamtti  Addreso  to  the  BiokopOf  Cler- 
gy und  Laitf  ^  tAe  Hpietopel  OkorcK*  from  the  same  publishers,  will  command  general  perusal ; 
the  second  from  its  brief  but  comprehensive  historical  sketch  of  what  is  denominated  '  Puaeyism,* 
and  the  first  for  its  development  of  the  value  of  the  imagination  in  illustrating  and  enfoiring  impor- 
tant truths.  .  .  •  Mbsbbs.  Fiuncis  and  Covpant  have  published  in  their  'Cabihet  Library 
of  choice  Prose  and  Poetry,*  *Tkoughta  on  the  PoeU,  fty  H.  7.  Tuekermitn  j*  a  series  of  excellent 
essays  upon  the  writings  of  twenty-«ix  true  poets,  whom  the  world  will  not  let  die,  beginning  with 
PXTBASCU  and  ending  with  Bbtant,  and  including  most  of  those  great  bards  who  have  '  notched 
their  fame  upon  thr*  adamant  of  time*  in  both  hemispheres.  Moore'o  LaUa  Rookk'  forms  another 
number  of  the  same  desirable  series  of  choice  works.  *  •  •  Beam  the  entertaining  *  Typee,'  else* 
where  noticed,  we  have  from  Messrs.  Wilsy  and  PutNAH  '7*kiodolf,  the  Icelander,  from  the  Qer» 
SMM  of  Boron  De  la  Motte  Foque^  (which  wo  cannot  say  we  greatly  affect,)  HatUtt*»  Toble-Tatk,*  m 
well-known  book ;  and  '  Scene*  and  Thoughie  in  Europe^  by  an  American,'  A  hasty  glanee  over  tbs 
last-named  work  has  left  upon  oar  mind  a  very  favorable  impression  of  the  writer's  abilitisi.    His 
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•qrU  b  out  of  the  bMtea  track  of  foreigo  touruts,  u  are  also,  in  a  good  degree,  hit  themea,  alike  of 
diatiiifuiahed  aeenea  and  diatingauhed  men.  The  author  ia  understood  to  be  Mr.  Gkobob  H.  Cait 
▼SBTr  of  Baltimore.  •  •  •  Mxssms.  Applcton  and  Compaitt  hare  sent  us  a  copy  of  the  first  American 
ftofli  the  tixtk  London  edition  of  '  AmeltPa  TnirodmeiUm  to  £atm  Prote  OompoMiion,*  which  well 
deaenres  the  popularity  it  has  acquired ;  *<7«<xac'a  Gtuerml  Hitttrjf  e/  OivHitatiai  te  Enrope,*  with 
nolea  by  &ev.  C.  8.  Hsmst  ;  and  the  third  number  of  the  *  Library  of  Popular  Reading/  containing 

*  Jfmyvarila  d*  VtMM^  an  Uxa^lvritA  JZmumm/  by  ALsxAifDxa  DuiUB.  This  last-named  nord  we 
kuTe  heard  highly  conunended  by  competent  judges,  but  we  haye  not  as  yet  found  leisure  for  its  pe- 
rusal •  •  •  BIX88BS.  Baksb  and  ScBiBNxn  have  issued  the  third  number  of  *  Tkt  Artittt  of  Amu- 
rieOf*  by  C.  Edwarxm  Lxstkb,  contaioing  a  memoir  and  portrait  of  BxiviAinN  West  and  Gii.bkbt 
BrvAXt,  The  engraTings,  typography  and  paper  are  excellent.  The  aame  publishers  have  sent  us 
a  ▼olume  on  •  lyjmhgmk  mud  his  fTritimgi,  miih  a  tiftek  oftk*  Lift  oftk$  Antkor,'  by  Rot.  Robcbt 
Baud,  D.  D.  ;  and  a  copy  of  the  fourth  edition  of  a  work  heretofore  noticed  in  the  KKxcKXBBocKsn, 

*  A  Memoir  of  Mrs.  Sabah  I«oux8a  Tatx.ob,  or  an  Illustration  of  the  Work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  ia 
awakening,  renewing,  and  sanctifying  the  Heart*  The  book  depicts,  with  touching  interest,  a  tender 
wife  and  a  deroted  Christian.  •  ■  •  'TJUPMio«0pA|re/Ae/bnis'isthe  title  of  a  well-printed  volume 
fW»  the  preaa  of  Measn.  GatbS  ahd  Btsdmak,  which  is  warmly  commended  by  many  metn^Mditan 
dergymao,  aa  *Tory  sound  in  its  teaching,  very  seasonable,  and  written  with  much  force  and  vigor 
of  language.'  The  reverend  commenders  '  have  the  advantage'  of  us.  We  have  not  read  a  line 
of  the  book  beyond  its  title-page,  having  aa  yet  found  no  time  to  do  so.  •  •  •  *  HasHmgt^  JSasavv 
•»  Oomttiiutiomal  Reform*  in  this  state;  published  from  the  office  of  'The  Globe*  in  Fulton- 
straet,  will  be  deemed,  we  suspect,  *  a  rouser.*  It  treats,  in  no  mealy-mouthed  terms,  of  state  credit, 
apeclai  laglalation,  election  of  officers  by  the  people,  the  judiciary,  simplificatioa  of  law  practice, 
city  lawa,  Uoanae  and  inspection,  religious  tests,  etc.  The  writer  once  created  quite  a  fluttering 
among  the  judges  and  chancellors  of  the  city  by  an  article  in  the«e  pages  upon  *  The  Delays  of  Jus- 
tice.' The  *  feathers  flew'  then,  and  we  doubt  not  but  they  will  fly  now.  The  remarks  of  the  author 
upon  the  accumulation  of  learned  lumber  in  legal  reports  are  well-timed  and  note-worthy.  We 
have  heretofore  had  ow  say  on  that  theme.  •  •  •  Mkssbs.  LxAvrrr  and  Tbow,  in  a  very  neat  little 
▼olnae,  have  given  us  a  *  £4fy  •/  JmHuB  Omatur^*  no  part  of  which  is  derived  from  any  book  in  the 
Engliah  language,  except  a  description  of  Britain.  It  is  taken  entirely  from  Greek  and  Latin  authors; 
and  sets  vividly  before  us  the  singular  force  and  grandeur  of  CjasAa's  character ;  his  sharp  insight, 
his  sagacious,  comprehensive  and  practical  views ;  hb  boldness  of  conception,  his  indomitable  perse- 
verance, his  unswerving  decision,  and  his  power  over  armies,  popular  assemblies,  and  men  of  genius, 
raak  and  foma.  ■  •  •  Ws  have  two  more  numbers  of  '  FroaVa  Pietorial  Katorj  affHu  Jforl^  fron 
the  publishers.  Messrs.  Waxjobb  and  Giu.18,  Philadelphia.  The  work  is  continued  in  the  same  ex- 
cellent atyle  in  which  it  was  commenced,  both  as  regards  the  matter  and  the  excellent  typography, 
paper  and  engraviaga.  It  should,  and  doubtless  does,  command  a  wide  sale.  •  •  •  Tbxbx  lies  on 
oar  table  the  *7YMBly-s«v«atfc  Ammml  Rapart  tmd  Doemmanta  qf  tke  New-York  InaUUiltwu  far  tka 
/natraetMB  ^  tka  Daa^  amd  Dmah.*  It  is  well  written,  and  replete  with  interesting  facts.  We  are 
glad  to  learn  that  ita  useftilneas  is  constantly  increasing.    '  Within  a  few  years,'  says  the  Principal, 

*  the  number  of  our  pupils  has  more  than  doubled,  and  the  advance  of  the  Institution  in  the 
value  of  its  results  and  in  public  estimation  has  been  in  equal  or  greater  ratio.'  Some  of  the  speci> 
mens  of  compoaitiou  of  the  pupils  are  amusing.  We  (ritaerve  in  one  of  them  an  old  word  used  in  a 
new  form.  The  mute  *  speaks  of  a  boy  who  '  waiaad^  when  he  was  up  in  a  tree  stealing  apples,  which 
attracted  the  attention  of  a  dog,  who  ran  under  the  tree  and  *  looked  at  him  very  sharp.'  •  •  •  MxasBS 
Wthak  AMD  Nbwxix's  *  LOfvarif  off  Smerad  Muaie^*  the  second  number  of  which  is  before  us,  ap- 
pears to  us  to  be  aa  ei^ceUMit  work.  The  preaent  number  contains  ten  pieces  of  approved  music, 
inelvdiag  a  'Solo  and  Chorus  Ihmi  the  Seven  Sleepers.'  ...  Mr.  Hkadlbt's  last  work,  *  Napo- 
Lxoif  and  his  Marshals,'  has  just  beea  issued  by  Baxbb  and  Scubnxb.  It  includes,  in  the  first 
volume,  NAP0K.BON  and  nine  of  his  marshals  ;  aad  is  writtea  with  great  force  aad  spiriL  We  ahall 
BOtiee  the  work  more  at  large  hereafter ;  and  in  the  mean  time  we  commend  it  cardially  to  our  read- 
ers. .  .  •  *Tka  Ouaat*  is  the  pretty  title  of  a  very  handsome  weekly  journal,  published  at  Cincinnati. 
Ohio^aad  edited  by  Mrs.  R.  S.  Nichols,  of  whose  fiae  poetical  talents  our  readers  are  not  ignorant 
It  ia  aa  interesting  aad  well-filled  literary  sheet  We  observe'  in  glancing  over  it  a  specimen  of  gran- 
diloqueaea  which  is  emuaiag.  Speaking  of  a  contemporary's  notice  of  its  first  number,  it  says:  *  It 
took  us  up  very  gingerly,  aad  dropped  ua  as  suddenly  as  one  would  a  certain  esculent  edible  which  * 
had  become  so  thoroughly  impregnated  with  caloric,  aa  to  render  it  rather  a  difficult  and  precarious 
■Mtler  to  hold  ia  ode's  fiagora.'    Ia  other  words,  let  us  ezplaia,  it  *  dropped  it  like  a  hot  poialor 
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Truly  the  grandeur  and  poetry  of  commerce  have  departed  I 
The  time  has  passed  when  Lubeck  combatted  gallantly  in  defence 
of  liberty ;  when  her  citizens  were  soldiers,  and  her  burgomasters 
inarched  as  generals  at  the  head  of  their  respective  corporations. 
Fugitive  princes  crowd  no  longer  within  -her  gates,  seeking  the  pro- 
tection ol  this  proud  republic.  The  time  too  has  passed  away  when 
she  graced,  with  the  adornments  of  art,  her  works  of  daily  use^l- 
ness  ;  when  the  patient  hand  of  Architecture  chiselled  the  propor- 
tions- of  her  numerous  edifices,  and  the  spires  of  Gothic  churches 
rose  high  toward  heaven,  as  the  lasting  monuments  of  new  and  sig- 
nal triumphs.  This  period  of  youth  and  adventure,  this  artist  li£, 
has  long  since  departed  ;  and  yet,  to  the  6ye  of  the  traveller,  there 
is  much  of  interest  in  this  once  queen  city  of  the  merchant  world. 
It  is  true,  the  crown  that  once  adorned  her  brows  has  faded  in  the 
lapse  of  time ;  but  the  brightness  of  her  history  is  still  written  out 
upon  her  walls,  and  memory  will  ponder  over  it  with  many  a  de- 
lightful reminiscence. 

It  was  one  of  the  Counts  of  Holstein  who  laid  the  foundations  of 
Lubeck,  destined  to  become  so  soon  a  centre  of  civilization,  and 
formidable  bulwark  of  Christianity.  Its  situation  was  most  fortu- 
nate. At  its  base  flowed  the  river  Trave,  while  the  Baltic,  at  no 
CTeat  distance,  was  spread  out  before  it,  offering  an  easy  channel 
for  rapid  aggrandizement.  Its  vessels  speedily-monoppjized  the  com- 
merce of  the  North ;  but  its  constantly  increasing  importance  at- 
tracted the  jealousy  of  neighboring  nations,  and  it  was  forced  to 
arms,  to  resist  the  designs  of  their  ambition.  For  a  long  period  it 
remained  under  the  absolute  government  of  the  Dukes  of  Holstein, 
but  was  subsequently  attacked  by  Canute^  king  of  Denmark,  and 
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finally  conquered  by  his  brother,  Valdemar.  The  oppressions, 
however,  of  the  Danes,  soon  occasioned  a  general  revolt.  Aft^r 
twenty  years  of  vassalage,  Lubeck  determined  to  shake  off  the 
heavy  yoke  that  pressed, upon  her.  In  pursuance  of  this  design,  at 
an  appointed  period  in  the  month  of  May,  and  during  the  condnu- 
ance  of  one  of  those  solemn  festivals  of  Spring,  which  are  still  cele- 
brated in  many  of  the  provinces  of  Northern  Germany,  a  band  of 
citizens,  arrayed  as  if  for  a  ball,  and  concealing  arms  beneath  their 
drosses,  entered  the  saloon  where  the  Danish  chief  was  presiding 
at  the  f(&te,  and  taking  him  prisoner,  together  with  many  of  his  offi- 
cers, rushed  immediately  to  secure  the  fortress.  The  bells  of  the 
city  were  rung,  and  the  whole  population,  animated  by  a  common 
cause,  and  urged  forward  by  the  same  indignation  and  desire  of 
liberty,  mounted  to  the  ramparts,  when  they  attacked  and  massacred 
their  enemies,  and  gained  immediate  possession  of  the  fortress  and 
its  prisons.  The  same  evening  the  citizens  danced  upon  the  ruins 
of  this  Bastile.  As  yet  they  had  accomplished  only  the  first  act  of 
a  most  bloody  tragedy.  No  sooner  had  Valdemar  learnt  the  massa- 
cre of  his  soldiers,  than  assembling  his  army,  he  marched  to  punish 
his  rebellious  subjects.  The  citizens  of  Lubeck,  meanwhile,  im- 
plored the  aid  of  the  Emperor  Frederic  the  First,  who  summoned 
the  neighboring  provinces  to  the  succor  of  the  city. 

On  the  29th  of  July,  1227,  the  opposing  armies  met  upon  the 
plain  of  Bomhoevet.  At  the  head  of  the  allied  forces  was  Adol- 
phus  the  Fourth,  Count  of  Schaumbourg.  The  left  wing  was  com- 
manded by  the  valiant  burgomaster,  Alexander  of  SoUwedel ;  the 
right  by  Albert,  Duke  of  Saxony,  while  the  centre  was  committed 
to  the  Archbishop  of  Bremen.  The  Danish  army,  vastly  more  nu- 
merous than  that  of  the  confederates,  was  commanded  by  Valde- 
mar, King  of  Denmark,  Otho,  Duke  of  Lunembourg,  and  Abel, 
Duke  of  Schlezvig.  The  allied  troops  advanced  boldly  toward 
their  enemies,  but  they  had  unfortunately  chosen  an  unfavorable 
position,  where  they  were  covered  with  clouds  t)f  dust,  and  nearly 
olinded  with  the  fierce  rays  of  a  summer  sun.  In  vain  did  they  at- 
tempt to  overcome  by  their  valor  the  dangers  which  menaced  them, 
for  even  nature  seemed  to  have  leagued  with  their  opponents. 
Meanwhile,  the  Danish  troops  were  pursuing  their  advantage.  Ex- 
hausted and  discouraged,  the  confeaerates  commenced  retreating, 
when  Adolphus,  rushing  into  the  centre  of  their  ranks,  endeavored 
to  reanimate  their  courage  and  call  them  to  their  duty;  but  his 
voice  was  unheard  amid  the  general  tumult,  and  his  soldiers  were 
momently  disbanding  around  him,  while  the  Danish  troops  were 
rapidly  advanfcing  in  anticipation  of  an  easy  triumph.  In  despair 
at  the  sight  of  his  army  thus  flying  from  the  enemy,  the  Count,  cast- 
ing himself  upon  his  knees,  invoked  the  assistance  of  the  sainted 
Maria  Madelina,  whose  annual  festival  is  still  celebrated.  Imme- 
diately, say  the  chroniclers,  a  thick  cloud  obscured  the  rays  of  the 
sun,  and  was  pointed  out  to  the  confederates  as  a  miracle ;  while, 
reanimated  by  their  faith,  they  again  commenced  the  battle,  com- 
pelling the  Danes  to  sustain  a  now  and  still  more  vigorous  attack. 
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Valdemar  was  soon  borne  wounded  from  the  field  of  battle,  the 
Duke  of  Otho  was  made  prisoner,  and  tbe  Danes  completely  routed. 
The  inhabitants  of  Lubeck  returned,  shouting  in  honor  of  their  vic- 
tory ;  the  army  of  their  enemies  had  fled  before  them,  and  the  city 
was  noW  free. 

During  the  year  1241  this  freedom  was  still  strengthened  by  a 
treaty  of  alliance  made  with  Hamburgh,  and  subsequently  with 
Bremen,  Brunswick,  and  numerous  other  towns ;  thus  forming  the 
celebrated  Hanse,  or  Hanseatic  League. 

Of  this  vast  confederation  of  the  cities  of  the  north,  Lubeck  was 
selected  as  the  head.  To  her  were  given  the  power  of  designating 
the  time  and  place  of  general  assembly,  and  the  archives  of  the 
union.  Her  voice  was  the  most  influential  in  the  deliberations  of 
the  States  General,  and  her  seal  was  aflixed  to  all  official  papers. 
The  influence  which  she  thus  exerted  on  the  various  members  of 
the  confederacy,  and  the  support  they  rendered  in  return,  enabled 
her  to  sustain  numerous  wars,  equip  powerful  fleets,  and  aspire,  like 
a  new  Carthage,  to  the  commerce  of  the  world.  The  vigor  of  her 
arms  was  often  felt  by  neighboring  nations,  and  her  ships  returned 
in  triumph,  burthened  with  the  spoils  of  vanquished  enemies.  But 
hardly  had  she  finished  one  war  when  another  demanded  her  atten- 
tion ;  and  levying  new  imposts,  she  was  forced  again  to  battle.  At 
one  time  Ae  was  engaged  in  hostilities  with  Denmark,  at  another 
with  Sweden,  now  with  Holstein  or  Mecklenbourg,  and  often  with 
the  pirates  who  infested  the  seas  of  northern  Europe.  Beside  this, 
discord  divided  her  own  citizens,  who  revolted  against  their  bishops 
and  patricians,  and  came  to  actual  bloodshed  around  her  ramparts. 
Finally,  when  all  was  apparent  peace,  at  home  and  abroad,  and  the 
senate  was  devising  means  of  restoring  order  to  the  finances  of  the 
republic,  the  arrival  of  some  king  or  prince  who  merited  distin- 
guished honors,  produced  fresh  causes  of  tumult  and  disunion. 

In  1375,  the  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth,  with  his  queen  Isabella, 
arrived,  for  the  purpose  of  passing  some  days  at  Lubeck.  This 
was  an  event  well  calculated  to  excite  no  small  attention,  and  has 
been  minutely  detailed  by  the  faithful  chroniclers  of  that  period. 
First,  we  are  told,  came  the  Duke  of  Lunembourg  and  a  senator 
of  the  republic,  bearing  the  keys  of  the  city ;  next  the  Duke  of 
Saxonv,  with  an  unsheathed  sword,  and  the  Count  of  Brandeburg, 
with  the  sceptre  of  the  empire ;  and  next  appeared  the  emperor, 
mounted  on  a  richly-caparisoned  steed,  whose  bridle  was  l^eld  by 
two  burgomasters  walking  beneath  a  beautiful  piece  of  embroidery 
woven  for  the  occasion  by  the  ladies  of  the  city,  and  upheld  by  four 
patricians ;  while  at  some  distance  followed  the  Archbishop  of  Co- 
logne, vrith  his  insignia  of  office.  To  this  procession  succeeded 
that  of  the  Empress,  whose  horse  was  led  by  two  senators,  while 
four  patricians  held  over  her  a  covering  formed  of  the  most  costly 
stuffs,  and  embroidered  with  silver  and  gold.  Behind  the  empress 
came  Albert,  Duke  of  Mecklenbourg,  the  Margrave  of  Hesse,  the 
Count  of  Holstein,  and  a  crowd  of  knights,  pages,  and  ladies  of 
honor,  while  the  clergy  and  citizens  of  Lubeck,  all  armed,  brought 
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up  the  rear  of  this  procession.  On  arriving  at  the  city,  the  royal 
visitors  were  received  by  the  noble  ladies  of  the  place,  and  were 
conducted  to  two  mansions  situated  near  each  other,  and  connected 
by  a  temporary  gallery,  adorned  with  garlands  of  newly-gathered 
flowers.  For  ten  days  the  houses  were  illuminated,  and  nothing 
was  heard  of  but  festivals,  plays  and  tournaments. 

Those  were  the  palmy  days  of  this  republic.  Its  commerce, 
since  the  formation  of  the  Hanseatic  League,  had  increased  aston- 
ishingly, and,  fostered  by  peculiar  privileges,  both  in  Denmark  and 
Sweden,  had  extended  from  the  Trave  to  the  Gulf  of  Bothnia,  and 
beyond  the  Northern  Ocean.  During  the  fifteenth  century,  the  in- 
habitants of  Holland  attempted  a  similar  extension  of  commerce, 
and  with  great  success.  Otners  of  the  northern  cities,  hastening  to 
develope  their  resources,  became  at  once  so  many  rivals  to  Lubeck, 
until  in  the  sixteenth  century  she  found  at  every  point,  whose  trade 
she  had  previously  monopolized,  the  most  determined  and  active 
competition.  Step  by  step  she  gradually  lost  her  commerce  with 
Central  Germany  and  the  cities  on  the  borders  of  the  Northern 
Ocean,  and  was  obliged  to  confine  her  enterprises  to  the  Baltic 
Her  numerous  wars  had  also  weakened  her  resources,  and  at  the 
dissolution  of  the  Hanseatic  League,  in  1630,  this  capital  of  the 
commercial  republics  had  already  lost  her  vigor  and  ascendancy. 
Her  sole  remaming  trade  was  confined  to  Russia  and  Finland,  and 
even  this,  more  recently,  has  been  secured  by  Hamburg. 

Li  this  manner  the  former  grrandeur  of  Lubeck  has  been  continu- 
ally waning,  and  her  population  has  diminished  with  her  fortunes. 
In  the  fifteenth  century  she  numbered  ninety  thousand  inhabitants, 
and  now  counts  but  twenty-six  thousand.  At  that  period  she  pos- 
sessed also  three  hundred  vessels,  while  at  present  she  has  not  one 
half  that  nuipber.  Her  annual  revenues  are  one  million  four  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,  her  debt  twelve  millions.  -  She  would  yet  de- 
rive incalculable  benefit  from  closer  commercial  relations  with 
Hamburg ;  but  the  canal  of  Stecknitz,  which  unites  the  Elbe  and 
Baltic,  is  navigable  only  for  vessels  of  the  smallest  tonnage.  Be- 
side this,  the  Duchy  of  Launenbourg,  appertaining  to  the  crown  of 
Denmark,  is  situated  between  the  two  cities,  and  the  Danish  gov- 
ernment, desirous  of  favoring  the  navigation  of  tlje  sound  and  the 
commerce  of  Holstein,  would  regard  with  jealousy  any  efforts  to 
establish  a  more  practicable  route  between  Lubeck  and  Hamburg. 

Shorn  of  her  former  glories,  Lubeck  presents  to  the  enterprising 
merchant  few  of  those  inducements  which  she  offered  in  the  mid- 
dle ages.  But  to  the  eye  of  the  traveller  and  artist  she  is  still  a 
beautiful  and  wonderfiil  city,  the  guardian  of  many  a  proud  monu- 
ment and  interesting  relic.  There  are  certain  seasons  and  hours 
when  the  scenes  of  nature  or  the  monuments  of  art  can  be  best 
seen  and  niost  appreciated.  The  tableau,  it  is  true,  remains  the 
same,  but  it  has  its  peculiar  light  and  shade,  and  its  bright  hours  of 
exhibition.  When  painting  the  wild  and  rocky  point  of  the  North 
Cape,  I  regretted  that  I  could  not  view  around  me  the  fierce  strug- 
glings  of  a  tempest,  for  such  alone  seemed  calculated  to  bring  out 
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in  bold  relief  the  stem  magnificence  and  grandeur  of  that  promon- 
tory. Were  I  to  visit  Rome,  I  should  desire  to  view  the  Coliseum 
by  moonlight ;  or  should  I  return  to  Nuremburg,  I  could  wish  that 
it  might  be  in  the  peculiar  stillness  of  som^  autumn  evening. 

It  was  at  this  melancholy  season  of  the  year  that  I  visited  Lu- 
beck ;  it  had  then  a  sombre  and  imposing  character.  Its  ancient 
gateways  were  still  there,  dark  and  massive,  surmounted  with 
small  towers,  with  loop-holes,  as  was  requisite  in  times  when  they 
served  as  safegu.ards  against  numerous  bands*  of  enemies.  But 
when  one  has  passed  their  gloomy  entrances,  the  present  disappears, 
and  memory  wanders  back  to  reminiscences  of  the  middle  ages.  One 
sees  here  as  at  Nuremburg  and  Ausbourg,  houses  of  innumerable 
stories,  covered  with  gambrel  roofs  rising  at  intervals  above  each 
other,  as  if  denoting  the  various  degrees  of  wealth  their  rich  in- 
habitants had  from  time  to  time  amassed.  Here  also  can  be  seen 
those  sculptural  colonnades,  covered  with  rich  garlands  of  fruit,  the 
symbol  of  abundance,  and  surmounted  with  heads  of  angels,  rising  as 
it  were  from  crowns  of  flowers,  and  covered  with  pious  inscriptions 
in  Latin  or  ancient  German.  Here  also  is  the  venerable  town- 
bouse,  with  its  turrets,  the  insignia  of  war  and  vigilance,  its  spa- 
cious saloons  ornamented  with  curious  wood  engravings,  and  its 
airy  balconies,  chiselled  to  that  degree  of  lightness  that  they  seem 
scarce  able  to  support  the  foot  of  beauty.  Do  you  observe,  also,  in  a 
remote  portion  ot  the  city,  that  solid  and  sombre-looking  church, 
whose  steeples  seem  to  rise  toward  Heaven  like  two  attenuated 
iron  columns  ?  It  is  the  Cathedral,  one  of  the  most  ancient  reli- 
gious edifices  of  Germany,  erected  ten  years  after  the  formation  of 
the  bishoprick  of  Lubeck.  In  those  ancient  days  of  superstition 
the  origin  of  all  such  structures  was  attributed  to  miracles,  and  the 
following  is  the  tale  assigned  to  this  cathedral. 

It  is  said  that  Charlemagne  succeeded  in  capturing  a  beautiful 
deer,  one  day,  after  a  most  fatiguing  chase  along  the  borders  of  the 
Trave,  and  placing  a  chain  of  gold  about  its  neck,  suffered  it  to 
return  again  to  its  forest  home.  Four  hundred  years  af);erward, 
Henry  the  Lion  captured  the  same  deer  on  the  spot  where  he 
he  had  been  liberated,  bearing  yet  the  same  gold  collar,  with  the 
addition  of  a  cross  which  had  g^rown  up  between  its  horns.  He 
presented  this  cross  to  the  infant  Cathedral ;  and  the  legend  of  the 
deer  spreading  speedily  over  Europe,  drew  vast  crowds  of  pilgrims 
to  Lubeck,  some  of  whom  brought  costly  offerings,  while  others 
sought  the  privilege  of  hewing  wood  and  cutting  out  the  stones  for 
this  vast  edifice,  persuaded  that  in  laboring  for  its  erection,  already 
so  mysteriously  begun,  they  should  obtain  a  ready  pardon  for  in- 
numerable sins,  and  shorten  a  multitude  of  years  in  purgatory. 

At  a  later  period,  this  cathedral  became  the  burial  place  of  high 
ecclesiastical  dignitaries,  amid  the  magnates  of  the  land.  Each  pil« 
lar,  even  now,  is  adorned  with  ancient  armorial  bearings,  and  each 
recess  contains  a  tomb,  while  the  nave  is  covered  with  sepulchral 
monuments  and  figures  in  relief.  There  is  one  of  these  in  particu- 
lar,  representing  a  monk  bearing  in  his  hand  a  club,  which  is  remark* 
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able  for  a  legend  with  which  it  is  connected.  Popular  tradition  asserts 
that  formerly  each  monk  belonging  to  this  church  enjoyed  a  pecu- 
liar privilege  ;  that  of  being  informed  of  the  day  of  his  death  by  a 
white  rose,  dropped  by  invisible  hands  into  the  place  he  occupied 
within  the  cloister.  One  morning  as  the  monk  Rabundus  was  pro- 
ceeding tranquilly  to  the  discharge  of  his  duties,  he  perceived  the 
mysterious  symbol  dropped  before  him,  and  having  no  desire  to  die, 
suddenly  transferred  the  unfortunate  emblem  to  the  niche  of  his 
^next  neighbor,  who  fainted  at  the  sight  and  died  of  fear.  This  was 
an  arrangement,  however,  not  suiting  the  designs  of  Death,  who  had 
determined  that  Rabundus  should  accompany  him  to  the  other  world, 
and  came  personally  to  bid  him  finish  the  necessary  preparations. 
Compelled  therefore  to  surrender  himself  a  victim  to  this  sad  neces- 
sity, and  desirous  ever  afler  to  prevent  similar  deceptions  from  be- 
ing practised  with  the  rose,  he  promised  to  inform  his  colleagues  of 
their  approaching  death  by  striking  with  a  club  at  the  cell  of  each, 
the  day  before  the  time  appointed.  This  promise  he  is  related  to 
have  kept  for  many  years,  and  indeed  until  the  Reformation  put  an 
end  to  all  such  miracles. 

One  should  not  fail  to  visit  this  cathedral,  if  for  no  other  pur- 
pose, at  least  to  look  upon  a  chef-d'cBuvre  by  an  unknown  "master. 
This  is  an  immense  tableau  d'autel,  or  mass-table,  divided  into  nine 
compartments,  and  closed  by  two  doors.  In  the  interior  is  repre- 
sented the  Annunciation  of  the  Holy  Virgin ;  at  the  bottom  the 
sufferings  of  Christ,  and  on  the  outside  the  figures  of  Sl  John,  St 
Jerome,  St.  Basil,  and  St.  Phillip.  The  paintings,  it  is  true,  abound 
with  many  faults,  both  of  perspective  and  design ;  but  they  are  re- 
markable for  the  expression  ot  the  countenances,  the  grouping  and 
coloring,  and  the  general  finish  of  all  the  parts.  The  paintings  bear 
date  1451,  but  their  author  is  unknown.  They  are  thought,  how- 
ever, by  M.  Rumohr  (a  distinguished  critic  who  has  written  many 
dissertations  on  the  monuments  and  antiquities  of  Lubeck)  to  be 
the  work  of  Hemlin. 

If  the  traveller  is  also  desirous  of  affording  especial  pleasure  to 
the  kind-hearted  inhabitants  of  the  ancient  city,  he  must  go  also  to 
see  in  the  same  church  a  singular  clock,  so  arranged  that  two  im- 
mense eyes  open  themselves  at  each  vibration  of  the  pendulum, 
while  Death  strikes*the  hour  with  his  bony  hands,  and  Time  is  con- 
tinually superintending  the  revolution  of  an  hour-glass.  Should  one 
also  desire  to  be  regarded  by  the  citizens  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  hj 
the  members  of  the  church  with  profound  veneration,  one  must  visit 
oflen  that  still  more  wonderful  clock  of  Saint  Maria,  where  at  twelve 
o'clock  each  day  the  figures  of  the  Emperor  and  seven  Electors  of 
Germany,  issuing  from  a  narrow  door,  bow  themselves  in  passing  be- 
fore the  image  of  the  Saviour.  This  clock,  which  was  undoubted- 
ly a  chef-d'cBuvre  of  the  age  in  which  it  was  constructed,  exhibits 
a  complete  calendar  from  1753  to  1785,  giving  the  days  of  the 
week,  the  signs  of  the  zodiac,  and  course  of  the  sun.  It  indicates 
also  all  the  eclipses  visible  at  Lubeck  from  1815  to  1860,  as  well  as 
the  course  of  the  moon  and  planets. 
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The  church  which  contains  this  wonderful  work  of  patient  labor 
is  still  larger  and  more  imposing  than  the  cathedral.  From  its  an- 
tiquity it  is  justly  placed  m  the  second  chapter  of  History  of  the 
Arts.  The  cathedral,  erected  in  the  twelfth  century,  exhibits  to  a 
considerable  extent  the  marks  of  a  transition  style  of  architecture, 
while  the  Church  of  Santa  Maria,  founded  two  hundred  years  after- 
ward, is  a  perfect  specimen  of  pure  and  delicate  Gothic  symmetry 
and  modeling.  It  is  well  known  that  many  of  these  ancient 
churches,  which  we  admire  so  much  at  present,'  were  supposed,  in 
the  superstition  of  the  times,  to  have  been  erected  by  the  devil,  and 
it  is  certainly  a  curious  matter,  that  this  prince  of  evil,  whom  we  re- 
gard with  so  much  horror,  has  been  so  easily  baffled  in  his  purposes. 
The  fact,  however,  according  to  these  old  traditions,  is  admitted  as 
undoubted.  It  is  stated  in  the  early  chronicles  that  the  busy  devil 
of  Lubeck,  like  those  of  Lund,  Cologne,  and  other  places,  was  a 
good  one.  In  laying  the  foundation  stones;  of  the  church  of  Saint 
Maria,  he  thought  (influenced  by  what  consideration.  Heaven  only 
knows)  that  he  was  building  a  mere  drinking- cellar  !  To  him  this 
was  a  work  of  piety,  and  to  hasten  its  completion  he  worked  himself 
as  architect,  procuring  and  chiselling  the  stones  and  cementing 
them  together.  But  what  was  the  astonishment  of  the  skilful  ar- 
chitect to  find,  while  leisurly  surveying  his  operation,  one  beautiful 
summer  morning,  that  the  structure  presented  an  appearance  alto- 
gether different  from  his  intentions,  bearing  a  most  marked  resem- 
blance to  an  elegant  and  substantial  church,  capable  of  forming  for 
many  thousand  years,  one  of  the  strongest  safeguards  of  Christi- 
anity 1  It  is  difficult  to  imagine  the  rage  of  our  poor  devil  at  this 
unlooked-for  discovery.  His  first  endeavor  was  to  dislodge  these 
stones,  and  to  prostrate  the  walls  he  had  so  rapidly  constructed ;  but 
alas  !  he  had  formed  them  too  strongly  to  effect  his  purpose.  Baf- 
fled in  the  attempt,  he  next  flew  to  find  an  enormous  rock  in  the 
Duchy  of  Holstein,  which  he  was  about  tumbling  from  an  immense 
height  on  the  pilastres  of  the  devoted  edifice,  when  a  benevolent 
citizen,  who  perceived  the  state  of  matters,  mounted  a  small  stone 
and  thus  addressed  him : 

'  My  good  friend,  let  us  come  to  a  mutual  understanding;  for  in 
our  present  situation  we  shall  both  be  losers.  The  church  is  nearly 
finished,  and  what  purpose  will  you  gain  by  its  destruction,  as  we 
shall  immediately  erect  another  1  Suffer  it  therefore  to  remain ; 
and  to  preserve  an  amicable  feeling,  we  will  build  a  drinking-cellar.' 

'  Very  well,  so  be  it,'  answered  Satan,  and  like  a  consistent  man 
he  conveyed  his  rock  to  the  place  from  which  he  had  transported  it. 
The  citizens,  faithful  to  their  engagement,  built  near  the  church  the 
structure  they  promised,  which  is  still  existing.  In  the  former  are 
now  heard  prayer  and  pious  exhortations,  while  the  latter  resounds 
with  the  profane  songs  of  bacchanalians.  If,  as  reported  in  the 
legend,  the  devil  was  me  actual  framer  of  this  church,  no  good  rea- 
son seems  to  exist  for  refusing  his  name  a  place  in  the  biography  of 
the  most  distinguished  sculptors. 

In  the  church  will  also  oe  found  the  celebrated  Dance  of  Deaths 
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painted  also  at  Berne  and  Basle,  thougli  it  is  the  most  ancient  of  the 
three.  'Though  the  name  of  the  painter  is  unknown,  the  picture  is 
one  of  great  antiquity,  and  is  mentioned  in  the  chronicles  of  1463. 
It  was  painted  during  the  preralence  of  that  terrible  plague,  which 
in  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries  ravaged  all  Northern 
Europe.  It  was  at  the  same  period  that  Boccaccio,  with  the  true 
spirit  of  an  Italian  poet,  composed  his  Decameron,  which  to  the 
eay  and  laughter-loving  people  of  the  South  was  the  same  as  the 
Dance  of  Death  to  the  more  melancholy,  and  phlegmatic  inhabitants 
of  the  North.  This  picture  occupies  the  entire  side  of  a  chapel: 
first  comes  Death  alone,  holding  a  fife  to  his  lips,  and  dancing  on 
one  foot,  rejoicing  in  the  brilliant  crowd  of  followers  he  draws  be- 
hind him :  next  comes  another  Death,  dragring  in  the  Pope,  ar- 
rayed in  his  pontifical  mantle  and  tiara,  shrinking  with  evident  reluc- 
tance from  the  most  unhappy  dance ;  another  Death  appears  with 
one  hand  urging  forward  the  despairing  Pope,  and  with  the  other 
leading  on  the  Emperor,  who  seems  equally  despondent ;  and  im- 
mediately comes  anotl^er  conducting  the  Empress,  the  Cardinal,  the 
King,  and  a  crowd  of  followen  from  the  chief  of  the  empire  to  the 
humble  citizen,  and  of  all  ages,  from  the  old  man  to  the  infant 
Here  Death  casts  his  scythe  to  the  ground ;  the  world  has  been 
well  gathered,  and  the  ball  is  over. 

The  various  personages  represented  in  this  picture  are  arrayed 
in  the  several  costumes  suited  to  their  condition.  One  has  his  crown 
and  sceptre,  another  his  silk  mantle.  Death  is  represented  as  a 
skeleton,  naked  and  cadaverous,  yet  spirited  and  gay,  gamboling 
about  on  one  foot,  while  the  crowd  of  his  miserable  victims  bear 
throughout  countenances  expressive  of  sadness,  and  eyes  filled  with 
tears. 

At  the  foot  of  each  group  some  unknown  poet  wrote  verses  of 
four  stanzas  in  Dutch,  which  were  replaced  in  1783  by  similar  ones 
in  German.  Their  intention  is  to  represent  Death  as  a  conjuror, 
leading  in  captivity  his  victims,  who  are  each  bidding  to  the  scenes 
of  earm  a  sad  farewell.  The  poet,  however,  has  but  feebly  brought 
out  the  design  of  the  painter,  and  the  stanzas  are  alike  destitute  of 
vigor  and  expression. 

In  quitting  this  gloomy  .spot  it  is  pleasant  to  turn  to  another  paint- 
ing which  this  church  contains ;  the  entry  of  Christ  into  Jerusalem, 
by  Overbeck.  I  shall  not  endeavor  to  describe  this  charming  tab- 
leau ;  their  bright  groups  of  beauty^  with  their  angelic  graces  ;  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  crowd  bearing  branches  of  palm  before  their  Mas- 
ter, and  the  rapture  of  an  entire  city  transported  at  the  sight  of  the 
Messiah.  Much  less  shall  I  endeavor  to  portray  that  admirable 
head  of  Christ,  so  calm  and  beautiful  that  the  eye  can  never  tire  in 
its  delightful  contemplation.  There  are  scenes  which  one  can  only 
admire  in  silence,  and  this  is  of  the  number. 

Overbeck  is  the  son  of  a  burgomaster  of  Lubeck.  In  this  city  of 
protestantism  he  lived  only  amid  catholic  reminiscences ;  in  this 
place  ormerchants  he  has  dwelt  alone  on  the  majesty  of  old  cathe- 
drals, and  the  language  of  sainted  images  breathing  from  each  stony 
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niche.  He  has  lived  in  anpther  world,  in  a  separate  and  distant 
ase.  He  is  the  child  of  pious  legends,  the  legitimate  descendant 
of  Van  Eyck,  the  painter  of  spiritual  faith ! 

Aside  from  these  monuments  of  the  middle  ages,  there  is  nothing 
either  of  art  or  poetry  which  is  interesting  at  Lubeck.  Its  com- 
merce, though  almost  destroyed,  still  forms  the  daily  burthen  of  all 
conversation.  It  is  yet  the  golden  calf,  which  has  so  often  deceived 
its  worshippers,  and  still  it  continues  to  fascinate  and  delude  them« 
The  hum  of  busy  industry,  it  is  true,  does  not  fatigue  the  ear  so  con-* 
tinually  as  at  Hambure ;  yet  it  is  sufficiently  active  to  drive  the 
man  of  contemplation  from  the  crowded  cafe  of  the  merchant  to 
some  secluded  retreat.  There  is,  however,  satiety  in  all  things^ 
Even  the  merchant  cannot  talk  perpetually  of  his  rents  and  profits, 
of  cargoes  and  of  taxes ;  he  too  must  descend  sometimes  from  his 
elevated  sphere  of  speculation  to  the  humble  domain  of  letters. 
It  is  therefore  that  the  inhibitants  of  this  merchant  city  have  formed 
a  library  in  the  ancient  church  of  the  Franciscans,  which  is  opened 
for  an  hour  each  day,  with  extreme  punctuality,  and  attended  by 
a  librarian  whom  it  is  possible  to  see  in  person,  if  one  is  the  son  of 
a  senator  or  relation  of  some  burgomaster.  It  is  here  that  the 
would-be  literati  receive  miserable  French  novels,  printed  at  Brus- 
sels, and  charge  the  false  impressions  derived  from  their  perusal  as 
so  many  faults  against  the  author.  The  merchants,  havmg  closed 
their  shops  and  adjusted  the  balance  of  the  day,  assemble  in  their 
various  club  rooms,  where  (if  fortunately  vision  is  not  blinded  by 
clouds  of  tobacco-smoke)  one  may  possibly  discern  beyond  the  triple 
rampart  of  beer-pots,  cards  and  tables,  the  'Conversations-Lexicons,' 
the  voyages  of  Captain  Cook,  and  a  few  well-thumbed  newspapers. 

How  strange,  and  yet  how  interesting,  is  this  city !  Few  literary 
men  are  found  within  its  limits,  and  it  has  no  poets.  But  here  is 
Overbeck !  and  for  his  name,  and  for  the  beautiful  churches  and 
monuments  still  preserved  with  superstitious  care,  one  would  par- 
don to  this  once  proud  Queen  of  the  Hanseatic  League  all  its 
errors  and  omissions ! 


LINS8     TO     A     BEAUTIFUL     LADY. 

I  PBtsS  not  betoty,  unadorned 

Bj  inioUectiml  i^racei ; 
I  MO  no  fMcinatiog  eharmi 

Id  morely  pretty  Acei : 
A  loToIy  form  and  coantenenee, 

A  freeeful  atep  and  air. 
Would  never  iteal  my  heart  iWun  me, 

If  mind  were  wanting  Uiere. 

To  beaulY,  ralueleaa  alone, 

A  mafic  power  ia  lent 
Bf  goodneM,  intellect,  and  tntte  i 

It  aeemi  by  Nature  meant 
To  give  a  ehann  to  moral  wortli, 

And  add  a  f  race  to  mind : 
Lady !  thou  art  her  fkvorite ; 

In  thee  they  are  combinedi 
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A  Sail  on  the  P'ucataqua, 


[Jane» 


A        SAIL        ON        THE        PI8CATA<IUA 


BY     JAMBS     XBVNAliS,    JR. 


O'be  the  clear  Piaeataqua 
Gaily  is  our  light  boat  dancing ; 
Brightly  on  its  crystal  wayes 
Lo !  the  morning  sun  is  glancing ! 


Portsmouth  bridge  is  left  behmd ; 
Now  we  're  past  the  *  pulpit'*  pressing ; 
Lift  your  hat  and  bend  your  head 
To  the  parson  for  his  blessing. 


Stationed  on  the  rocky  bank, 
From  his  pulpit,  as  we  near  him, 
Tlirougfa  the  pine-trees  whispere  he 
Solemn  words,  did  we  but  hear  him- 


Thus  sweet  Nature,  every  where. 
Truth  reveals  to  all  who  need  it ; 
Thus  on  life's  tumultuous  tide 
Borne  along,  we  lightly  heed  it 


Far  and  near,  on  either  hand. 
See  the  trees  like  giants  striding 
Past  each  other,  up  and  down, 
With  a  ghostly  motion  gliding. 


From  the  rocky  pase  emerged. 
Sinking  cliffi  and  shelving  beaches 
Far  receding,  usher  us 
To  the  loveliest  of  reaches. 


Rustic  dwellingB,  dumps  of  tress, 
Upland  swells  and  verdant  meadows 
Lie  around,  and  over  all 
Flit  the  summer  lights  and  shadows. 


O'er  the  river's  broad  expanse, 
Here  and  there,  a  boat  is  darting ; 
Swelling  sails  and  foaming  bows 
Life  unto  the  scene  imparting. 


Humble  market-wherry  there 
Lags  along  with  laiy  oar ; 
Here  the  lordly  packet-boat 
Dashes  by  with  rushing  roar. 


Comrades,  look !  the  west-wind  lulls. 
Flags  the  sail,  the  waves  grow  stilly ; 
Rouse  JSoLUs  from  his  sleep ! 
Whistle,  whistle,  whistle  shriny! 


See  !  obedient  to  the  call, 
O'er  the  Reach  the  breeze  approaching! 
Now  our  little  bark  careens. 
Leeward  gunwale  neariy  touching. 


Luff  a  little!  ease  the  sheet ! 
On  each  side  the  bright  foam  flashes ; 
In  her  nMnith  she  holds  a  bone. 
O'er  her  bows  the  salt  spray  dashes. 


Stretching  wide,  a  beauteous  lake 
To  the  raptured  eye  is  given ; 
Far  beyond,  the  blue  bills  melt 
In  the  clearer  blue  of  heaven. 


To  and  fro,  long  tack  and  short. 
Rapidly  we  work  up  river ; 
Comrades  !  seems  it  not  to  you 
That  we  thus  could  soil  forever? 


*  *  Tri  PuLprr*  ii  a  pine-clad  cliff  ou  the  bank  of  tbo  river.    It  m  an  old 
tke  paraon  on  paaaisf  thia  place. 
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LIGHTS    AND    SHADOWS    OF    FASHIONABLE    LIFE. 


BT     PKTKR    BCBaMIL. 


*  ICHhtbe  g«Mhen,  was  (Ich  weisa  das)  ich  nicht  wlirde  gfo^laubt  haben  auf  ihre  Erzfthlunf.' 

TuvzBAwa.  *o  CoxjuuBaa. 

*  I  hara  leea  what  I  am  certain  I  would  not  have  belieTod  on  yonr  tallinf  .' 

NuKBXB  Fits:  in  wbich  Mbs.  Skitr  dsscbibbs  tbx  'VniTUous  Imdiomatxon  Sooomr*  of 
Babylon  tmk  Lkss  ;  Mrs.  Tjiipfk's  account  or  Mrs.  Van  Dak's  fboposbd Rbunxon  wp« 
HSR  Husband  :  thb  Gkntlkbtan  in  Black  shows  tujb  sad  Consbquxnces  should  thx  ^- 

AMPLX  of  ZaCCHBUS  BB  ADOPTXD  BT  HUB  FBOFLB  OF  BaBTLON  :    CITZa  THB  FROBAXLB  Kt' 
FBCTS  IN  *  ChaNOB  AlLCT,'  AND  IN   THK    CIRCLXI  OF  MrS.  SmITH'S  FaSHIONABLB    FbxKNDB. 

Mrs.  Smith  makbs  a  discovert  as  to  thb  Pursuits  of  thb  Gjbntlxman  in  Black,  who 

CLAIMS  TBB  FATULNITT  OF  FOURISRISM. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black,  having  replacedftbe  volume  on  the  shelf 
of  the  library,  stood  for  a  moment  ranging  his  eye  along  the  shelves ; 
w^hen,  as  if  a  thought  had  presented  itself,  he  turned  toward  Mrs. 
Smith,  who  was  herself  occupied  with  the  design  she  had  formed, 
how  best  to  direct  the  conversation  to  discover  who  her  guest  was ; 
and  after  a  slight  embarrassment,  in  which  both  seemed  to  partici- 
pate, as  if  their  thoughts  had  been  perhaps  discovered,  he  politely 
led  the  lady  to  her  seat,  and  resumed  his  own. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  once  more  filled  the  goblets,  one  of 
which  he  manipulated  as  before,  and  handing  it  to  Mrs.  Smith, 
bowed,  as  if  expecting  her  to  drink  her  glass  with  him ;  this,  how- 
ever, she  quietly  declined ;  but  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  saying  his 
drinking  the  wine  of  his  own  goblet  would  depend  on  her  pledging 
him,  she  bowed  acquiescence,  and  reached  to  take  the  glass,  which 
by  some  inconceivable  carelessness  on  her  part,  she  again  upset. 

'  There  seems  some  fatality  in  all  this,'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  '  and 
although  I  have  no  pledge  to  violate,  my  nerves  seem  determined 
to  play  me  false  to-night.' 

*  It  is  indeed  very  strange,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  look- 
ing suspiciously  around  the  rooYn.  '  Allow  me  the  pleasure  of  re- 
filling your  goblet.' 

'  Oh,  no  !  I  will  not  tempt  my  fate  farther  !'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  with 
one  of  her  sweet  smiles. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  was  evidently  disconcerted ;  but  after 
drinking  the  wine  in  his  own  goblet,  he  renewed  the  conversation 
by  inquiring,  '  if  the  author  of  the  volume  of  sennons  which  was 
lying  before  him  on  the  table,  was  the  parsonic-looking  gentleman 
who  seemed  so  devout  and  devoted  to  the  highly-dressed  lady  in 
the  black  velvet  dress,  so  richly  endowed  with  diamonds  V 

*  No,  indeed  !  You  have  hit  upon  a  very  different  character,  I 
assure  you.  That  was  the  Rev.  Dr.  Upjohn,  a  distinguished  divine 
among  us,  who  is  considered  most  eminently  Ruhricdl.^ 
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'  However  that  may  be/  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  a 
smile,  *  I  think  there  'e  no  question  of  his  being  very  mlnamd.' 

*  Yes/  said  Mrs.  Smith,  with  a  gay  lau^h, '  that  is  unquestionable  ; 
and  can  you  tell  me  how  it  is  that  RubrtcUy  and  rubiamdity  should 
be  BO  inseparable  V 

'  It  is  very  certain  they  are,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black ; 
'  and  I  presume  it  arises  from  tiie  universality  of  the  rule,  that  those 
who  prescribe  fasts  to  others,  in  order  to  preserve  that  due  equili- 
btium  which  is  a  law  of  nature,  replenish  their  own  stomachs  while 
they  keep  others  empty,  so  that  the  average  is  thus  preserved.  May 
I  ask  who  was  the  lady  ]* 

'  Is  it  possible  that  you  do  n't  know  Mrs.  Van  Dam  1  She  would  be 
greatly  offended  to  suppose  it  possible  that  she  was  unknown  by  any 
one  of  my  guests !  Mrs.  Van  Dam  is,  as  you  must  have  seen,  a 
very  distinguished  personage,  who  aspires  not  only  to  High  Church 
in  religion,  but  high  rank  in  society.  Indeed,  she  has  been  for  the 
last  three  weeks,  so  my  dear  Mrs.  Trippe  assured  me,  going  the 
rounds  of  her  cliques,  expressing  her  doubts  and  anxieties  whether 
it  would  do  to  accept  the  invitation  to  my  party ;  and  has  thus  can- 
vassed the  upper  circles  pretty  extensively,  and  excited  the  several 
Virtuous  Indignation  Societies  no  little  by  her  earnest  question- 
ings with  those  disposed  to  accept,  and  her  earnest  expression  of 
her  fears  to  those  who  had  accepted  ;  so  that  there  was  for  awhile 
much  dubiety  with  them  whether  nine  out  of  every  ten  invited 
would  accept  or  decline ;  but  finding  the  Worths  and  the  Schut- 
LERS,  and  other  independent  members,  were  not  to  be  intimidated, 
and  that  the  current  was  setting  in  my  favor,  she  relinquished  the 
effort,  and  made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  conferring  upon  me  the  dis- 
tinguished honor  of  her  own  acceptance,  and  securing  for  me  at 
the  same  time  the  light  of  the  countenance  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Upjohn, 
whom  the  wicked  world  calls  her  shadow.' 

'  Virtuous  Indignation  Societies  !  I  am  acquainted  with  very 
many  societies,  but  I  have  never  before  heard  of  these.' 

'  Is  it  possible  f  I  assure  you  these  societies  are  very  numerous 
among  us,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith, '  and  exist  not  only  in  our  cities,  but 
in  all  our  towns  and  villages.  They  consist  of  those  alarmingly 
proper  persons  who  deem  themselves  the  conservators  of  public 
morals  and  guardians  of  the  public  peace.  They  meet  twice  a 
week,  or  oftener,  and  Hoo  are  deemed  a  quorum  for  the  transaction 
of  the  business  of  the  society :  their  meetings  are  held  usually  at 
each  other's  houses,  but  may  be  held  at  the  opera-house,  or  the 
church,  or  indeed  wherever  and  whenever  the  opportunity  shall 
present  itself.  They  do  not  always  take  this  distinctive  apellation, 
but  sometimes  are  known  as  '  The  Select  Sewing  Circle,'  or  the 
'  Moral  Reform  Society,'  or  some  such  cognomen ;  but  by  whatever 
title  they  are  known,  they  become  the  most  formidable  of  all  in- 
quisitors,  each  of  whom,  like  the  celebrated  Council  of  Ten,  have 
their  Lion's-Mouths  always  open  to  receive  all  manner  of  missives 
and  rumors,  to  the  injury  of  theii'  own  peculiar  and  dear  five  hun- 
dred friends.' 
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'  May  I  ask  how  they  carry  into  effect  their  mandates  V  inquired 
the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

'  Oh !  unhappily,  this  is  no  difficult  task,  inasmuch  as  they  are 
banded  togetner  to  carry  into  effect  their  dreaded  determinations. 
Of  the  most  active  and  efficient  of  these  in  our  city,  none  can  ex- 
ceed my' own  especial  and  dear  friend  Mrs.  Trippe,  whose  sagacity 
and  satire  can  never  he  over-tasked  in  this  labor  of  love,  and  whose 
zeal  sometimes,  finding  itself  unsupplied  with  the  necessary  victims 
to  be  broken  on  the  wheel  of  the  V  irtuous  Indignation  Society,  has 
often,  with  unsurpassed  skill,  managed  to  use  up  the  several  mem- 
bers constituting  the  venerable  Council  of  Ten  themselves,  of  whom 
Mrs.  Van  Dam  has  assumed  the  Dogess-ship ;  placing  them,  Uke 
another  Fhalaris,*  in  the  Brazen  Bull  they  have  created  for  others, 
and  blowing  up  the  flames  with  her  own  mouth ;  so  that  she  has 
become  quite  a  formidable  persotiage,  and  has  fairly  succeeded, 
from  their  very  dread  of  her,  in  obtaining  her  position  in  the  first 
circles  of  Babylon  the  Less,  and  which  few  dare  question ;  and  it 
is  only  once  in  a  while  that  the  Van  Tromps  and  Van  Dams  ven- 
ture to  leave  her  and  her  fair  daughters  at  home,  as  in  the  instance 
of  Katrine  Van  Tromp's  fancy-dress  ball. 

'  Now,  the  labors  of  the  several  Virtuous  Indignation  Societies 
were  especially  directed  to  prevent  Col.  Worth  and  his  lady  and 
lovely  daughter  from  accepting  my  invitations ;  and  their  prompt 
and  polite  acceptance  was  of  the  first  importance  to  me;  their 
presence  to-night  did  me  infinite  service.' 

'  May  I  ask  if  the  young  lady  whose  graceful  contour  and  beauti- 
ful bust  made  her  '  the  observed  of  all  observers,'  and  to  whom  De 
Lisle  seemed  so  willing  to  attach  himself,  is  the  heiress  of  the 
Worths  of  whom  you  speak  V 

'  Yes,  De  Lisle  is  evidently  attracted  that  way,  and  I  am  almost 
certain  her  coming  has  aided  me  in  securing  ^o  distinguished  an 
honor  as  his  presence.  He  is  eminently  talented,  and  is  so  sought 
for  by  the  Van  Dams  and  Van  Tromps,  and  all  of  that  set,  that  it 
was  quite  a  triumph  for  me  to  have  secured  him.  What  did  you 
think  of  Grace  Worth  1     How  did  she  impress  you  V 

'  I  assure  you,  my  dear  Madam,  I  was  every  way  prepossessed 
in  her  favor,  by  the  modesty,  almost  timidity,  of  her  demeanor ;  so 
entirely  free  from  all  art  and  mannerism ;  her  face,  too,  has  that 
sweet  aspect  of  simplicity  which  is  the  surest  index  of  purity  of 
heart,  and  which  no  art  can  create  ;  and  yet  her  bearing  had  in  it 
an  air  of  reserve  that  would  have  been  hauteur,  were  it  not  for  the 
unaffected  purity  and  sweetness  of  her  air  and  countenance.' 

'  It  is  true,  she  is  deemed,  I  believe,  somewhat  reserved ;  but  to 

* '  Putzxus,  the  AtheoiaD,  hiving  CMt  abrasen  buU  for  VHALAKta^  the  tyrant  of  Sicily,  with  laell 
ouoning  tlMit  the  offeoderB pat  into  it,  feeling  the  heat  of  the  fire  under  it,  eeemed  not  to  cry  with  • 
human  Toiee.  but  to  roar  like  a  hmU !  When  he  came  to  demand  a  recompense  for  hii  paint,  by  order 
of  il»  tynat,  h«  wai  pit  into  it,  to  ehow  proof  of  hit  own  invention. 

'  PSBXLLUS,  roasted  in  the  bull  he  made, 
Gave  the  ftm  proof  of  hb  own  eruel  trade.' 

Ovid.*    Babbz.!..  Bzosr'  x..  10,  ca.  4. 
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me  she  has  this  evening  shown  the  most  perfect  and  even  affectionate 
kindness,  and  made  every  effort  to  relieve  me  from  the  embarrajM- 
ments  by  which  I  was  surrounded  ;  and  all  this,  I  am  sure,  was  in  her 
the  natural  expression  of  sympathy — the  most  precious  and  accept- 
able. To  the  Colonel  and  his  excellent  lady  I  am  under  infinite 
obligations  for  their  kind  attentions  to  me  at  the  moment  when  they 
were  most  needed.  Indeed,  I  do  n't  believe  I  could  have  preserved 
my  self-possession,  but  for  these  manifestations  of  kindness  and 
sympathy.' 

'  And  do  you  so  soon  forget  those  of  Mr.  De  Lisle  V  said  the  Gen- 
tleman in  Black,  with  a  smile. 

'  Oh  no  !  ancl  if  I  could,  I  would  confer  on  him  the  highest  reward, 
and  which  I  am  sure  he  would  deem  such,  by  securing  for  him  the 
preference  she  has  unconsciously  to  herself  won  from  him.' 

*  You  know  them  intimately,  then  1  I  thought  they  were  unknown 
to  you  before  th jp  evening,  except  as  members-  of  the  upper  circles 
of  this  city.' 

'  And  so  they  all  were.' 

*  Indeed  1  And  how  do  you  gain  all  this  insight  into  the  secrets, 
which  are  usually  kept  so  close,  of  persons  seen  this  evening  for  the 
first  time  V 

*  Ah  !'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  with  earnestness,  and  a  glance  which 
made  the  Gentleman  in  Black  tremble  with  emotion,  '  there  are 
beams  of  light  which  reveal  the  recesses  of  the  soul,  and  such  a 
glance  I  saw  flashing  in  De  Lisle's  face  from  the  depths  of  his  heart, 
and  of  which  I  am  sure  he  was  himself  as  unconscious,  as  I  know  the 
beautiful  girl  must  have  been,  upon  whom  it  was  bestowed.' 

'  Pardon  me.  Madam,  if  I  inquire  how  you  can  be  so  certain  of 
this,  and  how  was  it  that  you  only  should  happen  to  see  iti  These 
very  modest,  lovely  girls  have  wonderful  tact  in  not  seeming  to  see 
what  after  all  they  have  most  perfectly  observed.' 

*  It  was  a  glance,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  *  from  the  eye  of  Mr. 
De  Lisle,  as  he  stood  behind  Miss  Worth,  whom  he  led  up  toward 
me,  and  was  excited  by  his  admiration  of  her  affectionate  kindness, 
as  she  approached  me  with  a  smile  of  sympathy  in  my  misfortunes 
caused  by  the  shower  of  sperm  from  those  vile  candles,  and  of  which 
Grace  had  a  full  sprinkling  upon  her  beautiful  shoulders.  I  told  her 
there  was  no  one  but  herself  who  could  receive  such  a  powdering 
without  a  contrast  invidious  to  their  skins.  A  poor  compliment,  1 
confess,  but  which  she  received  with  the  most  cheerful  air  of  satis- 
faction, as  if  she  was  willing  that  anything  should  be  a  full  compen- 
sation of  her  share  of  the  general  calamity.' 

*  The  reverend  Doctor  XJpjohn  did  not  bear  his  share  of  powder 
with  the  same  equanimity,'  the  Gentleman  in  Black  replied,  smiling 
significantly. 

''So  it  seemed ;  and  I  thought  Mrs.  Van  Dam  was  more  distressed 
at  the  small  stream  down  the  back  of  his  coat,  than  at  the  cup-full 
she  so  justly  received  upon  her  own  rich  dress.' 
.   '  I  was  just  at  his  elbow  when  the  revered  Doctor  received  his 
effusion,  and  though  it  was  not  unlike  the  holy  oil  poured  on  the 
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beard  of  Aaron,  in  running  down  in  an  unbroken  stream  to  the  hems 
of  the  garment,  it  was  far  from  being  as  graciously  as  it  was  warmly 
received.  His  ill-suppressed  vexation,'  continued  the  Gentleman  in 
Black, '  was  very  amusing.  I  knew  he  must  be  a  clergyman  of  some 
sort,  and  thought  he  might  be  a  Catholic  priest.' 

•Indeed]— why  sol' 

'  It  is  not  always  easy  to  give  a  reason  for  our  impressions,  but 
from  the  cut  of  his  coat,  which  is  you  know  single-breasted,  buttoned 
high  to  the  neck ;  the  peculiarity  of  his  white  stock ;  the  transpa- 
rent ruby  redness  of  his  cheeks,  and  of  the  skin  behind  his  ears, 
and  a  certain  rotundity  which  marks  such  men,  assured  me  he  was 
of  a  class  who  deal  in  dogmas  and  good  dinners.  And  then  he  evi- 
dently took  me  for  a  gentleman  of  the  cloth,  and  addressed  me  in 
that  conventional  form  and  phrase  which  are  customary  among  these 
men ;  a  certain  pastoral  and  patronizing  manner,  which  is  very 
taking  with  some  folks. 

*  May  I  ask  if  the  Doctor  is  a  member  of  the  society  you  have 
just  described  V  inquired  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  The  Virtuous  Indignation  Society  ]  No  ;  this  is  exdusivdy  a 
Ladies  Society,  and  certain  gentlemen  only  are  admitted  as  honorary 
members.  There  was  quite  a  contest,  I  am  told,  by  Mrs.  Trippe,  as 
to  the  propriety,  of  his  admission ;  and  in  speaking  of  this  contest, 
Mrs.  Trippe  gave  me  a  somewhat  amusing  account  of  a  transaction 
in  which  the  Doctor  was  to  have  acted  a  conspicuous  part,  and  which 
was  related  in  her  best  style.' 

'  Do  let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  it  V 

*  It  has  no  immediate  relation  to  his  election ;  but  was  told  me  by 
Mrs.  Trippe,  during  her  first  call,  when,  as  I  have  told  you,  she  did 
me  the  kindness  to  tell  me  of  the  efforts  Mrs.  Van  Dam  had  made 
to  exclude  me  from  the  circles  of  the  *  upper  ten  thousand'  of  Baby- 
lon the  Less. 

'  I  shall  be  exceedingly  gratified  by  a  specimen  of  this  lady's 
talents.' 

'  I  wish  it  were  possible  for  me  to  give  it  to  you  with  all  her  signi- 
ficant  looks  and  intonations  of  voice ;  but  these  are  inimitable.' 

*  I  will  attempt  to  realize  them  ;  so  pray  begin.' 

Mrs.  Smith,  smiling,  with  a  lively  tone  and  manner,  commenced 
the  narration  as  requested. 

*  Mrs.  Van  Dam,  so  says  Mrs.  Trippe,  was  sought  and  won  when 
a  young  girl  by  General  Van  Dam,  the  only  child  of  an  old  Dutch 
merchant,  who  was  most  pugnaciously  attached  to  the  fleformed 
Dutch  Church,  of  which  he  was  an  elder,  and  to  the  High  Dutch 
languiVge,  in  which  he  had  been  initiated  into  its  doctrines,  so  that 
though  living  so  many  years  in  Babylon,  he  never  attained  any  more 
of  one  language  than  enabled  him  to  transact  the  business  of  his 
commercial  house.  And  when  his  only  son  and  heir  communicated 
to  his  father  his  wish  to  marry,  the  old  merchant  gave  his  consent 
only  on  condition  of  the  ceremony  being  performed  by  his  pastor  in 
High  Dutch,  with  which  the  General  was  familiar  from  childhood, 
but  of  which  the  young  lady  was  (otally  ignorant     She  however 
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made  no  objection  ;  the  wealth  of  the  father  was  great  and  she  was 
poor,  and  a  husband  was  not  to  be  declined  on  such  conditions, 
which,  though  they  seem  strange  enough,  were  at  that  time  to  her  a 
matter  of  perfect  indifference.  So  the  ceremony  took  place  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  father's  wishes.  During  his  lire  time  tney  resided 
in  the  lower  part  of  the  city,  but  so  soon  after  as  was  convenient  they 
removed  to  their  present  beautiful  residence  up  town ;  and  finding 
the  aristocracy  were  mostly  associated  with  the  Churchy  she  at  length 
succeeded  in  persuading  her  husband  that  it  was  too  far  to  attend 
the  old  Dutch  Church,  and  he  reluctantly  consented  that  she  should 
come  under  the  pastoral  care  and  guidance  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Upjohn, 
Rector  of  one  of  the  most  numerously-attended  churches  of  the 
city.  Here  she  became  indoctrinated  into  all  the  claims  of  '  The 
Church,'  and  the  peculiar  dignity  and  sanctity  of  its  rites.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life  she  felt  an  inquietude  as  to  the  validity  of  her 
«•  marriage,  though  the  presence  of  four  sons  and  five  daughters,  all  in 
due  course  of  time,  one  would  have  supposed  would  have  left  her  in 
no  doubt  that  ^he  relations  of  married  life  had  been  fairly  and  fully 
established :  still  her  conscience  became  very  tender  under  the  dread- 
ful consciousness  that  she  had  never  been  married  in  accordance  with 
the  claims  of  '  The  Church  :'  and  this  state  of  mind  was  greatly  in- 
creased by  so  often  hearing  from  certain  very  devout  ladies,  who 
were  ignorant  of  her  early  life,  that  in  their  opinion  all  persons,  in 
the  condition  in  which  she  found  herself,  were  living  in  a  dreadfiil 
state  of  open  foiiiication.     Not  that  the  Doctor  taught  this  so  pel- 

Sably,  but  she  felt  that  this  was  a  fair  and  necessary  deduction  of  the 
octrines  she  frequently  heard  from  him.  What  could  she  do  1  She 
feared  to  lose  the  good  opinion  of  these  pious  ladies,  and  almost  as  a 
necessary  result,  she  became  more  and  more  devout,  hoping  to  com- 
pensate for  her  sin  by  the  increased  strictness  of  her  conformity  to 
*  The  Church,'  so  that  she  became  quite  a  saint,  and  well  fitted  for  the 
Dogess-ship  of  the  Virtuous  Indignation  Society,  which  by  common 
consent  was  assigned  to  her. 

In  her  dressing-room,  which  opened  into  her  chamber,  and  which 
she  styled  her  oratory,  there  stood  a  large  mahogany  wardrobe,  so 
it  seemed  to  the  G-eneral,  who  was  never  permitted  to  more  than 
look  in  at  the  door,  as  it  was  casually  opened  ;  and  so  jealous  had 
the  lady  become  of  even  these  glimpses,  that  unconsciously  to  him- 
self there  arose  in  the  mind  of  the  U-eneral  a  wish  to  see  more  of 
this  sanctum  of  his  wife.  Not  that  he  had  any  jealousy  in  all  this, 
for  the  room  only  opened  into  the  chamber;  but  we  naturally  wish 
to  pry  into  that  from  which  we  are  sedulously  shut  out. 

'I  did  not  know,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  '  that  this  extended 
to  gentlemen.' 

*  I  believe  it  is  an  infirmity  of  our  natures,  not  restricted  to  our 
sex,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  and  with  great  tivacity  of  manner  she  con- 
tinued : 

'  It  chanced  one  day  that  an  alarm  of  fire  was  given  in  the  house, 
just  at  the  hour  observed  by  Mrs.  Van  Dam  for  her  devotions.  Of 
course  it  reached  the  lady,  who^ew  down  stairs,  leaving  her  oratory 
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ry  and  chamber  doors  open.  The  Greneral  was  the  fint  to  return 
to  the  chamber,  and  seeing  the  oratory  door  open,  walked  in :  what 
was  his  surprise  to  find  the  wardrobe  with  its  doors  wide  open,  pre- 
senting to  him,  not  a  string  of  dresses  and  petticoats,  but  a  sort  of 
altar-piece  !  On  a  marble  bracket  was  a  beautiful  crucifix  with  an 
iyory  SaViour ;  behind  this,  a  picture  of  the  Madonna,  with  her  burn- 
ing and  bleeding  heart,  and  its  piercing  thorns,  and  on  the  sides  were 
pictures  of  some  seraphic  saints  with  their  sculls  and  cross-bones ;  and 
m>m  «  shelf  on  which  lay  her  prayer-book,  there  was  a  beautiful  cur- 
tain hanging,  on  which  was  embroidered  in  gold  a  small  fish.  The 
General  gaaSed  on  all  this  in  astonishment. 

'  Can  you  tell  me,  my  dear  Sir,  what  this  fish  has  to  do  with  an 
oratory  %  I  asked  Mrs.  Trippe  to  explain  it,  and  she  was  at  fault, 
though  she  said,  '  I  might  depend  upon  it  was  really  so,  and  she 
thought  it  might  be  some  sort  of  a  symbol,  and  for  the  same  purpose 
as  the  great  cod-fish  in  the  Hall  of  the  Representatives  of  her  na- 
tive state ;'  but  when  I  asked,  '  what  this  purpose  was,  and  whether 
the  people  of  her  state  really  worshipped  a  cod-fish,'  she  confessed 
'  she  could  not  tell,  only  she  had  seen  the  pne  with  her  own  eyes,  and 
had  every  reason  to  believe  it  was  really  so,  in  Mrs.  Van  Dam's  ora- 
tory.' Now  before  I  go  on,  wiD  you  do  me  the  favor  to  tell  me  if  it 
be  indeed  a  symbol,  and  if  so,  of  what ;  for  I  confess  this  is  the  only 
thing  in  Mrs.  Trippe's  story  which  struck  me  as  improbable*' 

'  I  believe  it  is  derived  from  the  fact,  that  in  the  Greek  name  for 
fish  (Ichthus)  the  words  I.  H.  S.  occur,  and  the  fish  indicates  the  same 
idea  as  the  I.  H.  S.,  which  is  the  more  common  symbol  of  Jbsub 

HUMANUM  SaLVATOR.' 

'  I  'm  much  obliged  to  you,  very  much ;  and  yet  what  a  strange 
symbol  a  fish  is,  to  indicate  that  Jesus  Christ  is  the  Saviour  of  men!' 

'  Certainly  it  is ;  but  won't  you  proceed  1  I  am  quite  interested  to 
hear  how  all  this  ended.' 

'  The  pious  lady,'  continued  Mrs.  Smith,  smiling  very  kindly, 
'  having  finished  her  scolding  of  the  servants,  whose  carelessness  in 
setting  on  fire  a  horse-full  of  clothing  had  caused  the  alarm,  be- 
thought herself  of  her  prayers  above  stairs,  and  that  her  oratory 
door  was  open ;  so  she  flew  up  stairs  in  breathless  haste,  and  there 
fi>und  the  General  in  a  state  of  amazement,  gazing  into  her#aii6^Mi» 
MomctoTum,  His  first  question  was  sternly  to  inquire,  '  Have  you. 
Madam,  become  a  Roman  Catholic  V  *  Oh,  dear  husband,  no  — *  no, 
indeed !'  '  What  do  all  these  things  mean  then  !'  *  Mean,  dearest  ? 
they  are  only  helps  to  my  devotions.  I  assure  you  I  'm  no  Catholic : 
see,  here  is  the  only  prayer-book  I  ever  use,  and  I  desire  no  other.' 

'  The  Greneral  was  only  satisfied  when  he  had  read  on  the  title- 
page  in  large  type,  *  The  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  according  to 
the  use  of  £e  ProUstoMt  Episcopal  Church  in  the  United  States/ 
It  was  fortunate  that  it  lay  open  on  the  reading-shelf;  and  the  well- 
thumbed  leaves  and  the  worn  velvet  cassock  on  which  she  knelt 
were  witnesses  for  her  truth ;  so  that,  from  a  feeling  of  painfiil  sur- 
prise, the  General's  mind  now  looked  upon  all  this  secrecy  and  se- 
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elusion  as  something  very  amusing;  and  his  merry  face  encouraged 
his  lady  to  speak  the  secret  of  her  soul,  and  to  beg  him  to  save  her 
from  the  condemnation  of  her  own  conscience,  and  to  consent  to 
have  the  marriage  rite  duly  performed  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Upjohn. 
The  G-eneral  mused  awhile,  with  some  very  funny  thoughts  in  his 
head,  and  then  taking  his  wife  by  the  shoulders  he  turned  her  round 
and  round,  all  the  while  scanning  her  with  a  very  smiling  aspect : 
*  Really,'  said  he, '  I  am  exceedingly  surprised  at  your  proposal ;  but 
let  us  see  once  more  how  you  look.  Yes,  you  are  still  a  fine-looking 
lady ;  please*  open  your  mouth ;  yes,  your  teeth  are  sound ;  your 
skin  is  still  fair,  and  your  eyes  bright ;  and  I  doubt,'  said  he,  musing 
a  moment,  'if  I  could  do  better.  But  my  dear,  how  few  men  there 
are  in  Babylon  who  would  marry  their  wives  after  having  had  them 
for  twenty  years!  But  after  all,  I  think  I  will;  I  do  n't  believe  I  could 
better  myself.' 

*  So  saying,  he  kissed  Mrs.  Van  Dam  very  earnestly  and  tenderly. 
The  lady  was  delighted.' 

*  At  being  so  warmly  caressed  V  inquired  the  Gentleman  in  Black, 
smiling. 

*  If  you  interrupt  me,'  said  Mrs.  Smith, '  I  won't  proceed.' 
'  I  pray  you  to  pardon  me.    I  won't  offend  again.' 

*  On  this  condition  only  will  I  end  this  story.  The  Gteneral  pro- 
mised to  marry  her  ag^in,  and  kissing  her  again,  took  his  leave  of 
her.  Mrs.  Van  Dam  went  immediately  round  to  her  pious  friends, 
and  with  tears  of  joy,  told  them  of  her  happiness,  and  invited  them 
to  come  that  very  evening  to  h^r  house  to  witness  the  solemn  ser- 
vice. These  visits,  and  giving  the  necessary  orders  for  suitable  en- 
tertainment, occupied  her  so  fiilly  that  she  saw  none  of  her  family 
during  the  day.  About  eight  o'cloek  in  the  evening,  the  G-enend 
and  his  sons  returned  home,  and  found  in  the  saloons  quite  a  party 
of  his  wife's  most  select  ^ends.  They  all  seemed  more  tlxan 
usually  glad  to  see  the  General ;  and  the  ladies  especially  gave 
Lim  more  than  their  accustomed  warmth  of  pressure,  while  dieir 
eyes  beamed  upon  him  with  looks  of  tenderness  and  love.  The 
Creneral  noticea  this,  and  also  that  when  it  was  over,  the  party 
seemed  to  relax  into  a  sobriety  of  manner  and  whispering  in  their 
eonversadon,  which  in  a  short  time  made  him  feel  as  if  this  vras 
more  like  a  Quaker  meeting  than  a  fashionable  party.  Nor  was 
this  feeling  lessened  when  he  saw  the  velvet-covered  and  golden- 
clasped  prayer-book  of  his  wife  lying  on  a  small  table,  on  which 
was  a  magnificent  Carcel  lamp,  whose  light  made  it  a  most  conspi- 
cuous object  of  observation.  There  was  evidently  the  hush  of  ex- 
pectation ;  but  where  were  his  wife  and  daughters  1  They  seemed 
all  to  have  disappeared.  Finding  himself  somewhat  m3rBtified,  he 
whispered  to  a  sweet,  witching  vridow,  with  whom  he  loved  to  jest, 
as  married  men  do — though  I  think  it 's  very  wrong,'  said  Mrs. 
Smith,  trying  to  look  very  severe ;  '  so  giving  her  a  gentle  pressure 
on  her  shouJder,  he  asked, '  What  has  become  of  my  wife  1'  The 
young  widow  in  an  instant  rose,  and  led  him  into  the  entry,  and 
said,  with  the  most  speaking  eyes, '  Do  you  want  to  flee  her  very 
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much  1  Oh  I  she  's  so  lovely  to-night !  Ah  1  you  are  a  happy 
man ;  such  a  wife  as  you  will  get !  If  I  could  make  an  exchange 
now,  how  tempted  I  should  he !'  '  My  dear  Lady/  said  the  G-ene- 
ral, '  pray  he  serious  for  this  once,  and  tell  me  where  are  my  lady* 
folks  V  *  Oh,  you  are  so  impatient  !'  was  the  widow's  reply ;  '  I  'm 
sure  you  are  not  wont  to  he  so ;  hut  I  forgive  you  for  this  once. 
Dr.  Upjohn  has  not  yet  come ;  and  you  know  Uiere  's  no  time  lost' 
What  cud  the  widow  mean  1 — who  could  tell  ?  She  would  not,  hut 
with  a  gay  laugh,  led  him  up  the  stairs,  into  his  own  hed-chamher, 
and  opening  the  door,  exclaimed, '  Here,  dear  Mrs.  Van  Dam,  is  the 
most  impatient  of  all  grooms  I  've  seen  for  these  seven  years!' 
The  room  was  dazzling  with  li^ht ;  Mrs.  Van  Dam,  most  magnifi- 
cently dressed  in  white  satin  and  lace  ;  her  diamonds  shone  from  a 
coronet  which  encircled  her  hrow,  and  from  the  hack  of  her  hair, 
which  is,  you  know,  still  very  rich  and  luxuriant,  there  depended  a 
lace  veil  of  g^at  heauty.  Altogether,  she  must  have  heen  worth 
seeing ;  and  as  if  such  a  vision  was  not  in  itself  sufficiently  hnl* 
liant,  there  stood  her  daughters,  all  radiant  vrith  their  Swiss  muslin 
dresses,  with  Camilla  jappnicas  in  their  hair,  and  the  simplicity  of 
their  adornments  heautifiilly  contrasted  and  heightened  the  effect  of 
their  dear  mamma's. 

*  The  effect  upon  the  General  was  certainly  very  astounding. 
His  wife  came  forward  and  kissed  him  most  tenderly:  'Dear 
G-eneral,'  she  said,  '  what  has  kept  you  so  long  1  I  feared  you 
would  he  late.'  To  all  which  the  General  replied,  in  a  voice  which 
was  not  half  so  sweet  as  the  lady's,  though  it  was  distinctly  heard 
hy  several  who  sat  near  the  doors  of  the  saloons  helow  stairs: 

*  Dander  and  bUxum  /  (his  favorite  phrase,)  what  does  all  this 
mean  V  '  Heavens !'  exclaimed  his  wife,  '  do  you  ask  me  what  all 
this  means  !     Did' you  not  promise  to  marry  me  this  very  morning  1' 

*  Yes,  indeed ;  I  rememher  I  made  some  such  rash  promise ;  hut 
did  you  invite  these  people  here  to  witness  the  ceremony  V  *  Cer- 
tainly, I  did ;  and  I  am  gratified  to  say,  they  are  delighted  and  edi- 
fied hy  your  conduct.'  *  And  who  is  to  he  the  priest  V  *  Who ! 
Dr.  Upjohn :  wiio  else  should  I  think  of  having  V  *  And  has  Dr. 
Upjohn  counselled  this  reunion  V  '  No,'  said  Mrs.  Van  Dam ;  '  my 
friends  thought  he  had  hotter  he  as  surprised  as  we  are  sure  he  will 
be  delighted.' 

'  The  General  having  thus  guaged  all  the  embarrassments  with 
whic^  his  wife  had  so  sedulously  and  ingeniously  surrounded  him, 
now  began  to  look  around  with  an  air  not  so  savage  as  he  had 
worn,  and  seeing  his  daughters  all  so  beautifully  dressed,  he  asked 
them,  *  What  part  they  were  to  play  in  the  tragedy  to  be  performed  1' 
They  replied,  very  sweetly  and  innocently,  *  That  they  were  to  he 
mather*e  bride' s-maide  /'  This  was  too  much  for  the  General,  who 
now  relieved  himself  with  a  burst  of  laughtei,  long  and  loud,  which 
feirly  shook  the  house.  His  wife,  terrified  beyond  measure,  asked 
him,  in  a  tone  of  agony,  '  Did  you  not  this  very  morning  promise  to 
marry  me  V  '  My  dear  wife,'  he  replied, '  I  did ;  though  I  am  etiil 
surprised  at  your  venturing  upon  such  a  request.    I  will  marry  yoo 
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once  a-week»  if  you  please ;  but  I  did  not  think  jou  would  wish 
me  to  do  so  in  the  presence  of  others.'  '  But  why  not  V  asked 
Mrs.  Van  Dam,  in  the  utmost  terror,  foreboding,  after  all,  a  refusal 
of  her  heart's  desire.  *  Why  not  1  because,'  replied  the  General, 
in  a  tone  of  asperity,  notwithstanding  all  his  previous  mirth,  '^ 
you  are  willing  to  pass  an  Act  of  Bastardy  upon  my  children^  lam  not  P 
The  poor  lady  all  but  swooned.  She  saw  in  an  instant  that  this 
was  a  new  view  of  matters,  which  had  never  occurred  to  her.  The 
General  returned  to  the  saloons,  and  pleaded  an  engagement  to  the 
.  party,  and  left  the  house.  The  young  widow  told  them  the  scene 
above  stairs  with  the  utmost  particularity.  Poor  Mrs.  Van  Dam 
had  not  strength  to  return  to  her  friends,  but  awaited  the  coming  of 
the  Rev.  Dr.  U  pjohn,  to  whom  she  told  her  griefe.  The  party,  in 
the  mean  time,  thought  it  best  to  retire,  asking  no  questions  as  to 
the  cause  of  the  failure  of  the  marriage  ceremony,  from  which 
they  had  hoped  so  much  by  way  of  an  example  to  others  ;  and  as 
most  of  these  ladies  were  members  of  the  Virtuous  Indignation  So- 
ciety, all  these  particulars  were  naturally  told  to  Mrs.  Trippe,  my 
very  agreeable  informant,  and  who  closed  her  narration  by  saying, 
widi  her  significant  look  and  smile, '  The  Doctor  found  some  sooth- 
ing emollient  for  her  tender  conscience,  and  so  has  reconciled  her 
to  continue  as  the  General's  v^ife,  with  what  appetite  she  may.' ' 

'  And  is  Mrs.  Trippe  a  member  of  the  Church  V  inquired  the 
Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  Not  a  member  of '  The  Church,'  but  yet  a  most  active  and  zealous 
member  of  the  Moriah  Church,  to  which  she  is  most  exclusively 
devoted.' 

*  And  what  Church  is  this  V 

'  And  are  you  so  little  acquainted  with  our  city  as  not  to  know  t 
I  thought  you  were  well  acquainted  in  our  city  V 

*  The  truth  is,  my  dear  Madam,  I  have  but  just  returned,  after  an 
absence  of  some  six  years,  and  your  churches  spring  up  in  such 
variety  of  sects,  and  so  like  mushrooms,  that  of  the  peculiarity  of 
the  church  you  speak  of  I  am  ignorant.  What  is  the  creed  of  this 
church]' 

'  Oh,  that  is  indeed  the  peculiarity  of  the  Moriah  Church,  that 
they  have  no  creed.' 

*  No  creed !' 

*  No !  their  religion  is  not  one  of  faith,  but  of  negations ;  and  Mrs. 
Trippe  can  better  tell  you  what  she  does  not  believe  than  what  she 
does.  Religion,  by  these  people,  is  stripped  of  all  its  mysteries. 
It  is  submitted  to  an  exhausting  process,  by  which  it  is  reduced  to 
its  lowest  term.  They  affirm  that  the  writers  of  the  New  Testament 
were  not,  properly  speaking,  inspired,  nor  infallible  guides  in  di- 
vine matters ;  that  Jesus  Chkist  did  not  die  for  our  sins,  nor  is  the 
proper  object  of  worship,  nor  even  impeccable ;  that  there  is  not 
BXkj  jprovision  made  in  the  sanctification  of  the  Spirit  for  the  aid  of 
spiritual  maladies ;  that  there  is  no  intercessor  at  the  right  hand  of 
WD  ;  that  Chkist  is  not  present  with  his  saints,  nor  his  saints,  when 
thpy  quit  the  body,  present  with  the  Lobo  ;  diat  mao  is  not  com- 
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posed  of  a  material  and  an  immaterial  principle,  but  consists  of 
merely  organized  matter,  which  is  totally  dissolved  at  death.'* 

*  And  do  they  call  themselves  Christians  ?* 

'  To  be  sure  they  do !  and  I  am  told  Mrs.  Trippe's  malice  against 
the  venerable  Council  of  Ten  is  more  provoked  by  their  denial  that 
she  is  a  Christian,  than  by  any  slights  that  they  have  put  upon  her. 
Indeed,  she  has  ever  manifested  the  greatest  anxiety  to  win  the  suf- 
frages of  orthodox  Christians  on  this  very  point ;  and  in  this  way 
she  shows  most  clearly  the  misgivings  of  her  own  soul  in  the  sound- 
ness and  safety  of  her  religious  opinions.' 

'  Is  it  not  strange  ?  What  need  Mrs.  Trippe  care  for  the  opinions 
of  others  V 

*  Not  to  me  strange.  There  are  many  who  are  certain  that  they 
hold  just  the  right  form  of  faith ;  but  of  those  who  are  certain  of 
their  faith,  there  are  but  few  who  have  not  moments  of  fear  as  to 
their  practice.  Indeed,  what  is  more  common  than  to  hear,  every 
Sunday  morning,  people  whose  conduct  during  the  week  has  been 
distinguished  by  some  such  '  fair  business  transaction,'  making  the 
most  humble  confession  of  being  a  '  miserable  offender;'  and  yet  I 
never  heard  or  read  of  but  one  Zaccheus !' 

'  Zaccheus  is  indeed  an  original !  but,  my  dear  Madam,  you  cer- 
tainly would  not  wish  every  one  to  follow  his  example  1' 

*  Certainly,  I  would  !* 

'  And  make  restitution  of  all  the  wrongs  they  had  done  the  week 
before  ]' 

*  Yes ;  and  why  not  V 

'  For  the  most  obvious  reason  in  the  world.     It  would  set  every 
body  by  the  ears,  and  derange  the  whole  machinery  of  society.' 
'  I  do  n't  see  how  this  could  be.' 

*  Let  me  explain.  Now  we  will  suppose  that  on  some  bright  star- 
lit night  a  flaming  sword  were  to  be  seen  gleaming  in  the  skies  over 
the  city  of  Babylon  the  Less ;  and  while  the  fearful  portent  was 
filling  all  hearts  with  dread,  some  Hydrarchos'SUlimaniif  or  other 
such  huge  monster  of  the  deep,  should  be  seen  coming  up  the  bay, 
and  were  to  vomit  upon  the  Battery  another  Jonas,  who  should  cry, 
*  Wo  !  wo !  to  the  mhabitants  of  Babylon  !  Yet  forty  days,  and 
Babylon  shall  be  overthrovm  !' — and  were  to  call  upon  the  people 
to  make  restitution  of  all  the  frauds  and  falsehoods,  not  of  their 
whole  lives,  but  of  the  forty  days  previous  1  Do  you  not  see  the 
evils  which  would  result  J^ 

*  No,  I  do  not.' 

'  Then,  Madam,  have  a  little  patience  with  me,  and  I  vnll  show 
you  a  few  examples,  which  would  doubtless  be  but  a  specimen  of 
all  the  others.  It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  scenes  which 
any  real  efibrt  made  bv  the  people  of  Babylon  to  make  restitution 
would  give  rise  to.  The  hopelessness  of  the  quack  to  restore  to  his 
numerous  patrons  the  money  paid  for  the  '  Pills  of  Life,' '  Pana- 
ceas,' and  '  Catholicons,'  all  which,  he  well  knew,  possessed  in 
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themselves  none  of  the  virtues  ascribed  to  them,  would  be  but  a 
type  of  thousands  of  the  vendors  of  this  city.  But  let  us  suppose 
a  scene  in  Change  Alley.  The  last  week  of  the  forty  days  has  now 
come.  In  the  mean  time,  it  may  well  be  supposed,  those  who  relied  on 
the  *  Repoits  of  the  Learned  Societies  on  the  Aspects  of  the  Heavens,' 
(and  which  would  doubtless  be  just  such  as  would  best  quiet  the  anx- 
ieties of  the  people,  and  best  please  those  who  had  no  wish  to  dis- 
gorge their  gains,)  with  the  timorous,  had  long  since  been  at  work 
squaring  up  their  accounts;  families  long  separated  had  become 
reconciled ;  unions  which  had  been  postponed  too  long  would  be 
solemnized,  and  the  churches  would  be  well  filled  about  those  days ; 
but  in  the  higher  ranks,  where  these  restitutions  would  become  no- 
torieties, and  whose  members  would  be  ashamed  to  follow  the  ex- 
ample of  the  vulgar,  there  would  be  no  one  to  break  ground  in  this 
strange  work ;  and  of  all  the  places,  we  may  well  believe,  which 
would  show  signs  of  restitution.  Change  Alley  would  be  the  last. 
But  doubtless  there  would  be  strange  perplexities  in  '  the  street  as 
they  saw  this  strange  hairy  Prophet,  and  heard  him  exclaim  in  their 
ears,  '  Wo !  wo !'  and  denounce  them  as  they  were  once  before  de- 
nounced, when  turned  out  of  the  Temple.' 

'And  the  last  week  has  come.  The  Honorable  Board  meets  ;  the 
fancies  are  flat ;  state  stocks  sinking  below  the  sales  of  the  day  be- 
fore ;  and  city  stocks  dead  on  the  hands  of  holders.  No  business  is 
done,  and  there  they  sit  in  silence.  Those  who  twenty  days  before 
were  loudest  in  saying  '  The  old  prophet  was  a  humbug  !'  — 'the 
sword  in  the  sky  is  only  the  tail  of  a  comet !'  would  now  be  heard  to 
whisper  their  hopes  that  it  would  be  so.  At  length  the  words  of  Job 
would  be  found  to  be  true  :  '  All  that  a  man  hath  will  he  give  for  his 
life  ;'  and  Jacob  or  a  Joseph  would  rise  and  stfy, '  I  am  ready  to 
make  restitution  of  all  my  monied  transactions,  within  the  last  fcHrty 
days.'  We  may  suppose  the  dismay  which  would  follow,  and  the 
sad,  silent  and  slow  movements  of  the  several  members  as  they  rose 
to  make  a  like  avowal ;  but  then  how  to  ascertain  the  true  amounts 
to  be  exchanged  or  paid  over !  The  difficulties  in  the  way  of  making 
an  equation  and  settlement  of  their  several  comerings  and  ham- 
merings of  stock  would  be  found  insurmountable,  and  on  the  last 
of  the  forty  days  they  would  sit  like  poor  culprits  under  the  gallows, 
awaiting  the  fatal  drop  which  was  to  land  them  in  a  future  state. 

*  I  will  give  you  a  scene  which  might  very  likely  take  place  among 
these  very  friends  of  yoursi  Mrs.  Trijjjpe,  finding  the  Board  of 
Brokers  giving  way  to  the  panic,  will  have  doubtless  recalled  to  her 
mind  some  shrewd  and  palpable  hit  which  she  has  placed  upon  the 
tender  reputation  of  Mrs.  Van  Tronipe  and  her  daughters.  She 
sets  out  upon  the  painful  pilgrimage  of  restitution ;  and  first  she 
goes  to  Mrs.  Van  Tromp's.  She  need  not  feign  any  grief;  that,  in 
such  a  case,  would  be  natural  enoUgh,  and  it  may  be  Mrs.  Van 
Trompe  had  the  same  design  of  acknowledging  lier  sins  against 
Mrs.  Trippe.  They  meet,  and  in  tears  embrace  each  other,  each 
anxious  to  save  her  life  by  a  full  confession. 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Van  Trompe,  I  am  pained  to  confess  I  have  sin- 
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ned  against  you,  by  speaking  of  you  in  a  way  which  I  now  see  to 
be  very  wrong'indeea.'  *  Dear  Mrs.  Trippe,  do  n't  say  this  to  me  ; 
it  is  I  who  must  come  to  you  with  such  sad  disclosures.'  '  But  I 
must  be  permitted  to  tell  you.  I  have  said,  indeed  I  have,  many 
things  I  wish  I  had  not ;  and  so,  to  begin,  I  have  said  that  you  wore 
false  hair.'  *  And  I  do,  and  so  do  you-,  go  on ;'  •  and  false  teeth ;' 
'  that's  false.'  And  hearing  of  Jack  Musard's  attentions  to  Katrine, 
I  hinted  to  him  that  he  had  bCtter  wait  a  while  and  she  would  not  be 
BO  very  corpulent.'  *  You  did,  indeed  !'  *  Yes,  indeed  I  did,  and  I 
come  to  make  restitution  to  you  first  of  all.'  '  Well,  Madam,  I  too 
have  a  small  matter  of  the  sort  to  settle  with  you,  and  I  too  must 
confess  I  have  not  been  much  behind  with  you,  though  I  never  could 
have  believed  it  possible  that  even  your  malice  could  have  reached 
such  a  height  as  this.'  '  Pray  what  have  you  done  to  me  ?'  *  It  is 
indeed  but  a  trifle  in  the  comparison  —  a  mere  nothing ;  but  I  too 
must  make  you  restitution,  and  here  it  is.  You  know  Mr.  Winter- 
bottom  has  had  some  little  liking  for  your  divine  Adela,  which  you 
have  fostered  as  best  you  could,  and  with  some  hopes  of  success. 
Now  to  save  him  from  sucli  a  fate  as  a  union  vrith  your  daughter,  I 
have  told  him  in  all  the  confidence  of  friendship,  within  the  last  forty 
days,  that  the  recent  attack  of  erysipilas  which  you  know  kept  her 
to  her  room  for  a  fortnight,  was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  scrofula.' 
Now,  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  what  would  be  the  result  of  such  a  course  of 
restitution  1  Why  these  ladies  would  in  all  probability,  after  mutual 
recriminations,  fly  at  each  other's  faces,  despoil  each  other  of  their 
caps  and  hair,  true  or  false,  and  as  in  the  night  when  the  first-boiii  of 
Egypt  were  slain,  *  there  was  a  great  cry  in  Egypt,  for  there  was  not 
a  house  where  there  was  not  one  dead,'  so  it  would  be  told,  'there 
was  not  a  house  in  Babylon,  where  there  was  not  one  or  more  such 
conflicts,  with  all  their  attendant  cries  and  shrieks.'  No,  dear  Mrs. 
Smith,  do  n't  think  restitution  as  among  the  things  desirable,  if  it 
were  possible.' 

*  You  have  indeed  shown  it  a  work  of  greater  difliculty  and  haz- 
ard than  I  had  conceived  it  could  be.  Alas !  I  have  been  bom 
into  this  world  some  centuries  too  soon.  I  do  hope  the  time  vdll 
yet  come  when  all  the  dreams  of  poets  and  prophets  will  be  real- 
ized, and  when  sin  and  slavery  vnll  be  remembered  no  more  for- 
ever.' 

'  And  do  you  deem  sin  and  slavery  to  be  so  closely  linked  to- 
gether 1' 

'  Yes,  to  me  they  seem  inseparable ;  and  I  never  read  of  the  ac- 
knowledgments made  by  slaveholders  of  its  '  being  a  social,  political 
and  moral  evil,'*  without  a  feeling  that  by  such  confessions  they  are 
'  laying  a  flattering  unction  to  their  souls,'  and  like  so  many  oi  our 
Christians  in  Babylon,  deem  themselves  absolved  from  their  sins,  be- 
cause they  have  made  a  penitent  and  full  confession  of  its  magnitude.' 

*  Are  you  not  too  severe  upon  these  holders  of  slaves  ?  They  were 
bom  to  their  inheritance,  and  it  is  a  matter  of  self-preservation  to 
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retain  their  relations  to  them  in  tact.  I  have '  thought  they  made 
some  mistakes  in  their  methods  of  management,  and  feel  assured  I 
could  make  them  many  valuable  suggestions,  arising  from  my  own 
experience.' 

'  Is  it  possible  that  I  have  been  talking  to  a  slaye-holder,  and  all 
this  while  took  you  for  a  clergyman  of  some  sort !'  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Smith,  in  a  tone  of  painful  astonishment. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  seemed  somewhat  staggered  at  the  earn- 
estness of  the  lady's  exclamation,  but  soon  recovered  his  self-pos- 
session, and  with  an  air  of  extreme  frankness,  and  a  smile  which 
gi'eatly  prepossessed  Mrs.  Smith  in  fieivor  of  any  apology  he  had  to 
make  for  himself,  he  commenced : 

'  I  assure  you,  my  dear  Madam,  such  is  the  course  of  treatment  to 
which  my  slaves  are  subjected,  so  paternal  are  the  relations  which 
subsist  between  us,  that  my  enemies  have  sometimes  had  the  candor 
to  call  them  '  my  children,'  and  to  speak  of  me  '  as  their  fother.' 
And  can  that  be  called  servitude  which  is  freely  rendered  and  de- 
lighted in  V 

'And  do  your  slaves  never  run  awayl'  inquired  Mrs.  Smith, 
earnestly. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  was  again  for  an  instcmt  embarrassed  by 
the  directness  of  her  inquiry,  but  with  an  amused  smile,  replied  : 

'  The  truth  is,  my  dear  Madam,  I  do  have  now  and  then  a  slave 
who  pines  for  his  native  home,  and  who  seeks  his  liberty ;  and  in  all 
such  cases,  if  I  cannot  make  my  service  agreeable  to  lum,  I  let  him 
go  where  he  pleases.  What  can  be  more  fair  than  this  1  No  abo- 
litionist could  ask  for  more.' 

'  Nothing,  surely,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith  ;  '  but  what  are  the  means 
you  adopt  to  detain  them  1  This  I  must  know  before  I  can  give  a  just 
judgment  in  the  case.' 

'  Well,  Madam,  if  the  disaffected  is  a  young  girl,  as  is  often  the 
case,  my  overseers,  who  are  very  numerous,  seek  out  for.  her  some 
attractive  and  fond  lover,  and  so  fill  up  the  vacancy  in  her  heart, 
which  is  the  cause  of  all  this  discontent ;  and  if  she  has  a  lover,  he 
excites  some  young  girl,  perhaps  prettier  than  herself,  to  detach  him 
from  her,  and  this  gives  the  mind  all  the  occupation  that  is  needed 
in  the  case  ;  or  sometimes  a  new  play,  or  a  new  dress,  answers  the 
purpose  just  as  effectively,  so  that  lovers  are  the  last  thing  resorted 
to  by  my  agents.' 

'  But  should  she  be  married  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  Why  then  the  case  is  the  more  difficult ;  but  I  have  found  a  new 
house  very  efficacious ;  or  if  she  have  a  good  house,  new  furniture ; 
and  if  she  has  these  already,  then  it  answers  a  good  purpose  to  put 
up  some  of  her  neighbors  to  outshine  her ;  to  leave  her  out  of  a 
party,  or  to  get  up  up  a  little  scandal  about  her  husband  or  herself.' 

<  Well,  that  is  the  querest  of  all  methods  of  making  people  con- 
tented !' 

'  It  does  excellently  well,  I  assure  you,  for  whatever  fills  up  the 
mind  has  the  effect  of  expelling  all  this  nostalgia^  which  is  the  only 
source  of  disaflbction  I  have  to  contend  with.    Marrying  their  chil- 
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dren  well,  is  another  very  good  plan,  and  gives  them  pleasant  occu- 

Sation  while  it  lasts,  and  after  a  certain  period  of  life  they  never 
esire  to  leave  their  present  modes  of  life  and  occupation.' 
'  With  my  male  slaves  my  course  is  somewhat  different,  as  you  may 
well  suppose,  but  I  find  means  just  as  efficacious  to  win  them  to  my 
service.' 

'  What  is  this  certain  period  of  life,  of  which  you  speak  V 

*  I  deem  all  who  have  passed  the  age  of  thirty-five  as  tolerably 
safe ;  but  after  fifty,  it  is  very  rare  indeed  for  them  ever  to  desert  me. 
All  the  inducements  which  the  abolitionists  are  able  to  present, 
either  orally,  or  by  their  tracts,  lose  all  power  over  them,  and  their 
habits  then  become  confirmed ;  and  their  duties  to  me  are  so  light  and 
easy,  that  they  have  no  inquietudes,  and  so  become  very  grave  and 
dutiftil  slaves  in  all  time  to  come.' 

*  Permit  me  to  inquire  how  you  employ  all  these  slaves  of  yours  V 
asked  the  lady,  whose  good  opinion  for  the  Gentleman  in  Black 
was  evidently  returning,  which  was  evidenced  by  the  tones  of  kind- 
ness in  which  the  question  was  asked. 

'  Here,  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  is  the  great  secret  of  my  success.  In  con- 
nexion with  their  entire  freedom  of  religious  opinions,  I  give  full 
and  free  license  to  all  my  slaves,  young  and  old,  men  and  women, 
to  do  just  what  pleased  them  best,  leaving  to  my  overseers,  under 
my  general  supervision,  to  combine  their  several  employments  for 
the  advancement  of  my  own  especial  interests.' 

'  Indeed  !  then  you  have  in  fact  put  into  successful  operation  the 
idesl  Phalanaces  of  Fourier,  which  have  been  so  often  attempted  and 
failed,  not,  't  is  said,  because  there  is  any  imperfection  in  his  theory, 
but  because  attempted  by  those  but  partially  acquainted  vrith  his 
system,  and  which  every  new  association  that  is  formed  think  they 
can  mend.' 

The  Grentleman  in  Black  smiled  very  sweetly,  and  with  an  air  of 
the  extremest  modesty,  said :  '  I  fear,  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  you  will  think 
me  somewhat  arrogant  and  vain,  if  I  should  venture  to  say  that  I 
believe  Fourier  has  taken  some  of  his  ideas  from  me,  and  that  his 
system  is,  substantially,  my  own  ;  though  if  I  said  this  to  the  world, 
I  should  doubtless  be  challenged  on  all  sides,  and  I  am  the  more 
diffident,  inasmuch  as  Mr.  Robert  Owen  is  in  the  field  before  me, 
who  assured  me  in  person,  that  Fourier  never  knew  why  a  PhUan- 
stery  should  consist  of  two  thousand  rather  than  any  other  number, 
till  he  told  him  the  reason. 

'  And  why  two  thousand  ]  I  'm  sure  I  do  n't  know,  though  I 
have  a  great  deal  of  'associations,'  'harmonies  of  nbture,'  and  indus- 
try, and  '  phalanxes,'  talked  into  me  by  many  of  my  fair  friends,  who 
seem  bent  on  regenerating  the  world.' 

The  Grentleman  in  Black  looked  inquiringly  into  the  face  of  Mis. 
Smith,  but  it  was  radiant  with  spirit  and  innocence,  alive  only  to 
the  interest  she  took  in  the  discussion.  He  continued  :  '  It  has  been 
deemed  a  great  discovery,  which  Fourier  claims  to  be  peculiarly 
his  own,  though  in  this,  as  in  all  such  questions,  there  are  hundreds 
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who  have  in  ceDturies  past  had  their  '  Republics/  their  '  Utopias/ 
and  '  Oceanas/  by  which  the  world  was  to  be  perfected,  and  all  sin 
and  misery  annihilated,  when  the  days  of  Paradise  are  to  be  re- 
newed, and  the  face  of  the  earth  again  to  blossom  a^d  bloom  like 
the  Garden  of  Eden ;  and  Fourier  has  gone  yet  &rther,  for  he  sug- 
gests, that  the  aromas  arising  from  the  earth  being  condensed  in 
accordance  with  the  action  of  certain  laws,  would  gradually  form 
beautiful  planes  or  rings,  which  would  add  to  the  beauty  of  our 
skies,  like  those  of  Saturn,  and  that  the  Aurora  Borealu  would  be- 
come what  he  styles  a  Boreal  doumf  of  such  intensity  as  to  rescue 
the  circum-polar  regions  from  their  graves  of  ice,  and  warm  theiQ 
into  life  ana  vegetation.' 

*  Well,  it  is  a  beautiful  conception,  and  I  wish  it  may  be  true.' 

'  That  the  world  is  to  be  regenerated  and  redeemed,  I  also  believe; 
though  the  way  of  attaining  this  grand  result  may  not  be  in  the  way 
projected  by  these  Socialists.' 

'  I  have  ever  felt  much  interest  and  sympathy  in  every  plan  which 
contemplates  a  higher  degree  of  civilization,  and  an  advance  in 
human  happiness,  though  I  must  confess  I  never  could  see  how  the 
conflicting  passions  of  men  and  women,  and  the  desire  of  persoBal 
aggrandizement,  could  ever  be  subverted,  or  so  directed  as  to  ac- 
complish these  desirable  ends.  And  now,*  will  you  tell  me  more  of 
your  methods  of  managing  your  slaves,  in  accordance  with  the 
system  of  leaving  every  one  to  do  just  what  pleases  him  or  her 
best  V 

'  This,  Madam,  as  I  have  before  said,  is  the  secret  of  my  success 
and  of  their  failures ;  but  in  my  system  I  have  been  all  the  while 
directing  their  energies  secretly  and  silently ;  but  with  these  Social 
communities  there  has  been  no  such  controlling  intellect.  The  sys- 
tem of  '  Unitary  Ajuodalions*  even  on  paper,  has  had  its  difficulties, 
even  before  being  reduced  to  experiment ;  for  when  asked, '  In  this 
system  of  every  one  doing  only  what  they  pleased,  who  loouldjdeaMe  to 
do  the  dirty  work,  and  act  as  the  scavengers  V  they  were  as  effectively 
nonplussed  as  a  distinguished  senator^  in  the  height  of  the  year  of 
nullification,  when  conversing  with  an  old  statesman  from  the  North, 
who  chanced  to  be  in  the  senate-chamber  at  the  time,  and  to  whom 
he  was  showing  the  feasibility  of  his  plan  of  a  separate  republic,  by 
the  inquiry,  *  Wher^  will  you  go  for  your  stevedores  ?'  Now  this  was 
a  class  of  operatives  the  Gentleman  Planter  had  never  heard  of; 
and  the  old  gentleman  assured  him  of  the  pleasure  which  it  gave 
him  to  know  that  there  was  one  class  of  laborers  which  the  new  re- 
public must  import  from  their  Northern  neighbors ;  one  point  of 
dependence  yet  existing;  one  strand  of  the  cable  which  yet  held 
the  states  together ;'  but  in  the  case  of  the  Fourierists,  this  enig- 
matical question,  '  Who  would  please  to  act  as  their  scavengers  V  was 
solved  by  assigning  these  arduous  and  unpleasant  duties  to  their 
little  children.' 

*  To  their  little  children  !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith,  in  a  tone  which 
spoke  her  utter  abhorrence  at  the  thought. 
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'  Yes,  Madam,  to  their  children,  in  whom  they  assumed  to  have 
discovered  a  proclivity  for  such  pursuits.'* 

*  And  where  are  the  mothers  to  be  found  who  would  consent  that 
their  children  should  be  so  employed  1  —  even  if  there  were  such  de- 
grading and  disgusting  tendencies  in  their  natures,  and  which  seems 
to  me  to  be  a  poor  beginning  of  a  system  which  seeks  to  attain  the 
perfectibility  of  human  nature.' 

'  The  theory,  Madam,  merges  the  individual  affection  in  those  of 
the  phalanx ;  so  that  the  present  relations  are  to  be  subverted,  and 
the  sympathies  of  parent  and  child  are  to  be  lost  in  the  general 
good.'t 

'  But  can  this,  by  any  course  of  change  in  the  conditions  of  so- 
ciety, be  attained  ]' 

*  It  is  very  confidently  predicted  that  it  can  be  and  will  be.' 

*  But  even  if  it  were  possible,  is  it  desirable  V 

*  That  is  a  question  which  presents  the  gut  of  the  whole  theory. 
The  Socialists  deem  it  both  desirable  and  attainable  ;  and  the  only 
way  in  which  the  present  conditions  of  society,  which  they  hold 
with  HoBBES  to  be  a  state  of  warfare,  in  which  each  one  seeks  his 
own  good  at  the  cost  of  his  neighbor,  and  that  the  range  of  injury 
is  graduated  by  the  differences  which  exist  in  the  several  states  of 
individuals  as  to  poverty  and  wealth ;  and  the  higher  the  scale  of 
civilization,  the  wider  the  circle  of  objects  over  which  this  principle 
of  hostility,  subversion,  and  injury  extends.' 

'  Indeed,  I  fear  there  is  some  truth  in  this  representation  of  so- 
ciety as  it  now  is  ;  but  I  can  't  conceive  how  the  world  is  to  be  reno- 
vated by  the  sacrifice  of  the  relation  of  parent  and  child  ;  indeed, 
it  is  to  me  inconceivable  how  a  mother  can  consent  to  unite  herself 
to  such  an  association,  or  relinquish  for  a  day  the  care  of  her  chil- 
dren to  groups  of  nurses,  even  if  they  were  angels.' 

*  My  dear  Madam,. children  are  very  pretty  in  pictures,  but  are 
often  found  to  be  sad  realities  in  living  life.' 

'Heavens  !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith,  with  an  emotion  which  suf- 
fused her  eyes  in  tears,  •  how  gladly  would  I  sacrifice  all  the  splen- 
dor which  surrounds  me,  to  be  possessed  of  but  one  beautiful  and 
healthy  infant!' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  was  touched  ;  a  smile  of  tenderness  and 
benevolence  for  an  instant  lit  up  his  face  and  eyes,  which  made  him 
look  as  though  transfigured  into  an  angel  of  light;  but  it  soon  passed 
away,  and  the  cold,  calm  look,  which  was  sometimes  dark  and  sin- 
ister, resumed  its  place. 

*  'In  the  ffardem  they  (the  little  children)  will  grnh  up  the  nozioiu  weedi,  in  the  kitchen  they 
will  turn  the  little  •pits,  shell  peat,  sort  the  fruit,  wash  the  plates,  etc.'— Godwin. 

t '  Plato,  in  hia  *  Republic,'  says :  'Let  the  women  be  held  in  common,  let  the  children  be  in  com- 
Bon.'  This,  However,  is  not  adopted  yet  by  the  Socialists.  They,  however,  teach :  *ln  ffenerml  we 
think  it  would  be  found  that  the  groups  of  nurses  so  excellent,  the  public  halls  so  well  adM>ted  to 
kealth,  and  the  advantages  every  way  so  decided,  that  the  larger  part  of  the  women  would  of  choice 
leave  their  children  to  the  education  of  the  proper  groups,  in  which,  doubtless,  the  mother  would  be 
herself  enrolled;'  and  to  show  the  fallacy  of  this  last  part  of  the  sentence,  and  that  it  is  thrown  in 
merely  aa  a  make-weight,  the  author  on  the  same  page  teaches :  *The  number  of  women  neceaaary 
to  the  care  of  young  children  being  limited,  naXwt  has  given  the  inclination  of  that  kind  of  occupa- 
tion to  a  few  only.'  '  It  would  be  easy  to  assure  ourselves  that  this  was  the  ca^e,  if  the  spirit  of  our 
preaeat  society  did  not  oblige  women  to  diasimulate  and  fisign  taatea  that  we  often  oppoeiu  to  their 
very  orfaaixatioD.' — OoDwur. 
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Baavs  Fihn  of  the  Northland,  renown^  in  stofy. 
Sat  high  at  the  Yule-feast»  ui  his  locks  thin  and  hoary : 
Deep  runes  carved  in  fight  on  his  hioad  brow  he  beareth, 
And  the  Arm  of  the  Lightning  is  the  good  sword  he  weareth. 

And  late  flowed  the  banquet  by  the  toreh-fires  upUazing, 
While  the  Skalds  smote  their  high  ham,  their  loud  songs  npraisiiig: 
Pushed  the  chief  back  the  goblet ;  <  Ho !  heard  ye  my  Norsemen? 
There  went  sounds  on  the  night-wind,  a  tramp,  as  of  horsemen !' 

Down  rang  the  drained  mead-cups,  the  grasped  aword-hilts  rattle, 
Bounds  each  knight  like  a  war-hozse  that  afar  scents  the  battle ; 
And  forth  from  its  scabbard  each  quick  blade  is  bright'ning,     , 
As  forth  from  the  storm-cloud  leaps  and  flashes  the  lightning. 

Spake  the  chief:  *  In  the  shade  now  tall  forms  are  advancing. 
And  their  wan  hands  like  snow-flakes  in  the  moon-light  are  glandBg; 
They  beckon,  they  whisper,  *  Oh  !  strong-armed  in  valor, 
The  pale  guests  await  thee — mead  foams  in  Valhalla  I* 

When  the  snow  mel^  in  spring-time  from  earth,  who  bewails  it  "i 
When  the  Valkyries  beckon,  man  must  die  —  what  avails  it! 
I  am  bowed  low  with  years,  like  a  fruit-tree  o'erladen. 
But  a  death  on  the  straw-conch  were  a  death  for  a  maiden. 

Bring  hither  my  helmet,  in  the  torchlight  that' glances. 
And  my  shield  that  hath  borne  back  in  fight  the  strong  lances ; 
Thus  may  Death,  that  eluded  where  a  warrior  would  greet  him. 
Find  me  armed  by  the  heaith-stone,  and  ready  to  meet  him.' 

When  in  the  Hereafter  the  tongue  of  the  foeman 

Tells  that  Finn  by  the  fireside  died  the  death  of  a  woman ; 

Like  his  steed  in  the  manger  awaiting  the  slayer,* 

Ye  shall  say  how  I  fearlessly  met  the  betrayer.' 

{if  ow,  while  o*er  his  white  beard  the  life-tide  is  bright'ning, 
As  his  death-runes  he  carveth  with  the  Arm  of  the  Ughtning, 
He  lifts  high  the  goblet,  and  boldly  and  proudly, 
*  A  health  to  the  Northland !'  he  quaffbth  full  loudly. 

Sleeps  Finn  in  his  cold  tomb ;  rests  his  war-steed  beside  him ; 
Ne'er  agam  'mong  the  thick  spears  may  the  pale  chieftain  guide  him : 
And  the  Skalds  sweep  their  high  haips  to  the  Strong- Armwi  in  Valor, 
While  his  shade  o'er  the  rainbow  passes  on  to  ValhaUa. 

*  Tsa  Scandiaavlui,  lik«  thm  Seytbten,  bIsw  and  baitod  bU  stsad  Ia  the  tonb  wlfti  the  dead  9tiA 
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PLAIN  SPEAKING  BY  A  PLAIN  PHILOSOPHER. 


TBOOaHTB    OX     LATBaT     ■SA.T. 


TO    THE     EDITOR     OF     THE     XN I C  EE  RBOCEB  Ri 

Sir  :  1  had  an  opportunity  a  short  time  since  of  witnessing  an 
interesting  exhibition  at  the  School  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute.  It 
happened  to  be  the  visiting-day  of  the  school  committee  ;  and  the 
chairman,  it  seems,  on  such  occasions  addresses  the  pupils  upon 
some  abstract  theme  of  science,  in  what  he  calls  *  a  simple  manner.' 
I  shrewdly  suspected,  however,  that  this  '  simple  manner'  was  in- 
tended for  the  adults  present  as  well  as  for  the  children ;  but  whe- 
ther intended  for  one  or  for  both,  I  was  so  pleased  with  his  familiar 
illustrations  of  Latent  Heat^  that  I  thought  them  worthy  a  place  in 
the  Knickbrbocker,  and  I  proceed  therefore  to  transcribe  them  from 
a  few  roueh  notes  which  I  made  on  the  occasion. 

'  In  reading,'  said  the  chairman,  in  effect,  *  we  are  often  confused 
by  the  attempts  of  authors  to  show  their  erudition,  rather  than  to 
explain  abstract  facts.  I  shall  therefore  render  my  explanations 
as  simple  as  possible ;  and  to  those  who  do  not  already  understand 
what  is  meant  by  Latent  Heat,  the  simplicity  of  manner  will  not  I 
hope  prove  objectionable.  The  instrument  called  the  thermometer 
is  used  as  a  measurer  of  heat,  but  this  instrument  can  only  be 
applied  to  measure  present  heat ;  it  cannot  measure  latent  heat. 
Latent  Heat,  as  its  name  implies,  is  not  sensible  to  the  touch,  nor  is 
it  available  for  any  chemical  or  mechanical  purpose  ;  and  we  require 
the  aid  of  Natural  Philosophy  even  to  prove  its  existence.  Its  pre- 
sence cannot  be  elucidated  without  distmctly  changfng  its  character 
and  condition. 

To  explain  in  what  manner  the  existence  of  latent  heat  may  be 
proved,  it  is  only  necessary  to  say,  that  substances  contain  heat  in 
proportion  to  their  bulk,  without  any  reference  to  their  weight. 
Thus,  if  ten  cubic  inches  of  air  be  compressed  to  the  half  of  one 
cubic  inch,  it  becomes  red  hot  thereby.  The  concussion  pocket- 
light  used  some  twenty  years  since,  being  a  small  cylinder,  closed 
at  its  lower  end,  and  fitted  with  a  piston,  in  which  is  inserted  a  small 
piece  of  punk,  affords  a  light  by  forcing  down  the  piston ;  the  air 
which  is  elastic,  is  compressed  to  one  hundredth  of  its  natural  bulk ; 
and  the  latent  heat  contained  in  the  ninety*nine  hundredths  com- 
pressed, becomes  present  heat  in  the  one  hundredth  of  the  bulk  re-> 
maining,  rendering  it  red  hot,  and  setting  fire  to  the  punk.  When 
the  piston  is  again  withdrawn,  so  that  the  air  expands,  if  done  slowly, 
the  punk  goes  out ;  because  the  dapacity  for  receiving  heat,  as  latent, 
is  again  renewed,  and  it  robs  it  from  the  nearest  hot  object,  the 
punk ;  but  if  suddenly  withdrawn,  the  punk  remains  on  fire,  and  the 
air  is  compelled,  on  re^xpanding,  to  get  its  supply  of  latent  heat 
from  other  surrounding  objects. 
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'  A  similar  phenomena  is  observable  in  the  manner  in  which  a 
country  blacksmith  lights  his  fire.  He  takes  a  piece  of  cold  iron, 
which  we  suppose  to  measure  a  cubic  inch,  and  hammers  it  rapidly 
on  his  anvil,  until  he  compresses  the  particles  so  as  to  measure  but 
ninety-nine  hundredths  of  a  cubic  inch.  Thus  the  latent  heat  of 
the  one-hundredth  compressed,  becomes  present  heat  to  the  ninety- 
nine  hundredth  remaining ;  and  it  is  when  thus  hot  that  he  ignites  a 
match  with  which  he  lights  his  fire. 

'  The  Indian  performs  a  similar  operation,  when  by  the  rubbing 
of  two  pieces  of  wood  on  each  other  he  causes  them  to  take  fire. 
The  sample  theory  of  their  operation  is,  that  if  we  examine  the  sur- 
face of  the  wood  with  a  powerful  microscope,  we  find  it  to  contain 
millions  of  infinitesimal  cells.  All  these  cells  are  filled  with  globules 
of  air ;  and  at  each  rubbing,  each  globule  gives  out  its  latent  heat, 
which  heat  is  received  by  the  wood,  and  each  cell  re-fills  with  a  new 
portion  of  air,  which  at  the  next  rub  gives  out  iU  portion  ;  and  thus 
the  accumulation  of  these  quantities  of  heat  causes  the  wood  to 
take  fire ;  proving  that  latent  heat  becomes  present  whenever  you 
rob  it  of  its  sleeping-place.  The  grinding  of  a  knife  on  a  grind- 
stone, and  the  consequent  stream  of  fire,  is  due  to  the  compression  of 
the  ultimate  particles  of  metal,  abraded  from  the  knife,  the  com- 
pression of  which  particles  causes  sufficient  of  the  latent  heat  of  the 
metal  to  become  present  heat,  to  render  the  infinitesimal  portions  red 
hot,  and  consequently  visible.  So  great  was  the  liberation  of  latent 
heat  in  Ericcsson's  caloric  engine  that  the  cylinder  was  melted  and 
the  machine  thereby  rendered  useless. 

'  Some  substances  are  capable  of  receiving  present  heat,  and '  put- 
ting it  to  sleep,'  or  rendering  it  latent.  Ice  registers  thirty-two  de- 
grees by  the  thermometer ;  and  if  a  vessel  filled  with  ice  be  placed 
over  a  fire  until  it  be  melted,  it  will  still  register  thirty-two  degrees.  If 
a  similar  quantity  of  fuel  to  that  used  to  melt  this  ice  to  water  be  burn- 
ed under  it  after  it  is  water,  it  will  raise  it  to  two  hundred  and  twelve 
degrees,  or  cause  it  to  boil.  The  question  naturally  occurs,  what  be- 
came of  the  first  quantity  of  heat  liberated  from  the  first  charge  of 
wood  burned  ?  The  answer  is  simply,  it  was  absorbed  by  the  ice  as  it 
expanded  in  becoming  water ;  and  will  be  given  out  again  whenever 
the  same  portion  of  water  be  re-converted  into  ice. 

'  When  two  fluids  of  different  specific  gravities  are  mixed  together, 
they  will  not  make  the  bulk  of  both,  although  they  contain  the  weight 
of  both.  If  sulphuric  acid,  which  is  much  heavier  than  water,  and 
boils  at  six  hundred  and  twenty  decrees  Farenheit,  be  mixed  with 
water  which  will  boil  at  two  hundred  and  twelve  degrees  Farenbeit, 
you  will  have  in  bulk  as  a  result  only  three-quarters  of  the  measure- 
ment of  both.  This  decrease  of  bulk  lessons  the  capacity  of  the 
mass  to  contain  heat ;  and  thus  the  latent  heat  of  the  missing  quar- 
ter becomes  present  heal,  and  is  sensible  to  the  touch.  Sometimes  it 
is  difficult  to  heat  metals  sufficiently  to  cause  them  to  become  fluid 
or  to  melt ;  when  two  metals  of  different  specific  gravities  are  heated 
together,  they  combine,  and  the  latentlieat  given  off,  from  the  conse- 
quent diminution  of  bulk,  assists  to  keep  the  mass  fluid.     Thus 
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platina,  which  cannot  be  melted  by  the  hottest  blast-furnace,  melts 
readily  if  heated  in  contact  with  a  very  minute  portion  of  lead. 

'  Another  class  of  proofs  of  the  existence  of  latent  heat  embraces 
the  facts  connected  with  the  capacities  of  bodies  for  heat,  by  enlarg- 
ing their  bulk ;  for,  from  the  same  course  of  reasoning  that  latent 
becomes  present  heat,  by  diminishing  the  bulk  of  a  body,  present 
heat  will  be  received  and  rendered  latent  by  any  body,  the  bulk  of 
which  is  increased.  If  we  wet  the  head  with  alcohol,  and  then 
fan  it  rapidly,  the  alcohol  becomes  an  aeriform  bpdy,  and  conse- 
quently increases  in  bulk  some  two  thousand  times.  Its  capacity  for 
heat  is  thereby  increased ;  and  it  seizes  it  from  the  nearest  hot  object, 
the  head,  thus  rendering  the  head  cool.  And  in  this  manner  local 
fevers  are  often  removed. 

'  In  the  East  Indies  it  is  common  to  form  ice  by  evaporating  ether 
from  the  surface  of  water.  The  great  increase  of  oulk  from  the 
ether  so  suddenly  robs  the  heat  from  the  water  as  to  render  it  ice. 
This  experiment  can  be  readily  made  in  this  manner  :  Fill  the  bulb 
at  the  lower  end  of  a  thermometer-tube  with  water ;  wrap  tow  on 
the  outside,  then  dip  it  in  ether,  move  it  rapidly  in  the  atmosphere 
for  a  minute,  tear  off  the  tow,  and  the  bulb  will  be  found  to  contain 
a  ball  of  ice.  In  hot  climates  water  is  cooled  for  domestic  use  in 
unglazed  earthen  vessels,  called  *  monkeys.'  They  are  partially 
porous,  and  thus  a  minute  portion  of  the  water  is  continually  oozing 
through  to  the  surface.  If  these  vessels  be  placed  in  a  draft  of  air, 
or  swung  on  the  end  of  a  rope  attached  to  a  tall  tree,  the  evapora- 
tion of  water  from  the  outside  will  abstract  the  heat  from  the  con- 
tents of  the  vessel,  and  render  it  palatably  cool.  Water  in  a  pitcher, 
placed  in  a  window  where  there  is  a  strong  draft  of  air,  and  sur- 
rounded with  a  cloth  kept  continually  wet,  will  become  cool.  A 
'  refreshing  shower'  is  a  very  common  phrase  ;  and  it  arises  from 
the  fact,  that  when  Nature  is  covered  with  a  minute  film  of  water, 
its  evaporation  cools  all  surrounding  objects.' 


hypocrisy:   a    sonnet. 

Thbrb  IB  a  fiend  who  taketh  angel  gaiae, 

And  by  some  dark  Promethean  art  woold  seem 

From  Heaven's  empyrean  throne  to  snatch  a  beam 
Of  holmess,  wherewith  to  dazzle  mortal  eyes ; 
Pure,  like  the  evening  star  of  sommer  skies, 

When  softly  mirrored  on  the  placid  stream. 

His  eye  in  truth  uplit,  one  fain  would  deem, 
With  the  meek  light  of  love ;  and  from  his  tongue 

There  flows  a  silver  tone,  more  glozing  far 
Than  that  which  tempted  Evb  '  the  trees  among.' 

Within  rage,  envy,  malice,  hatred  are  ; 
Unmask  thee,  wretch !  thy  reign  must  cease  ere  long. 

And  on  thy  forehead  let  the  world  descry^ 
Branded  in  fire,  thy  name — Htpocribt  ! 
ir.#.»r*,  Ifoy.  1846.  ^'  ^-  ^'  ^*—"- 


506 


The  Clock  Pedlar.  [Jnne, 


THEi      CLOCK       PBDtAE, 


Bi    J.     iio>:rTWtt.L. 


Solomon  Terrt» 

Dealer  in  elocksi 
Had  met  with  aome  very 
Severe  hard  knocka 
In  the  courw  of  hia  long  and  itinerant  life, 
Havinff  faUed  (to  pay  up)  seyeral  timea  in  the  strife ; 
Yet,  cTeyer  and  neat,  alwaya  fell  on  his  feet, 
And  aroae  a  eonnd  man  after  er'ry  defeat. 
Having  been,  aa  above  I  have  hinted,  imfortnnate, 
And  aa  crediton  will,  at  aach  timea,  be  imporUmate, 

He  stopped  all  their  jaw 

With  the  aid  of  the  law, 
And  (telling  some  friends  what  was  the  design  meant,) 
He  and  hia  lawyer  drew  up  an  assignment 
A  qaeer  little  iwtrument,  that,  by  the  way. 
Describing,  what  debts  one  propoeea  to  pay. 
And  mentioning  who  are  to  suffer  delay : 
That  is,  take  a  promise  at  very  long  day, 
For  twenty  per  cent  of  the  face  of  their  notes, 
Thus  aliiy  dividing  the  sheep  from  the  goats. 

But  now  all  his  troubles 

Have  vanished  like  bubUea ; 
He  *s  a  gentleman,  made  on  the  very  beet  plan. 
Is  rich,  and  of  course  a  *  respectable  man ;' 
Haa  a  house  and  a  farm,  and  much  money  invested. 
Is  deeply  in  rail-roads  and  banka  interested  ;• 
Is  called,  in  his  dealings,  a  very  correct  man, 
la  Deacon  in  church,  imd  what 's  more,  a  Select-man. 
You  M  be  edified  quite  with  his  sanctified  air. 
His  very  mve  face,  and  exceeding  white  hair:     • 
He  is  wefUL  in  the  hams  and  thin  in  the  chest, 
His  years  may  be  sixty — and  that  will  attest 
That  he  *s  well  on  the  road  to  hia  *  haven  of  rest' 

That  blessmg  of  life, 

His  adorable  wife, 
links  to  her  end  of  the  rope  a  great  clatter — 
Forever  it  pours,  like  the  rain,  patter,  patter ; 
And  though  I  ahould  like  the  good  woman  to  flatter, 
Yet  I  'm  forced  to  admit  the  amount  of  her  chatter, 
And  that  it  abounds  with  irrelevant  matter. 

Nobody  but  her 

Could  mutter  and  splutter 
In  a  way  the  weak  nerves  of  her  good  man  to  flutter : 
But  still  the  dear  little  woman  meana  well. 
Though,  obliged  aa  I  am  the  truth  here  to  tell, 

Her  husband  quite  often  has  wished  her  in Well ! 

I  had  like  to  have  said  it !  but  if  you  can  spell, 
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You  may  couple  an  H  with  an  e  double  L  J 

And  though  Tsnar  at  times  was  audibly  praying  it, 

1  think  I  hare  found. 

By  beating  around, 
A  vastly  more  deiicate  method  of  saying  it* 

Now,  Solomon  Terry 

Had  been  making  merry 
Over  a  dinner  of  sausages  savory, 
(Paid  for,  of  course,  from  the  fruito  of  his  knavery,) 
And  turning  cork-down  the  mighty  brown  jug, 
Completed  his  meal  with  a  draught  ftom  the  mug. 
Then  this  •  well-to-do,*  *  worthy,^  '  respectable'  ehap, 
Reseated  himself  for  a  comforting  nap ; 
A  handkerchief  carefully  thrown  over  his  head, 
His  nose  in  the  air,  (the  tip  of  it  red,) 

His  thin  little  slender 

Lej^  up  on  the  fender. 
The  wide-spreading  ends  of  which,  that  is  to  say,  his  toes^ 
Snugly  ensconsced  in  a  pair  of  green  slippers. 
Whose  prows  were  as  sharp  as  a  Baltimore  clipper's, 
While  a  tune  like  a  bugle  began  then  to  play  his  nose. 

He  was  barely  composed. 

And  hardly  had  dosed, 

When  a  thundering  knock. 

Like  a  great  church  clock. 
Came  banging  away  at  the  front  hall-door. 
And  nipped  in  the  bud  an  incipient  snore ; 
And  ere  he  copid  get  from  the  chair  to  the  floor. 
Instead  of  one  knock  there  were  twenty  or  more/ 
Till  they  roUed  on  his  ear  like  a  cataract's  roar. 

He  rose  in  a  hurry. 

His  wits  in  a  flurry, 
Expectmg  tb  find  at  least  half  a  score 
Of  customers  waiting  his  nod  at  the  door  ^ 

So  he  opened  it  wide. 

And  there,  outside. 
Stood  a  single  tall  fellow  of  six  feet  two  ! 
A  burly  young  ciant  he  was  to  the  view. 
Who  only  drawled  out,  through  his  nose,  *  How  d'  ye  6of 
Then  said,  as  he  leisurely  walked  to  the  fire, 
'  Here 's  one  of  the  clocks  that  you  sold  to  me,  'Squire. 
You  do  n't  recollect?    Well,  I  'd  have  you  to  know 
You  warranted  this  here  correctly  to  go ; 
But  at  times  it 's  too  fast,  and  at  times  it 's  too  slow  y 

As  I  bought  it  of  you. 

And  it  do  n't  go  true. 
But  is  up  to  all  sorts  of  fantastical  tricks,  it 
Retunto,  and  won't  suit,  no  way  you  can  fix  it' 

Solomon  Tbrrt 

Was  ui  a  quandary  ^ 
But  ere  he  could  open  his  mouth  to  reply, 

(Of  course  with  a  lie,) 

There  came  rushing  in, 

With  horrible  dm, 
One  after  another,  a  concourse  of  men  ! 
Terrible  fellows !    He  didn't  know  whea 
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He  had  aMn  lutti  a  desperate  vwaged  array, 

And  all  talking  at  once  in  a  shocking  bad  way ; 

While  every  one  bore,  dangling  over  his  shoulder, 

What  made  the  h^art  sink  of  the  frightened  beholder ; 

In  short,  what  gave  him  this  terrible  shock, 

Was  the  fact  that  each  man  brought  with  him  a  clock ! 

Solomon  stared. 

And  stroked  bis  beard. 
And  kidked  like  a  man  most  wofiiUy  scared. 
Such  an  amy  of  clocks  !    <  He  was  n't  prepared 
So  many  demands  to  meet  upon  sight, 
Bntthey  miriit  depend  he  would  make  it  all  right* 

<  No  go !'  no  go ! 
You  do  n't  get  off  so!' 
Clamored  the  crowd,  as  stubborn  as  rocks, 
<  Give  us  the  money,  and  here  an  your  clocks  !* 

Solomon's  senses  began  to  forsake  him, 
A  kind  of  a  dizsiness  seemed  to  o'ettake  him ; 
His  head  swelled  amain,  till  it  doubled  its  sise. 
And  the  top  of  the  room  like  a  dome  did  arise. 
Expanding  the  walls  to  an  amplitude  vast ; 
While  still  as  his  eye  o'er  the  acres  he  cast. 
The  crowd  kept  increasing  still  faster  and  fasL 
Still  mass  upon  mass  came  the  gathering  flock. 
Crying  cot, '  Solomon,  here  is  your  doclc !' 

Benumbed  and  stunned. 

Hopelessly  dunned. 

Still  he  stood  staring. 

Like  maniac  glaring, 
Not  in  his  state  of  bewildennent,  daring 
To  open  his  mouth  to  men  of  such  beanng. 
Sure  never  mortal  had  such  a  strange  set 
Of  clamorous  customers  bearding  hun  yet ; 
Wherever  he  turned  to  get  rid  of  the  noise, 
Up  rose  the  wild  multitudinous  voice, 
*  Do  n't  stand  there,  Solomon,  still  as  a  stock. 
But  give  us  oar  money,  and  here  is  your  dock !' 

Like  a  troubled  ocean, 

Strong  arms  in  motion, 
Swayed  the  clocks  in  the  stirring  air, 

While  the  Deacon's  hair, 

(What  little  was  there,} 
Knae  up  like  quills  o'er  his  forehead  bare. 

Though' scared  and  flustered. 

At  length  he  mustered  - 
Courage  enough  to  harangue  the  cn>wd ; 
And  Immg  hto  tremnlons  voice  afeud, 
Proposed, '  though  indeed  't  would  ruin  him  quite,' 
(Yet  laboring  under  such  bodily  fright. 
And  thinking  this  plan  to  escape  was  the  true  one,) 
'  To  give  in  exchaiife  for  each  time-piece  a  aftw  one !' 

Then  rose  from  earth  to  heaven  a  yell, 
A  shout  prolonged  with  awful  swell ; 
A  shout  that  rent  the  Deacon's  eus, 
And  lent  new  teiran  to  his  feaziw 
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'None  of  your  gammon^ 

Yoa  ciin|rer  to  mammon ! 

Yon  can't  come  the  sham  on 
Tour  victimized  costomera,  Sol.,  any  more  ; 
Every  clock  we  have  here  was  exchanged  once  before ! 
Yon  do  n't  cheat  ns  again !  —  we  are  up  to  your  tricks, 
So  yon  11  find  yoorself  here  in  a  yery  bad  fix: 

And  onlew  you  fork  oyer 

What  keeps  you  in  clover, 
And  pay  ua  in  full  for  these  rascally  *  ticks,' 

We  will  pitch  you  and  tar  yon, 

And  pummel  and  scar  yon, 

And  beat  yon  anew, 

Till  you  turn  black-and-blne, 
And  then  take  your  strong  box — you  clock-selling  Jew !' 

Sudden  before  his  vision  came 

A  something  like  a  sheet  of  flame  ; 

Then  all  the  thousand  clocks  before  Um 

Had  eyes  that  glaiM  and  gloated  o'er  him ; 

The  hands  stretched  out  and  pointed  toward  htm, 

The  weights  so  swelled  one  would  have  floored  him  ; 

While  stalwart  grew  each  hour-marked  figure, 

In  outline  thicker,  taller,  bigger : 

The  whirring  wheels  as  sudden  grew, 

And  round  and  round  gigantic  flew, 

Till  with  a  wondrous  crash,  alike 

They  all  began  at  once  to  strike. 

And  now,  above  the  sounding  din, 
His  wife's  shrill  voice  came  cmming  in, 

With,  < Solomon !  Solomon!  what  is  the  matter?* 

He  fearf ally  groaned  as  he  woke  and  looked  at  her. 

And  with  many  a  deep  intexjectional '  Oh !' 
He  awoke  to  know 

That  a  haid-trotting  Nightmare  had  tronblad  him  so.  ' 

With  trembling  limbs,  and  brow  perspiring. 
In  doubt  if  dead  or  just  expiring, 
He  idly  gazed,  then  ghastly.smiled. 
Then  roUed  his  eyes  in  wonder  wild. 
And  feebly  as  a  helpless  child, 
He  beckoned  his  wife  to  bring  the  jug. 
And  pour  him  out  'just  one  more  mug,' 
To  steady  his  nerves,  and  purge  his  sight, 
And  settle  his  mind  —  for  he  did  n't  fed  right, 
After  such  diabolical  scenes  of  affiight 


Don't  traffic  in- clocks!  or  if  yon  mwt, 
£kideavor  in  all  your  trades  to  be  ju9t. 

But  whatever  you  trade  in. 

Do  n't  be  betrayed  in- 
To  taking  a  nap  after  eating  your  dinner ; 
For  sure  as  you  do,  whether  deacon  or  sinner, 
You  will  have,  if  you  dine  upon  sausage  and  oidar, 
A  nightmare  grim  on  your  chest  tot  a  ridari 
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TWO      DAYS      IN      BAY     CHALEUR. 


OR      A       PKFP      AT      Tril*      COr>-FIMni»UlfT». 

Day-break  in  Bay  Chaleur!  with  the  joyous  light  spreading 
steadily  upward,  and  little  fleecy  clouds  flushing  in  the  rosy  glow ! 
The  morning  watch  is  pacing  the  deck,  whistling  by  snatches  a  mis- 
cellaneous assortment,  not  at  present  to  be  found  in  any  of  our 
music-books,  and  ever  and  anon  casting  an  eye  impatiently  to  the 
eastward. 

*  Lilly-lilly-bul-lero  ;'  *  When  I  went  out  a  gypsying ;'  *  Tra-la-la ;' 
*  Whe-e-w  !'  'Hurrah  !  there  she  comes  at  last,  by  jingo  !  Time, 
indeed,  for  her  confounded  copper-face  to  show  itself,  for  I  've  been 
tramping  the  deck  these  two  hours.     Now  for  it,  boys  : 

*  All  hands !  a-1-1  h-a-a-a-nds  !  I  say,  down  forward  there ;  tumble 
out!' 

Up  comes  the  burly  old  skipper,  rubbing  his  eyes.  *  Come,  boys, 
turn  to,  and  let  's  try  our  luck  once  more.  If  we  do  n"t  do  better 
than  we  did  yesterday,  we  shall  have  to  heave  up  anchor  after  break- 
fast.    What  luck  there,  Sam  V 

And  now  comes  shiny-faced  John,  our  *  doctor,'  [videlicet  the  cook,) 
to  inform  us  that  breakfast  is  ready.  Down  below  we  plunge.  The 
white  sal-seratus  cake  and  the  *  water  bewitched'  are  quickly  de- 
voured, and  up  we  go  again  to  work.  The  fish  are,  however,  *  non 
est  inventus,'  having  plamly  satisfied  themselves  that  cold  iron  and 
cod-line  make  a  mixture  of  rather  indigestible  food. 

The  old  skipper  looks  uneasily  about,  then  goes  forward  and 
takes  a  glance  over  the  bows  ;  then  turns  round  again  :  *  All  hands 
to  heave  up  !' 

And  now  to  the  handspikes.  *  Yo  !  heave  'o  !  Yo !  ho  !  cheerily, 
men !  Hold  on  to  the  cable,  there  ;  do  n't  let  her  slip.  There,  you 
noddy,  stickin'  her  right  out,  you  goose !  Mind  your  p's  and  q's, 
can't  ye  1     Up  fore-s'l  and  jib.     Cheerily  !     That 's  it.' 

And  now  the  skipper  takes  the  helm,  and  the  crew  gather  round, 
stowing  their  corporeals  on  the  quarter-deck  in  such  a  position  as 
will  give  the  greatest  surface  for  the  sun  to  act  upon.  Meanwhile, 
the  *  cap'n,'  after  screwing  the  tobacco-plug  three  times  round  in 
his  mouth,  and  winking  wisely  to  windward,  commences  to  retail 
his  never-failing  stock  of  yams.  Full  of  rough  sea-lore,  pregnant 
with  much  fish- wisdom  are  they ;  concerning  old  war-tricks,  'bloody 
Bony,'  and  infernal  old  ship-masters  ;  also,  how  on  such  a  summer, 
and  such  another,  long  time  ago,  he  got  the  weather- guage  of  Skip- 
per J.,  and  loaded  his  craft  with  mackerel,  when  the  other  could 
not  get  hold  of  the  *  school'  *  any  way  he  could  fix  it.'  And  now 
some  one  chimes  in  with  a  whaling  yam,  or  some  other  tid-bit,  to 
vary '  the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul.'  In  the  mean  time,  the 
'  doctor'  is  causing  the  galley  to  smoke,  and  perchance  relieves  his 
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culinary  labors  by  pounding  away  at  some  shirts  and  other  *  duds' 
th^t  are  smoking  in  the  wash-baiTel. 

*  Here,  C ,  take  the  helm  and  bear  away  for  that  jumbo,  at 

anchor  there  yonder.  He  's  a  Beverly  man,  I  know  by  the  cut  of 
his  try-s'l.' 

And  so  we  walk  up  to  the  'jumbo,'  an  old-time  schooner  with  a 
monstrous  heap  of- quarter-deck,  and  looking  as  if  it  had  lain  in  the 
bay  since  the  days  of  Noah  ;  the  bottom  planks  touched  off  pictu- 
resquely with  abundance  of  grass  and  barnacles.  As  we  approach, 
a  greasy,  comfortable  old  customer  comes  astern  with  his  speaking- 
trumpet  in  hand,  while  his  crew,  a  motley  set,  keep  feeling  their 
lines  and  quizzing  us  over  the  sides. 

*  That 's  it !  keep  right  across  her  stem !'  shouts  our  skipper. 
•  Schooner  ahoy !' 

*  Ahoy !'  « 
•What  luck r 

*Fish  scarce  here.  Been  here  a  week.  Twenty-five  hundred 
fish.' 

*  Blast  it,  boys !  't  won't  do  to  stop  here.  Keep  her  off.  *No 
knowin',  though;  some  of  them  Beverly  men  are  lazy  as  the  d — 1; 
snore  half  the  time,  with  the  cod-line  in  their  hands.  Keep  her 
away !' 

Five  miles  done  ;  that  '1  do,  I  guess.     Down  fore-s'l  and  jib,  and 

over  with  the  mud-hook.     Try  your  lines,  boys.     That 's  it,  C ; 

by  George,  that 's  a  smasher !     Hurrah  !  here  's  another !     Go  it, 

F ;  that 's  your  sort.     Come,  B ,  get  us  some  bait  with 

your  mackerel  jig.     Hurrah  }  I  b'lieve  we  've  all  got  a  bite  at  once ! 

Hold  on  to  him,  F ;  do  n't  let  him  get  the  upper  hand.     A 

couple  of  togas,  I  '11  bet !  Steady !  there  she  comes !  By  the  liv- 
ing jingo,  it 's  a  blue  shark!  All  hands!— gaffs!  Where  's  the 
crowbar  1  Quick ;  knock  him  on  the  head  !  There,  he  's  off — hook 
^and  all !     Cook,  a  hook  !' 

*  Hurrah,  C !  I  should  be  ashamed  to  show  that  fellow,  if  he 

is  a  toga.  (A  toga, .by  the  way,  is  one  of  the  finny  nobility;  a  fish 
of  the  largest  size.)  Why,  he's  all  covered  with  bruises — enough 
to  poison  a  regiment!  Never  mind;  in  with  him — he  '11  weigh 
just  as  much  for  all  that.' 

*  That 's  it ;  haul  'em  in — haul  'em  in  !  We  '11  have  a  back-load 
to-night,  any  way.' 

'Hilloa !'  cries  S ,  one  of  the  shoresmen,  *  who  the  d — 1  has 

got  my  lead  again  ]     You,  F 1     Haul  away  there,  you  sculpin ! 

Slack  up  it  is.     Come,  clear  your  line,  there;  be  lively!     I  've  got 

as  many  as  a  dozen  fish  waitmg  for  me  down  below  here.     D n 

it !  do  n't  be  all  day ;  cut  off  your  lead  if  you  can  't  do  any  better. 
Here  goes  again.' 

And  so  the  fun  goes  on ;  the  cod-lines  humming  in  by  the  '  fool- 
bobbles,'  and  the  scaly  denizens  tumbling  into  the  kids,  of  all  sizes 
in  body,  from  ^ve  feet  down  to  one. 

Supper  over,  now  comes  the  dressing.  The  'throater/  the 
'header,'  the  'splitter,'  take  stations  at  the  speedily-erected  table. 
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As  fast  as  the  fish  are  cut,  and  cleaned,  and  boned,  they  are  thrown 
into  the  hold,  where  the  *  Salter'  gives  them  the  finishing  stroke. 
When  all  is  over,  and  night  has  closed  in,  the  watch  is  set,  and  all 
hands  start  off  *  to  bunk.'  The  solitary  watch  takes  his  hour  upon 
the  deck,  and  with  his  hands  thrust  m  his  jacket-pockets,  hums 
some  such  '  new  music'  as  this  : 

*  Tftx  minstrel  *i  returned  from'the  war,  * 
Uia  spirits  «re  buoyant  at  air; 
And  thus.  OB  his  tuneAil  guitar. 
He  sings  in  the  Ixiwer  of  hit  fair.' 

The  moon  is  dimmed  by  misty  clouds,  and  as  the  night  wears 
away,  the  low  winds  begin  to  rise,  and  murmur  mournfully  through 
the  rigging.     *  A  norther  to-morrow,  lads !' 

The  mom  has  come  at  last,  but  sunless  and  gloomy.  The  rain  is 
driving  over  the  planks  ;  the  winds  commence  to  *  speechify'  over 
head  ;  and  our  little  craft,  in  answer  to  their  elementary  lingo,  rocks 
and  sways  over  the  uneasy  and  tremulous  billows.  The  men,  cast- 
ing an  eye  above,  as  they  turn  out  one  by  one,  wear  a  sulky  look 
upon  the  tip  of  the  nose  and  upon  the  edge  of  the  upper  lip,  indi- 
cative of  a  day  or  two  of  uncomfortable  moisture.  Plash  !  plash ! 
work,  work  away  !  And  now  begin  the  troubles  of  the  day.  Half 
a  dozen  lines  come  up  fouled  together ;  sharesmen  begin  to  swear 
bitterly  :  cross  over  and  console  each  other ;  back  again,  swearing 
with  fresh  energy.  The  wind  and  sea  increase ;  the  spray  flies  over 
the  deck;  the  mackerel  and  bait-barrels,  and  the  'doctor's'  pots 
and  kettles,  begin  to  kick  up  a  row.  '  Hurrah !  here  we  go  it,  right 
and  left,  boys!' 

*  Thank  the  stars  !  the  night  has  come  at  last,  and  the  sooner  we 
get  to  sleep  the  better,  for  it  's  my  second  watch.'  That  '  second 
watch  !' — forever  be  it  anathematized  by  all  fishing-going  people  ! 
Bump  !  bump  !  bump ! — thump !  thump  !  —  whack !  go  the  waves 
against  the  bow-planks  at  pur  heads.  All  at  once  a  shower-bath 
comes  tumbling  down  into  the  forecastle.     Next  comes  the  call : 

'  All  hands !  all  hands  to  heave  up  !  Tumble  up  !  tumble  up,  boys !' 

'  Well,  here  we  are  in  bunk  again,  after  a  good  hour's  sweat ; 
ourselves  well  soaked,  and  the  bed-clothes  more  so.  Blast  all  fish- 
ing, I  say,  and  cod-fishing  in  particular !  By  Jehu !  there  it  is 
again  I  *Reef,  'o !'  We  'd  better  give  up  sleeping  for  to-night,  I 
think.' 

Morning  once  more ;  the  fishermen  at  their  lines.  Rainy,  and 
dreary  enough. 

'George,'  cries  the  skipper,  as  the  bait-tender  catches  certain 
promising  bites  from  his  enterprising  friends,  the  onackerel, '  I  be- 
lieve that  there  are  some  of  these  scamps  about  here.  Come, 
leave  your  cod-ll!ies,  boys,  and  let  's  try  for  some  mackereL  I 
b'lieve  that  there  are  some  about.' 

'  Yes,  here  they  are  !  Be  lively  there  !  be  lively !  Had  n't  more  'n 
ffot  my  jig  over,  'fore  one  grabbed  it.  Snap-oh ! — that 's  your  sort ! 
In  with  'em,  B !     Go  it,  C !     Here  they  come,  with  a 
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rush  !  Keep  the  bait  going,  F  -j — ;  only  do  n't  fling  too  much  at 
a  time.  Oh  !  the  bright-bellied,  steel-barred  little  varmints,  how  I 
love  'em  !  In  with  'em,  right  over  the  fore-finger,  whip-ity-whip  ! 
Ha  !  just  saved  that  fellow ;  had  the  hook  iust  catched  in  the  comer 
of  his  mouth.  Whe-e-w  !  —  thought  I  had  that  chap  !  That 's  it ; 
here  tibey  come,  two  at  a  time.  Mind  your  eyes  down  there  on  the 
main-deck,  or  we  shall  get  our  barrels  filled  first.' 

*  Gracious !  how  the  old  schooner  pitches  into  it,  bows  and  stem  ! 
I  b'lieve  a  rough  sea  gives  the  macKerel  better  appetite,  just  as  it 
does  with  us  humans.' 

'Look  ahead  there  ;  there  's  a  school  of  'em,  as  sure  as  I  'm  a 
living  codder !  Over  with  the  bait —  more,  more  of  it !  Set  the  old 
bait-mill  going.  Tow  'em  along,  if  you  can.  I  say,  all  of  you,  see  that 
your  jigs  are  in  prime  order,  for  if  we  do  get  hold  of  'em,  our  lines 
and  hooks  will  have  to  take  it,  I  guess,  for  a  spell.  Jiere  they 
come !     Ready !' 

*  There  !  by  thunder !  we  've  lost  them,  after  all !  Some  of  them 
infernal  sharks  has  skeered  'em,  and  the  whole  school  is  off  to  wind- 
ward.    Never  mind ;  better  luck  next  time.' 

Now  let  us  take  a  peep  at  the  fisherman's  Sunday.  Aboard  our 
fisherman  the  main  service  of  Sunday  consists  in  washing  and 
mending  stockings,  shirts  and  other  indispensables ;  perfect  liberty 
to  read  the  Bible,  though,  for  any  one  who  chooses. 

*  It 's  very  convenient  to  have  a  Bible  aboard,'  said  S ;  *  every 

vessel  ought  to  carry  a  Bible.  It 's  a  handy  book,  whether  any  one 
reads  it  or  not !' 

Instead. of  prayere,  or  other  religious  services,  our  crew  take  up 
the  time,  otherwise  unemployed,  in  yams  and  general  discussions, 
philosophical,  etc.,  of  which  the  following  may  be  taken  as  a  fair 
specimen.     The  theme  is  the  origin  of  thunder : 

*  Wal,'  says  the  old  skipper,  with  a  sage  look,  gravely  rolling  his 
quid  round  in  his  mouth, '  wal,  I  reckon  all  that  'ere  talk  about  'lec- 
trissety,  and  all  that,  is  fudge.  Any  body  might  'a  knowed  that. 
Now  1  s'pose  the  way  on  't  is  tliis :  you  see,  the  air  gits  into  them 
great  black  clouds,  just  as  it  does  into  those  pigs'-bladders,  such  as 
we  used  to  kick  for  foot-balls.  Wal,  then  the  wind,  when  it  blows^ 
blows  them  yght  up  together,  and  a  tremendous  bus 'tin'  they  make 
on  't.     That 's  the  way  the  thunder  comes.' 

*  But  the  lightnin',  cap'n  V 

'  Wal,  the  lightnin' — ahem  !  Wal,  I  d'  n'  know,  'cept  the  clouds 
strike  fire,  as  it  may  be,  when  they  come  together  so  all-powerful 
hard.  Any  way,  they  gets  the  lightnin'  out  somehow,  and  as  for 
the  thunder,  any  body  can  see  into  that.' 

Sunset.  The  triple  hills  of  old  Buonaventure  rise  lustrous  in  al- 
most transparent  blue  above  the  clear-cut  horizon.  The  sun  is  sink- 
ing gradually  to  his  rest,  and  veils  just  now  his  face  behind  a  cloudy 
mass  of  purple-gray ;  lower  down,  the  flood  of  his  obstructed  rays 
tints  the  sky  with  glowing  golden  yellow,  broken  by  cloudlets  of  in- 
finite tinge ;  crimson  and  purple,  rose  and  scarlet,  deep-blue  and 
warm-gray,  and  the  tender  hue  of  loving  pink ;  while  upon  the  hori- 
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zon-line  which  outflanks  the  last  mountain-islet,  the  black-blue  sea- 
wave  fights  in  vain  undulation  against  the  glorious  light  which  sur- 
mounts it ;  the  scene  where  Day,  in  dying,  puts  forth  his  full  magni- 
ficence in  one  overpowering  struggle. 

See  how  prettily  that  old  Marblehead-man  far  yonder  looms  up  in 
black  against  the  mountain-blue  of  Buonaventure ;  swaying  play- 
fully on  the  billow,  which  perchance,  in  the  lapse  of  a  few  hours, 
comes  swashing  against  the  side  of  our  own  gallant  Polly.  We 
know  the  old  fellow  by  the  cut  of  his  '  try-sail.'  Divers  are  the 
fashions  of  the  fisherman's  try-sail,  each  indicating  some  peculiar 
birth-place.  There  is  the  *  Provincetown,'  the  *  Beverly,'  the  *  Old 
Harwicher,'  each  after  its  own  peculiar  form,  as  dear,  no  doubt, 
and  as  recherche  to  every  individual  skipper,  as  is  the  cut  of  the 
adorable  Blank's  newest  and  best,  to  the  heart  of  the  aspiring  dandy 
of  broadclpth  connoisseurship. 

Fain  would  I  farther  initiate  the  reader  into  the  mysterious  de- 
tails of  cod-and-mackerel-dom ;  but  I  '  can  no  more ;'  and  if  he 
wishes  to  know  more  about  it,  let  him  go  a-fishing  himself!  Let 
me  explain,  however,  that  the  try-sail  above  mentioned  is  a  small 
sail,  under  which  the  crafl  lie-to  when  fishing,  although  sometimes 
a  reefed  main-sail  is  used  instead. 

But  lo  and  behold  !  Night  cometh,  and  in  oui*  bunks  we  gladly 
court  the  favors  of  the  drowsy  god,  as  he  throws  over  our  tired 
limbs  a  comfortable  coverlid.  Swiftly  to  the  sphere  of  dreams  we 
glide !  We  are  in  the  green  fields  once  more.  The  all-penetrating 
smell  of  fish  is  transmuted  by  fairy  magic  to  the  sweet  odor  of  flowers 
and  new-mown  hay.  The  snore  of  our  messmate  in  the  crib  overhead 
is  changed  to  the  laughing,  liquid  tones  of  some  young  Hebe  at 
home.  The  gush  of  waters  at  our  head  is  now  a  summer  breeze, 
breathing  health  and  joy  through  apple-blossoms  and  waving  foli- 
age. Anon  the  scene  revolves.  Dull  thunders  are  heard, 'growling 
*  Watch,  ho  !'  as  they  sink  in  echoing  distance.  But  the  fairy-bark 
launches  off*  once  more  down  the  illimitable  gulf  of  Sleep ;  down, 
down,  with  ever-falling  flight,  to  '  dark  and  dread  oblivion !' 


1  H  2     8  1.  A  N'  D  :-:  R  i  11  : 


bT    a.     tV.    C.    UA»»tTT. 


Thbms  tread*  this  earth  •  fiend,  of  whom  beware! 
Whose  breath  more  pestilent  than  Upas-tree. 
Beneath  whose  poisoned  shade  droops  witherinfly 
Each  ihrub,  each  flow'ret,  bloom  it  e'er  so  Ikir, 
Turneth youth's  fondest  hopes  to  dark  despair; 
Whose  rreen  eye  sparkleth  with  a  hellish  glee, 
More  hideous  than  the  hyena's  dreaded  Klare» 
When  by  the  plottingsof  his  treachery 
The  victim  fhlls ;  whose  bosom  knows  no  mirth, 
Save  those  unholy  joys  that  sound  the  knelJ 
Of  blasted  happiness,  that  harshly  tell 
Of  an  aspiring  spirit  crushed  to  earth  I 
Youth.  Beauty,  Genius,  Virtoe— fear  to  stay  1^ 
Behold  the  Blamosbbk!    Away!  away  I 
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'GONE        BEFORE        US.' 

Oh  !  what  of  thoie  who  trayel  on  before  ua 

To  the  bright  Bpirit-land  that  liea  afar ; 
Wandering  among  the  soft  Ug^ta  sailing  o'er  ua, 

Perhaps  the  guiding  spirit  of  some  star? 

What  of  them,  as  we  lay  them  in  the  drear 

'  And  awful  plac<(  the  soul  shrinks  from  with  dread ; 
And  fling  the  cold  clod  in ;  and  fiery  tear. 
And  leave  them  with  the  myriads  of  the  dead  ? 

O !  do  they  fly  off,  as  we  fain  would  dream, 

And  dwell  at  ease  above  the  upper  sphere  7 
And  doth  a  holier  sun  upon  them  stream, 

Such  aa  too  oft  is  shrouded  o'er  us  here  ? 

And  do  the  joys  we  think  of,  live  for  them. 
And  are  they  free  from  life's  dread,  awful  sting  7 

And  must  they  there  no  more  life's  current  stem. 
And  press  on,  while  the  soul  is  withering? 

Is  there  a  world  of  beauty  such  as  this, 
Where  all  of  light  the  earth  has  ^lows  around? 

Beautiful  oyer  the  majestic  skies. 

Beautiful  round  them  all  the  teeming  ground? 

Have  they  wild  streams  of  beauty  pouring  on? 
See  they  such  groves  and  forests  as  have  we, 
^  When  the  Spring  comes,  or  when  the  Summer's  done, 

And  ringing  with  resistless  harmony? 

Do  old  hearts  link  there  as  they  often  will, 
Unto  each  other,  'neath  Love's  sweet  control. 

Driving  away  the  very  thought  of  ill. 
And  giving  us  the  *  Sabbath  of  the  Soul?' 

Are  all  the  dreams  we  often  here  have  cherished 

Redeemed  in  full  in  the  far  future  scene  7 
And  breaks  the  heart  there  never  o'er  hopes  perished, 

Till  we  have  cursed  the  blisses  that  have  been  ? 

Then  will  we  leave  them  as  they  onward  go. 

One  after  one  unto  the  farther  land  ; 
And  we  will  still  the  soul)  and  meekly  bow 

To  Him  who  chastens  with  a  Father's  hand  I 

We  will  prepare  us  for  the  solemn  change 

That  must  wait  all,  to  leave  this  clogging  clay ; 
And  try  the  spirit-world,  and  its  far  range, 
And  bask  us  in  the  splendon  of  its  day ! 
if«0>17ceM,  0mm.  WirrzAif  Taoicnov  Baoow. 
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NTTMsam   strra)*. 


Yb8  !  —  the  beautiful  Leila  stood  upon  the  threshold !  There 
could  be  no  doubt  of  her  identity  with  tne  maiden  I  had  seen  with 
Vautrey.  She  stood  motionless,  and  for  a  moment  seemed  lost  in 
astonishment  at  beholding  a  stranger.  She  was  about  returning  to 
her  apartment,  when  her  lather  prevented  her  retreat'  '  Leila/  he 
said, '  come  hither.'  The  latter  slowly  obeyed  the  summons,  and 
advanced  toward  her  father  without  in  the  least  noticing  me.  '  My 
child,'  said  the  Wcedallah,  for  so  I  will  now  call  him,  '  this  is  ^  our 
kinsman,  William  Henry  St.  Leger  of  Warwickshire ;  you  will  re- 
ceive him  as  such.' 

The  maiden  drew  herself  up,  made  mie  a  distant  salutation,  which 
I  returned  with  equal  hautewr,  and  said  to  her  fetfaer  in  Italian  : 

'  I  beg  you  will  not  force  me  to  make  his  acquaintance  ;  pray  let 
me  retire.'  To  which  I  immediately  replied  in  French,  (for  cdthough 
I  was  tolerably  versed  in  Italian,  I  would  not  trust  myself  to  speak 
it,)  *  Unfortunately,  Madamoiselle,  I  am  sufficiently  acquainted  with 
your  language  to  comprehend  what  you  say,  and  I  am  equally  un- 
lucky in  understandingFrench,German,  Spanish,  the  dead  languages, 
and  my  mother  tongue.  If  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  select  any 
other  than  those  I  have  mentioned,  I  promise  you  I  cannot  play  the 
eaves-dropper.' 

The  girl  was  fairly  taken  by  surprise  at  my  impudent  boldness, 
and  seemed  for  a  moment  at  a  loss  whether  or  not  to  take  it  in  good 
part.  The  oddity  of  the  whole  scene,  I  think,  seemed  to  turn  the 
scale  in  my  favor.     Extending  to  me  her  hand,  she  exclaimed  : 

'  Since  our  kinsman  has  so  many  weapons  at  command,  submission 
on  our  part  is  discretion.  Welcome,  Mr.  St.  Leger,  to  the  rocks  of 
St.  Kilda.' 

*  And  since,'  replied  I,  warmly,  *  I  have  at  last  received  a  kins- 
man's reception,!  beg  to  make  an  apology  for  my  rudeness.' 

*  Enough,'  interrupted  the  Woedallah,  much  to  my  chagrin,  *  enough 
for  this  once,  or  you  will  exceed  bounds.  So  it  is  ever  with  youth ; 
one  extreme  or  the  other ;  now  all  ice,  then  a  burning  heat ;  ecstacy 
or  in  despair ;  frowning  like  Medusa  or  smiling  like  Helen.  Why 
should  it  not  be  so  1  What  would  the  world  come  to,  if  the  young  had 
experience  ?  To  an  end,  speedily !  So,  go  on  ^  go  on ;  freeze 
and  seethe,  bubble  and  boil,  till  life  h««  ended,  and  not  even  the  vapor 
remains.' 

I  stood  regarding  the  speaker  in  mute  astonishment  during  this 
strange  harangue  ; .  and  when  he  had  concluded,  I  turned  to  witness 
its  eilect  upon  Leila,  but  discovered  that  she  had  taken  advantage  of 
it  to  effect  a  retreat  to  her  own  apartment.  Feeling  no  desire  to 
encourage  farther  conversation  of  this^ort,  I  resolved  if  possible  to 
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put  an  end  to  it.  '  I  know  not/  said  I,  *  to  what  such  remarks  tend, 
nor  why  they  are  addressed  to  nie.  Indeed,  why  I  am  here,  I  know 
not.  X  ou  invited  me  to  enter,  and  I  have  done  so.  If  you  are  my 
kinsman,  treat  me  with  the  confidence  our  relationship  merits.' 

<  y  you  are  my  kinsman  !'  redchoed  the  Woedallah,  rising  and 
regarding  me  with  an  anxious  searching  look  ;  '  miserable  boy !  do 
you  daubi  it  1  ^Or  —  is  it  possible  1  —  can  I  have  been  deceived  V 
he  ciJntinued,  again  scrutinizing  my  features.  '  But  no  — ^  it  cannot 
be.'  Taking  the  ring,  which  I  had  delivered  from  its  envelope,  and 
again  reading  what  was  within,  he  exclaimed,  in  a  loud  tone, '  Ay, 
ay,  receive  him  —  receive  him ;  but  —  but  poison  not  his  soul,  fob 

IT   MAT  NOT  BK  !'  ^ 

His  appearance  all  this  time  was  so  Hke  a  madman's,  that  I  turned 
away  my  face  in  horror.  The  Woedallah  paused,  and  then  addressed 
me  precisely  as  if  not  one  word  had  been  uttered  by  him,  and  I 
doubt  much  if  he  was  conscious  of  having  spoken. 

'  The  confidence  you  ask,'  he  said  calmly,  '  shall  be  extended  to 
you.  Indeed,  you  have  a  right  to  demand  it.  But  first  tell  me  how 
fare  all  at  —  at  Bertold  Castle.  Your  father  and  your  mother  1  You 
have  a  brother  and  a  sister  also ;  are  all  well  1  And  -«-  and  Aunt 
Alice,  as  you  call  her,  bears  she  her  years  bravely  ]  Has  time  lefb 
many  marks  of  his  ravages  upon  her  frame  ?  —  h^  spirit  will  resist 
the  spoiler  forever  and  forever  —  tell  me,  how  is  she  %  Then  she 
knew  of  your  coming  hither,  and  gave  you  these  ?' 

One  question  had  followed  another  in  such  rapid  succession  that 
I  could  not  reply  to  any  till  the  questioner  paused.  I  then  answered 
generally  as  to  our  family,  and  those  of  whom  he  asked  particularly, 
stating,  as  I  had  previously  done,  that  my  visit  to  St.  Kilda  was  al- 
most accidental.  '  Did  she  not  tell  you  that  I  was  here  V  was  the 
next  question. 

*  She  did  not,'  was  my  reply. 

"T  is  strange ;  yet  not  strange,'  he  continued ;  *  but  I  embarrass 
you.  I  am  in  fault.  And  so  you  struck  boldly  for  Hirta  1  A  hardy 
enterprise :  for  how  old  are  you  V 

I  stated  my  age :  *  So  young !  I  pity  thee ;  I  had  supposed  thou 
hadst  fewer  years  in  which  to  suffer ;  but  I  see  you  have  not  begun 
to  experience.     Have  you  had  any  misgivings,  any  doubts  V 

It  seemed  while  I  heard  these  words  from  the  lips  of  a  kinsman, 
words  which  echoed  back  my  own  secret  distrusts  and  fears,  as  if  the 
Arch-Enemy  stood  before  me,  luring  me  to  dest^ction.  I  shrunk 
from  the  tempter.  My  better  nature  rallied  to  resist  his  insidious 
attack,  and  by  this  I  knew  how  necessary  was  temptation  to  a  salu^ 
tary  state  of  mind  and  heart.    I  answered  calmly  and  with  courage  : 

'  Who  trusts  in  his  Maker  knows  neither  misgiving  nor  doubt. 
His  providence  protects  from  both.' 

*  Wait  a  while,'  returned  the  other,  sneeringly,  *  and  you  will  tell 
a  different  tale.  Does  Job  fear  Goo  for  naught  ?  Have  you  not 
youth  and  health  and  senses ;  a  full  capacity  for  earthly  enjoyment  ? 
Does  not  the  blood  go  beating  through  your  veins  in  the  very  hey- 
day rapture  of  young  life  ]     Confidence  in  your  Maker,  forsooth  I 
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say  rather  confidence  in  your  own  glowing  energy;  but  energy  will 
wane  by  and  by,  and  confidence  along  with  it.' 

I  was  startled  at  such  bold  and  impious  language  ;  but  my  heart 
grew  firm  under  the  attack,  and  I  answered  him  :  '  And  why  should 
not  man  trust  his  Creator  1  Why  should  he  have  any  misgivings, 
any  doubts  as  you  call  them,  when  he  knows  that  Creator  to  be  all- 
wise,  all-just  and  all-powerful  1  And  why  should  not  confidence  in- 
crease with  years  V 

*  Because,  because,'  returned  my  kinsman,  impatiently,  *  neither  in 
youth  nor  early  manhood  do  we  enjoy  the  fruits  of  our  labors ;  be- 
cause we  are  put  off,  put  off  till  old  age,  before  the  reward  cometh ; 
until  the  reward  is  known  to  be  vanity,  and  we  care  not  for  it ;  and 
therefore  do  distrust  and  apprehension  creep  gloomily  over  the  souL' 

*  "We  should  carry  the  reward  dafily  in  our  bosoms,'  said  I.  *  He 
is  a  supremely  selfish  being  who  looks  to  the  reward  merely  as  a  re- 
ward, and  selfishness  itself  is  very  desolation  to  the  heart.' 

*  Ho  !  ho !'  shouted  the  other,  scornfully ;  *  a  philanthropist,  I  per- 
ceive, and  universal  benevolence  your  rule  of  action !  Wait  till 
Sin  has  turned  Virtue  out-of-doors,  and  Folly  has  sent  Benevolence 
to  keep  her  company;  till  Ingratitude  has  soured  your  mind,  and 
you  have  found  in  your  bosom  friend  a  viper ;  till  you  have  spent 
life's  progress  in  that  utter  toil  of  the  human  spirit,  and  you  awake, 
as  from  a  dream,  the  victim  of  delusive,  presumptous  hope,  and  find 
youraelf  borne  down  by  a  stem,  unaccommodating,  unyielding  ne- 
cessity into  deep  interminable  perdition,  while  the  Mahler  whom 
you  worshipped  —  ha !  ha  !  —  mocks  at  your  distresses,  or  coldly 
rjBgards  the  nelpless  struggles  of  His  victim,  as  if  He  rejoiced  at  his 
agonies  !  Ay,  wait  —  and  the  time  is  short  —  wait  till  then,  and  you 
also  will  exclaim,  even  as  do  I, '  O !  Humanity !  Humanity !  how  truly 
do  I  pity  thee !' 

During  this  harangue,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  was  encountering 
Satan  in  bodily  presence.  At  the  same  time  aU  the  strength  of  my 
moral  nature  rose  within  me.  I  came  close  to  the  speaker,  and 
boldly  met  his  sarcastic  sneer.  *  Man  !'  exclaimed  I,  '  Tempter ! 
fiend  I  avaunt !  I  defy  thee.  If  I  choose  to  do  right  and  be  virtuous, 
it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Omnipotence  to  make  me  miserable.  If  I 
choose  to  do  wi'ong  and  be  sinful,  Gtod  himself  cannot  make  me 
happy !' 

As  I  pronounced  these  words,  the  Wcedallah  started  up  and 
turned  upon  me  a  countenance  in  which  a  thousand  evil  spirits 
seemed  struggling  for  expression.  Rage  and  hate  and  dark  despair 
were  stamped  upon  it,  but  he  spoke  not.  Just  then  the  scroll  which 
Aunt  Alice  had  sent  by  me  fell  accidentally  open  upon  the  floor. 
I  took  it  up  and  handed  it  to  him,  at  the  same  time  placing  my  finger 
upon  the  words  he  had  before  repeated  aloud,  '  But  poittm  not  ku 
fiulJ  The  poor  man  turned  his  eye  upon  the  paper.  All  trace  of 
anger  and  hatred  vanished.  Deep  melancholy  agam  took  possession 
of  his  features,  and  he  exclaimed :  '  True  —  oh  !  true  ;  too  true ! 
No.     I  will  not  —  I  will  not !'  and  rushed  into  the  adjoining  apart- 
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I  stood  in  strange  pen>lexity.  Curious  phantasies  flocked  through 
my  brain.  I  began  to  believe  that  I  was  in  the  abode  of  some  pow- 
eifiil  necromancer,  who  bad  chosen  this  storm-beaten  island  for  his 
habitation,  and  that  the  fair  Leila  was  but  the  sorceress  through 
whose  blandishments  I  h.ad  been  lured  thither.  I  should  not  have 
been  much  surprised  to  have  seen  her  step  forth  a  wrinkled  ill-favored 
shrivelled  hag.  In  short ;  I  would  most  gladly  have  changed  locali- 
ties with  old  Gonzalo,  whose  isle,  though  *  full  of  noises,' 

*  or  elves,  of  hills,  brooks,  standiog  lakes  and  (p-oves,*  , 

was  also  filled  with 

*  SouDda  and  sweet  airs,  which  give  delight  and  Mirt  not.'  « 

How  I  wished  for  something  to  destroy  the  horrible  illusion  which 
was  stealing  over  me  !  Had  Hubert  then  made  his  appearance,  or 
had  old  Christie  thrust  his  head  through  the  naiTow  door- way,  it  would 
have  been  an  indescribable  relief.  What  was  I  to  do  1  Should  I 
leave  in  silence,  and  if  so,  was  I  privileged  to  return  ] 

At  this  moment  the  beautiful  Leila,  the  influence  of  whose  name 
had  certainly  caused  the  last  inteiTogatory,  again  opened  the  door 
and  came  into  the  room : 

*  Mr.  St.  Leger,*  said  she,  *  my  father  desires  that  you  would  ex- 
cuse his  not  seeing  you  again  to-day.  He  has  suddenly  been  taken 
ill,  and  requests  that  you  would  visit  him  to-morrow.' 

*  111  ]'  said  I ;  '  nothing  alarming,  I  hope.  Can  I  not  render  some 
assistance  1' 

*  None,  I  assure  you,'  replied  the  maiden  ;  *  yet  I  must  not  leave 
him  ;'  and  with  rather  a  formal' salutation,  sh^  disappeared. 

Nothing  was  left  for  me  but  to  make  my  way  back  to  the  village, 
where  I  found  Hubert  eagerly  impatient  to  see  me. 

It  required,  I  acknowledge,  a  great  efibrt  for  me  to  turn  from 
the  exciting  and  intensely  interesting  events  of  the  morning,  to  give 
attention  to  Hubert's  vivacious  account  of  his  doings  and  discover- 
ies. At  first,  I  could  not  bear  to  have  the  image  of  Leila  displaced 
for  a  moment  from  my  mind,  and  I  listened  with  so  bad  a  grace  for 
the  first  few  moments,  that  Hubert  began  to«lose  his  patience.  This 
brought  me  to  my  senses;  and  promising  to  pay  better  heed,  I  soon 
became  interested  in  his  narrative,  which  I  shall  condense,  leaving 
out  nothing  of  iiQportance. 

He  had  seen  Vautrey.  He  had  discovered  his  whereabout  in  the 
following  manner :  Christie,  having^  been  informed  that  the  'strange 
boat'  was  in  the  habit  of  putting  m  at  the  north-west  side  of  the 
island,  proceeded  with  Hugh  and  Aleck  to  watch  its  movements. 
They  saw  Vautrey  and  two  others  leave  the  shore  and  steer  due 
north.  Christie  at  once  set  sail  afler  them,  and  managed  to  keep 
in  sight  till  he  saw  the  adventurers  land  at  Boreray.  Returning  at 
once,  he  informed  Hubert  of  his  success,  and  the  whole  paity  em- 
barked again,  taking  in  three  natives  of  the  island,  with  whom 
Christie  had  become  particularly  well  acquainted,  through  his  friend 
the  old  herring  cruiser.     It  being  but  some  two  leagues  to  Boreray, 
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and  the  day  fine,  the  latter  place  was  soon  made,  when  all  hands 
landed  except  one,  who  stayed  with  the  boat.  According  to  Hu- 
bert's account,  the  isle  was  *  full  of  wonders ;'  a  little  more  than 
one  uile  in  circumference,  and  girt  about  with  rocks  piled  upon 
each  other  to  a  prodigious  height.  A  considerable  number  of  sheep 
and  an  innumerable  quantity  of  sea*fowl  were  its  sole  occupants. 
The  St.  Kilda  men  informed  Christie  that  there  was  a  large  stone 
dwelling  in  the  island,  which  Vautrey  had  undoubtedly  converted 
to  his  own  use.  Thither  Hubert  and  his  company  repaired.  As 
was  anticipated,  they  found  the  place  inhabited;  and  on  seeking 
admission,  Hubert  and  Count  Vautrey  met.  The  latter  was  com- 
pletely surprised,  and  for  the  first  time  almost  in  his  life  seemed  to 
lose  his  self-possession.  He  evidently  supposed — for  when  does 
guilt  ever  rest  quite  undisturbed  in  the  human  bosom  1 — thatGlen- 
nnglas  had  not  survived  his  wound,  and  that  Highland  retribution 
had  followed  him  hither.  He  therefore  scarcely  recognized  the 
presence  of  the  intruders,  but  waited  for  Hubert  to  speak  first. 
The  latter,  forgetting  for  the  moment  their  late  quarrel,  at  once  re- 
lieved Vautrey  from  his  embarrassment. 

*  Count,'  said  he,  *  we  have  met  strangely  enough.  I  desire  to 
say  that  my  voyage  to  St.  Kilda  was  made  without  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  meeting  you  here  ;  and  we  have  to-day  visited  Boreray 
from  curiosity,  I  admit,  understanding  that  a  strange  boat  had 
landed  in  the  island.' 

*  Hubert  Moncrieff,'  returned  Vautrey,  *  as  I  have  said  before,  I 
have  no  cause  for  mortal  quarrel  with  you.  I  have  felt  no  hatred 
of  you,  neither  had  I  any  enmity  toward  that  dull  fool,  Glenfinglas. 
He  bearded  me,  and  he  perished ;  he  provoked  his  fate.* 

*  Not  so  fast,  Count!'  said  Hubert,  a  little  piqued  ;  'the  life  of 
yon  Highland  laird  is  not  so  easily  strufck  from  his  body,  although 
I  admit  your  skill,  and  doubt  not  that  you  did  your  best ;  but  be- 
lieve rao,  Glenfinglas  is  as  good  as  new ;  ready  to  wage  his  feud 
with  you  forever  and  a  day ;  so  take  heed  how  you  go  near  Kil- 
chum  Castle.' 

*  I  am  glad,*  said  Vautrey,  *  't  is  no  worse.  As  for  his  enmity, 
why,  if  he  provokes  me,  I  shall  strike  surer  next  time.  And  as  for 
you,  Moncneff,  if  you  choose  it  so,  here  is  my  hand,  in  token  that 
the  past  goes  for  nothing.' 

It  was  with  no  little  surprise  that  Hubert  perceived  the  Count 
adopt  a  tone  so  different  from  his  character ;  but  as  he  had  no  time 
to  consider  the  subject,  he  received  his  hand  and  assented,  with 
what  readiness  he  could,  to  his  friendly  overture.  During  this  con- 
versation, Vautrey's  followers  had  entered  the  apartment.  One  of 
them  proved  to  be  the  same  sinister-looking  fellow  that  attended 
him  at  Glencoe  ; .  the  other  was,  as  Hubert  expressed  it,  *  the  most 
perfect  specimen  of  goblin-ugliness'  he  ever  beheld ;  •  the  very  im- 
personation of  all  that  was  wild,  savage  and  malicious.'  '  It  was 
amusing,'  said  Hubert,  *  to  witness  Christie's  demeanor  during  the 
interview.  He  was  doubtless  anticipating  violence  of  some  sort ; 
and  when  Vautrey's  men  entered,  you  might  have  seen  the  old  fol- 
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low  take  a  firmer  position ;  his  eyes  dilated,  his  muscles  seemed 
braced  up  for  duty,  and  bis  whole  person  was  evidently  on  guard  ; 
while  Hugh  and  Aleck  closely  watched  his  motions,  prepared,  if 
need  be,  for  instant  service.  The  two  St.  Kilda  men  stood  directly 
behind,  and  appeared  ready  for  any  duty  that  should  be  required.' 
Without  doubt,  Vautrey's  consciousness  of  guilt  and  the  presence 
of  superior  numbers, caused  him  to  pursue  a  coui*se  which  he  knew 
would  not  fail  to  be  successful  with  one  of  Hubert's  manly  and 
generous  character. 

'  As  you  say,'  remarked  tlie  Count,  quietly,  <  it  is  strange  that  we 
should  meet  here,  and  by  mere  accident.  Pray,  when  do  you  re- 
turn to  Glencoe  V 

'  Oh,'  replied  Hubert,  *  we  shall  be  off  in  a  few  days :  indeed,  I 
am  ready  now,  for  I  have  had  enough  of  climbing  rocks  and  tasting 
salt  water;  but  I  wait  St.  Leger's  movements.  He  planne4  the 
voyage,  so  I  defer  to  him.' 

'  St.  Leger !'  exclaimed  Vautrey,  starting  as  if  a  serpent  had 
stung  him ;  '  St.  Leger !  is  he  with  you  V  Hubert  nodded  assent. 
'  St.  Leger  !  Death  and  damnation  !  Hell  and  furies  ! — am  I  to 
be  doubly  thwarted  1  A  pretty  story  you  have  trumped  up,  to  de- 
ceive me  as  to  the  object  of  your  voyage  !  You  think  to  circum- 
vent me,  and  you  would  accomplish  this  by  a  low  deception.  '  Met 
by  accident!' — ha!  ha!  And  this,  then,  is  the  boasted  faith  of  a 
Moncrieff!     A  petty  subterfuge,  and  a  lie  with  a  circumstance !' 

'Vautrey  !'  said  Hubert,  pale  as  death  with  suppressed  passion, 
but  at  the  same  time,  very  calm,  *  Vautrey,  I  repeat  what  I  have 
said ;  and  I  add  beside,  that  neither  St.  Leger  nor  myself  had  the 
slightest  suspicion  that  you  were  in  St.  Kilda  when  we  landed  here. 
And  now,  unless  you  retract  upon  the  spot  the  opprobrious  words 
you  have  dared  to  utter  against  my  honor  and  my  name,  mark  me, 
Vautrey,  thou  diest ! — ay,  thou  diest  like  a  dog ;  for  I  will  not  con- 
taminate myself;  but  thou  shalt  be  ignominiously  put  to  death  by 
my  followers ;  overpowered  by  numbers,  if  you  choose  so  to  call  it, 
as  a  noxious  animal  is  hunted  down,  and  his  carrion  carcaas  throvni 
out  to  feed  the  vultures  !' 

While  Hubert  was  speaking,  Vautrey  stood  like  some  malignant 
fiend,  whose  plans  of  wickedness  have  auddenly  been  discovered 
and  frustrated.  He  actually  ground  his  teeth  with  rage,  but  did 
not  change  his  position,  except  to  glance  toward  his  men,  only  one 
of  whom  remained  near  him.  The  savage  had  just  before  retreated 
into  the  next  apartment. 

Quick  as  thought  Vautrey's  whole  demeanor  changed.  Aeain 
he  assumed  a  frank  and  open,  though  calm  manner :  '  Moncneff,' 
said  he, '  you  were  right — I  was  wrong.  In  this  case,  I  was  the 
first  to  provoke  you  by  unreasonable  and  improper  accusations ; 
sdll,  as  you  may  perhaps  know,  this  same  St.  Leger  and  myself  are 
no  firiends ;  and,  excuse  me,  there  was  a  particular  reason  why  the 
mention  of  his  name  just  then  should  annoy,  nay,  very  much  dis- 
turb me.  Let  it  pass.  You  were  excited,  and  threatened  me.  You 
were  in  the  light;  so  let  thai  paas.    I  believe  you  will  not  denf  to 
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me  personal  courage  ;  and  that,  fearing,  as  I  do,  neither  man  nor 
devil,  you  will  credit  the  concessions  I  make  to  the  rirbt  motiye. 
If  this  does  not  satisfy  you,  come  on ;  the  stag  is  at  bay !  Laurent 
de  Vautrey  will  die  as  he  has  lived,  defying  h]«  enemies !' 

'  There  was  something  about  this  speech,'  said  Hubert,  '  there 
was  something  about  Vautrey's  manner,  which  almost  convinced 
me  that  he  spoke  as  he  felt,  although  I  remembered  your  explana- 
tion of  his  character;  that  he  had  no  feeling,  and  spoke  only  as  he 
ought  to  feel.  Still,  I  /ould  not  appear  otherwise  than  satisfied 
with  his  retraction.  I  therefore  told  him  I  was  glad  to  hear  him 
take  back  so  foul  a  slander,  and  that  what  had  passed  between  us  I 
was  willing  should  be  forgotten.  So,  after  a  little  unimportant  con- 
versation, carried  on  with  no  little  restraint,  we  took  leave  of  this 
forty-second  cousin  of  ours,  who  was  all  the  time,  I  know,  secretly 
cursing  me  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart.  Depend  upon  it,  we  shall 
have  trouble  with  that  fellow.  Oh  !  but  he  need  not  think  to  de- 
ceive me  by  this  hypocritical  reconciliation !  His  eyes  were  full  of 
the  venom  of  the  damned,  while  he  was  pretending  a  great  desire 
for  peace  and  amity.  He  came  near  his  end,  I  assure  you.  Chris- 
tie had  advanced  half  a  pace  in  front,  and  was  longing  to  begin. 
But  't  is  best  ended  as  it  is — if  we  have  indeed  seen  the  end. 
Now,  St.  Leger,  what  word  from  youl  What  of  our  beaudful 
8torm-n3^ph,  and  the  old  surly  storm-king,  her  father  ?  See  if  you 
can  surpass  me  in  the  recital  of  the  marvellous.' 

As  I  was  particularly  disinclined  to  give  to  any  one  an  account 
of  the  scene  between  my  kinsman  and  myself,  I  treated  Hubert  to 
a  general  outline,  concluding  by  informing  him  that  I  was  to  have 
another  interview  on  the  morrow. 

'  Well,'  said  Hubert, '  for  my  part,  I  have  had  enough  of  St.  Kilda. 
Our  adventure  appears  pretty  well  over,  unless  you  are  yet  to  make 
something  out  of^yon  dark-eyed  damsel,  or  the  old — pshaw  !  I  never 
can  remember  that  word.  Who  knows,  by  the  way,  but  he  keeps 
the  young  girl  pent  up  in  this  desolate  place  against  her  will  1 
What  say  you  to  effecting  her  deliverance,  and  *  up  stick'  and 
awayl  Seriously,  though,  when  shall  we  be  off  1  I  want  to  wit- 
ness a  hunt  for  birds'-eggs,  which  I  am  told  is  a  wonderful  afiair ; 
and  we  shall  have  one,  Christie  says,  in  two  or  three  days ;  and 
then,  what  say  you  for  Glencoe  V 

I  mechanically  gave  my  assent  to  whatever  Hubert  suggested, 
for  my  mind  was  so  full  of  the  events  of  the  day  that  I  could  do  little 
else.  In  my  perplexity  I  resolved  to  apply  to  the  excellent  Mr. 
David  Cantyre.  1  readily  entered  into  conversation  with  the  wor- 
thy man,  which  very  naturally  turned  upon  what  I  had  seen  new 
and  interesting  during  the  day's  ramble.  I  mentioned  without 
hesitation  my  meeting  with  a  '  most  singular  personage,'  detailing 
however  nothing  of  what  had  passed,  except  that  I  spent  some  time 
in  his  company.  I  concluded  by  asking  Mr.  Cantyre  to  tell  me  the 
motive  which  caused  such  a  person  to  sojourn  here,  apparently 
without  occupation  or  inducement 

•My  young  friend,'  said  the  Minister,  <  I  do  not  wonder  at  your 
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curiosity,  but  I  very  much  wonder  how  you  could  have  prevailed 
upon  this  strange  man  to  converse  with  you,  especially  at  this  time, 
when  he  is  not  alone.' 

*  You  refer  to  his  daughter  ]'  said  I. 

*  Yes,*  replied  the  minister ;  *  you  certainly  did  not  see  her  %* 

*  She  came  into  the  room,'  I  replied, '  without  being  aware  of 
my  presence.  But  excuse  me,  I  am  eager  to  hear  all  you  know 
about  them.' 

'  It  is  a  long  story,'  said  my  host, '  but  I  will  make  it  as  brief  as 
possible.  Some  six  years  since,  a  boat  put  into  the  landing-place, 
containing,  beside  the  crew,  a  man,  a  little  girl  and  an  old  female 
servant.  After  remaining  here  but  a  day,  the  boat  again  put  to 
sea.  Our  people  are  hospitable,  and  food  and  shelter  were  at  once 
offered  to  the  new-comers.  The  man  was  somewhat  past  the  prime 
of  life,  and  had  evidently  experienced 'that  wear  And  tear  of  spirit 
which  never  fails  to  bring  on  premature  old  age.  He  seemed  to 
carry  within  him  a  restless,  unquiet  soul,  which  had  long  sought  for 
tranquillity,  and  found  it  not.  Yet  there  was  no  shrinking  from 
intercourse  with  his  fellow-men,  no  expressed  desire  to  live  apart 
from  them,  or  in  privacy ;  on  the  contrary,  giving  as  a  reason  for 
selecting  St.  Kilda  for  his  abode,  the  advantages  of  an  exclusive 
sea-atmosphere,  he  interested  himself  in  the  various  matters  of  the 
island,  and  appeared  desirous  to  do  what  good  he  could.  At  this 
time  our  present  worthy  and  most  excellent  steward  was  not  the 
owner  of  St.  Kilda :  the  island  has  since  descended  to  him ;  neither 
was  I  then  in  charge  of  its  spiritualities,  nor  was  there  at  the  time 
any  minister  here.  The  former  steward  had  the  name  of  being  a 
hard-fisted,  griping,  tyrannical  person.  He  employed  a  deputy  of 
the  same  nature  as  himself  to  collect  his  rents.  Not  content  with 
putting  an  additional  tax  upon  sheep,  this  creature  insisted  upon 
receiving,  as  a  special  perquisite,  every  seventh  fieece  and  every 
seventh  lamb,  a  certain  number  of  eggs  and  a  certain  quantity  of 
oil.  Upon  persons  of  such  small  means  as  the  poor  Hirta  people, 
this  extortion  had  a  most  cruel  effect.  In  the  mean  time  the  stranger 
had  got  to  feel  quite  at  homo  in  his  new  abode.  He  had  been  fur- 
nished with  a  comfortable  dwelling,  for  which,  however,  he  paid 
most  bountifully  in  gold,  an  article  the  St.  Kildans  had  very  little 
acquaintance  with,  but  of  which  they  nevertheless  knew  the  use. 
His  little  girl  was  a  dark-eyed,  sprightly,  beautiful  child ;  and  alto- 
gether, a  deep  interest  was  felt  by  these  simple-minded  people  for 
both  parent  and  child.  The  cause  of  their  coming  hither  remained 
a  profound  mystery,  nor  do  I  know  if  it  has  been  solved  to  this  day. 
Although  the  stranger  evidently  carried  at  his  heart  some  heavy 
weight,  which  saddened  and  depressed  his  spirit, 'he  manifested  no 
misanthropic  feelings,  but  on  the  contrary,  appeared  desirous  to  be 
useful  to  the  inhabitants. 

'  In  a  short  time  he  came  to  be  looked  upon  as  a  superior  being ; 
his  advice  was  asked  and  taken,  he  was  called  upon  in  sickness, 
and  his  remedies  were  almost  always  efficacious.  As  the  stranger 
never  had  given  his  name  to  any  one,  and  there  was  no  way  to  die- 
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cover  it,  he  was  called  by  the  islanders  <  The  StMer  ;'  literally, 
'  The  Man  of  The  Roche  f^  a  name,  in  a  St.  Kildan's  estimation, 
conveying  a  compliment  of  the  highest  kind.  As  he  gradually  be- 
came more  esteemed  among  them,  especially  for  his  skill  in  the 
healing  art,  he  received  the  additional  title  of  WcidaUer,  or  as  some 
pronounce  it,  WadaUdh — literally,  *  The  God  of  the  Rocks;'  and 
by  that  name  he  is  now  universally  known.  As  the  autumn  ap- 
proached, the  same  boat  which  Jiad  brought  this  strange  being 
hither,  made  its  appearance,  freighted  with  a  multitude  of  necessa- 
ries for  its  owner,  received  his  child  on  board,  and  departed.  Mean- 
while, the  tyranny  of  the  old  steward  became  nearly  insupportable. 
He  even  objected  to  the  stranger's  remaining  in  the  island,  and  con- 
tinued to  levy  tax  upon  tax  upon  the  poor  St.  Kildans,  with  increas- 
ing rapacity.  They  in  their  distress  applied  to  the  Wcedallah,  and 
begged  him  to  afford  them  some  relief.  The  latter  undertook  to 
remonstrate  with  the  deputy,  but  the  only  consequence  was,  he  was 
ordered  to  leave  the  island.  This  produced  a  general  feeling  of 
indignation,  but  the  inhabitants  were  so  completely  dependent  upon 
the  steward,  that  resistance  appeared  hopeless.  Not  so  thought 
the  stranger.  He  called  the  men  together,  advised  them  to  submit 
to  such  tyranny  no  longer,  and  offered  himself  to  effect  their  deli- 
verance. The  St.  Kildans  were,  as  you  see  them,  a  hardy  but  simple 
race,  bold  and  courageous  ;  nay,  performing  the  most  daring  feats 
in  their  ordinary  avocations ;  yet  the  idea  of  rebellion  against  what 
they  considered  the  constituted  authority,  to  which  they  and  their 
fathers  before  them  had  implicitly  submitted,  struck  their  hearts 
with  fear.  Although  they  regarded  the  Wcedallah  as  almost  super- 
human, and  felt  that  he  had  done  them  great  service,  yet  xhepreeti^t 
of  ancient  dominion,  no  matter  how  unjust  and  oppressive,  had  so 
strong  an  influence  over  their  minds,  that  they  trembled  to  break 
through  it.  The  utter  helplessness  of  their  situation  no  doubt  lent 
a  strong  argument  to  this  conclusion.  The  Wa^dallah  heard  their 
decision  with  mortification  and  anger;  pronounced  them  craven, 
faint-hearted  poltroons,  and  declared  that  he  himself  would  resist 
in  person  any  encroachments  upon  his  rights. 

'  In  this  resolution  he  was  joined  by  some  ten  or  twelve  hardy 
young  men,  who  were  devoted  to  him  body  and  soul,  and  who  now 
entered  into  the  struggle  for  liberty  with  sdl  the  determination  and 
ardor  of  young  and  stout  hearts.  The  next  time  the  steward's  de- 
puty approached  the  island,  he  was  told  very  significantly  that  it 
would  In)  dangerous  for  him  to  land ;  and  on  his  attempting  it,  he 
was  repulsed  without  ceremony,  and  he  himself  narrowly  escaped 
being  drowned  from  an  over-ducking.  The  Wcedallah  took  no  ac- 
tive part  in  this  affair,  but  it  was  believed  that  he  directed  the  entire 
movement.  Soon  after,  his  own  boat,  which  came  regularly  to  the 
island  twice  a  year,  arrived,  bringine  many  necessaries  now  abso- 
lutely required  by  the  inhabitants.  These  were  distributed  impar- 
tially among  them  without  compensation,  and  the  poor  St.  Kilda  men 
began  to  feel  all  the  privileges  of  free^ien.  But  the  steward  was 
too  influential  a  personage  to  allow  the  affair  to  rest  in  this  way. 
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He  made  a  second  attempt  to  land  in  person,  but  with  no  better  suc- 
cess. Incensed  by  such  open  contempt  of  his  authority,  he  applied 
to*  his  cousin  the  Duke  of  feuccleugh,  by  whose  influence  a  company 
of  His  Majesty's  troops  were  ordered  to  land  in  the  island,  ana  en- 
force submission  among  the  refractory  tenants.  Even  then,  had  the 
whole  strength  of  the  island  united  to  resist  the  assailants,  the  latter 
might  have  been  defeated  ;  but  the  appearance  of  a  military  force 
struck  these  ignorant  people  with  awe  and  terror.  Indeed,  there 
was  scarcely  any  thing  like  resistance.  But  before  the  active  parti- 
cipators in  *  the  rebellion,'  as  it  was  termed,  could  be  discovered, 
they  had  safely  efiected  their  escape  from  the  north-west  point  of  the 
island,  accompanied  by  the  Woedallah,  in  a  small  boat  belonging  to 
him.  The  party,  consisting  of  twelve  men  in  all,  took  possession  of 
Soay,  a  small  island  but  a  little  distance  south-west  of  Hirta,  belong- 
ing also  to  the  steward,  which  was  uninhabited,  except  by  large 
flocks  of  sheep  and  bevys  of  sea-fowl.  Here  the  fugitives  built  a 
strange  kind  of  habitation.  We  will  sail  across  and  take  a  look  at 
it  to-morrow  if  you  like.  It  is  some  ten  or  twenty  feet  high,  the 
top  being  level  with  the  earth,  by  which  it  is  surrounded ;  thence  it 
extends  downward  in  a  circular  form,  gradually  enlarging  and  en- 
larging, until  the  bottom  is  reached ;  while  at  the  top  it  narrows  off 
in  me  form  of  a  cone,  so  that  a  sinele  large  stone  covers  it.  By  re- 
moving the  stone,  the  habitation  is  ventilated.  There  is  a  large 
stone  seat  built  around  {he  paved  floor  on  which  some  sixteen  can 
conveniently  sit,  and  four  beds  are  built  skilfully  into  the  wall,  each 
capable  of  holding  four  persons.  To  each  of  these  is  a  separate 
entry,  the  whole  being  most  sagaciously  arranged  to  prevent  dis- 
covery and  to  resist  attack.  I  believe  there  were  but  two  atteihpts 
made  to  dispossess  the  occupants  of  the  habitation  they  had  chosen.  * 
Each  time  the  elements  seemed  to  rise  in  their  favor,  for  a  storm 
sprung  up  before  it  was  possible  to  effect  a  landing,  and  so  carefully 
was  the  place  guarded,  that  at  any  time  it  would  have  proved  a  dan- 
gerous experiment. 

*  For  more  than  a  year  the  Woedallah  and  his  men  maintained  this 
position,  without  any  communication  with  the  main  island.  He  had 
sent  his  small  boat  ofi*  with  two  or  three  men,  on  first  going  to  Soay, 
and  shortly  after  another  boat  landed  there,  freighted  with  necessa- 
ries. The  inhabitants  of  Hirta  began  to  miss  the  favors  which  they 
formerly  received,  and  fain  would  have  visited  the  Woedallah  in  his 
retreat,  but  this  they  were  not  permitted  to  do  by  the  latter.  Mean- 
while the  steward  of  St.  Rilda  and  its  dependencies  having  gone, 
as  was  his  custom  at  certain  seasons,  to  Edinburgh,  where  he  pa^r- 
took  most  freely  of  dinners,  of  suppers,  of  whiskey-punches  and  bran- 
dy-toddy, went  home,  and  —  died ;  some  said  of  a  surfeit ;  others 
denied  this,  from  the  fact  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  indulging  in 
this  way  at  least  twice  every  year.  So  the  matter  never  was  settled ; 
except  indeed  that  he  did  die  and  was  admitted  to  Christian  burial. 
With  his  successor  every  thing  was  changed.  The  rents  were  re- 
duced ;  a  minister,  (my  worthy  predecessor,)  was  again  sent  to  the 
island ;  for  no  minister  would  consent  to  remain  under  the  old  stew* 
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ard ;  and  the  wants  of  the  people  kindly  regarded.  The  change 
produced  by  this  new  state  of  things  was  instantaneous.  Cheerful- 
ness and  prosperity  again  reigned  in  St.  Kilda,  and  happiness  attd 
contentment  universally  prevailed.  The  men  who  had  taken  up 
their  abode  in  Soay  now  returned ;  but  not  the  Woedallah.  He  had 
left  that  island  as  soon  as  his  followers  had  landed  in  Hirta,  and  had 
sailed  no  one  knew  whither.  At  the  end  of  another  year  he  came 
back.  It  was  the  same  season  I  myself  came  hither.  He  did  not 
make  the  usual  landing,  but  put  in  at  the  same  place  which  he  had 
left  two  years  before  ;  near  me  spot  where  you  saw  and  conversed 
with  him,  he  had  landed  and  taken  possession  of  his  old  dwelling, 
(which  remained  unoccupied)  before  any  one  was  aware  of  it. 
Mystery  marked  all  his  movements.  Report  said  that  a  beautiful 
woman,  though  past  the  bloom  of  womanhood,  had  been  forcibly 
taken  ashore,  and  was  detained  a  captive  in  the  habitation  of  the 
WoBdallah.  The  boat  did  not  remain,  so  that  no  information  was 
elicited  from  the  crew.  The  only  person  ever  visible  about  the  pre- 
mises was  the  same  old  woman  who  had  before  been  with  the  Wce- 
dallah.  Shortly  after  he  landed,  this  old  creature  brought  me  a  letter 
from  the  steward,  desiring  that  the  wants  of  this  mysterious  man 
might  be  supplied,  should  he  ever  require  any  aid,  andrequesting 
that  his  privacy  might  never  (with  a  particular  emphasis  on  that 
word)  be  intruded  upon. 

'On  his  arrival,  the  whole  island  went  to  greet  him,  and  welcome 
him  back,  for  he  was  looked  upon  with  affectionate  regard  by  every 
man,  woman  and  child  in  St.  Kilda ;  but  the  Woedallah  declined 
communication  with  any  except  his  fellow  sojourners  at  Soay,  whom 
he  received  kindly,  and  conversed  with  a  few  moments  earnestly. 
They  soon  took  leave  of  him,  and  never  visited  him  again.  After 
this,  the  most  singular  and  absurd  reports  began  to  be  spread 
through  the  island.  The  story  of  the  captive  lady  gained  ground 
daily ;  and  the  little  glen  and  landing-place  beyond  were  rarely 
visited.  Regularly  twice  a  year  the  Woedallah' s  boat  made  its  ap- 
pearance, sometimes  bringing  his  young  daughter,  now  growing  up 
mto  a  woman,  to  spend  a  short  season.  What  is  remarkable,  this 
strange  man  became  very  particular  in  his  dress :  before,  it  always 
had  a  foreign  appearance  ;  now  it  was  plain,  entirely  English,  and 
newly-replenished  every  six  months.  With  him  personally  I  have 
scarcely  had  any  intercourse ;  and  by  thus  humoring  his  wishes,  have 
often  been  able  indirectly  to  render  him  desirable  assistance  ;  for 
there  are  things  in  St.  Kilda,  strange  to  say,  that  money  cannot  com- 
mand. In  return,  I  have  often  received  from  the  old  woman  a  new 
and  valuable  book,  or  some  little  luxury  or  convenience  not  to  be 
obtained  herQ.  I  had  nearly  forgot  to  mention  that  there  was  a  re- 
port about  a  year  ago  that  the  captive  lady  had  breathed  her  last. 
One  of  the  St.  Kilda  men  affirmed,  that  passing  near  the  glen  one 
day,  he  had  the  courage  to  steal  near  die  dwelling  and  peep  in, 
where  he  saw  the  old  woman  laying  out  the  -fresh-laid  corpse  of  a 
beautiful  female.  Another  affirmed  that  when  the  next  boat  left,  it 
received  on  board  something  very  like  a  coffin.    These  rumors  it  is 
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impossible  to  place  reliance  upon  ;  still  the  whole  afiair  is  veiled  in 
mystery ;  a  mystery  which  I  care  not  to  pry  into.  All  that  I  know 
about  it  you  have  heard.' 

I  thanked  the  minister  for  his  narrative,  and  as  the  evening  was 
advanced,  I  bade  him  good-night,  and  turned  once  more  into  my  hole 
in  the  wall,  my  brain  mil  of  new  fancies  and  new  perplexities.  At 
last  I  fell  asleep. 


THE        BELLE. 


BT     J.      HOKkTVrBLI.. 


Ah  !  fair  onos,  who  at  rout  or  ball  abuse  the  hours  of  nigrht, 
Who  (TO  to  reel  in  beauty's  ^uiae,  but  wake  in  other  plight ; 
Fk-ay  tell  me  why  at  breakfast  hour  ye  lay  aside  your  arts. 
And  how  it  is  that  morning  breaks  the  spell  that  bound  our  hearts? 


I  saw  one  at  that  matin  hour,  her  folded  curls  in  papers. 
And  in  her  hair  a  last-night's  rose,  that  smelled  of  dying  tapen ; 
Her  brow  was  clouded,  as  with  pain,  her  cheek  was  lily  pale. 
While  in  her  dull  abstracted  graze  I  read  a  pensive  tale. 


Is  this  thought  I,  the  envied  belle  that  shone  so  wondrous  fair — 
With  such  a  weary,  languid  look,  and  sad  dejected  air  ? 
Last  night  no  step  so  light  as  her's —  and  her  large  lustrous  eyes 
Compelled  the  worship  of  the  proud,  the  homage  of  the  ^  ' 


If  those  admirers  saw  her  now,  so  pale  and  wo-begone. 

With  pallid  lip  and  drooping  head,  and  attitude  forlorn, 

Their  hearts,  that  in  bewildering  bliss,  were  thralled  by  beauty's  chain, 

Would  beat,  I  ween,  in  altered  mood,  cjuite  tranquilly  again. 


Too  plain  the  tell-tale  hours  have  left  their  mark  upon  her  brow, 
And  Memory  has  no  power  to  soothe  its  fevered  throbbings  now : 
And  so,  with  many  a  sigh  she  steals  away  from  pitymg  eyes, 
In  solitude  to  hide  her  thoughts — perhaps  to  moralize. 


Her's  is  the  mden-rose's  fate,  which  in  the  summer  aur, 
O'er-blessed  by  sunshine  and  by  showers,  expands  and  blossoms  fair ; 
But  borne  to  close  and  heated  rooms,  the  frail  exotic's  clime. 
It  droops  and  fades,  and  soon  decays,  and  withers  in  its  prime. 
Iftm-rork,  Jtfcy,  1846. 
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TAL     D    AMOUR,     SAN     ANTONIO. 

I  Vb  been  a  rambler  all  the  woild  oyer, 

Far  throuj^h  its  valleys,  both  eastward  and  west ; 
But  this  of  all  vales  is  the  pride  of  the  rover, 

So  rich  and  so  tranquil,  so  blooming  and  bleat 
You  may  sing,  if  you  will,  of  the  Vailey  of  limes, 
And  the  home  of  the  Peri,  that  dwell  far  above ; 
But  nought  can  be  found,  in  those  happy  climes, 
To  rival  the  bliss  in  the  Valley  of  Love  ; 
Its  olives  and  wine, 
Its  citrons  and  pine, 
Its  maidens  divine  — 
Oh !  the  sweet  little  Valley  of  Love ! 

There 's  not  in  the  world,  I  <  am  free  to  declare,' 

In  the  gardens  most  charming  of  Venus  or  Jove, 
A  spot  that  the  poet  or  painter  would  dare 

Contrast  in  his  heart  with  the  Valley  of  Love ! 
How  blest  should  I  be  could  I  ever  remain, 

'Mid  the  flowers  of  this  valley,  the  shade  of  its  grove. 
With  those  I  love  best,  free  from  sorrow  and  pain, 
Enjoying  all  bliss  in  the  Valley  of  Love ! 
Its  olives  and  wine, 
Its  citrons  tuid  pine. 
Its  maidens  divine  — 
Oh  !  the  sweet  litUe  Valley  of  Love ! 


A     WAY     OF     DOING     THINGS. 

There  is  a  way  of  doing  things ;  some  people  call  it  Tact— -that 
often  draws  forth  successful  or  unexpected  results,  out  of  slight,  and 
even  unpropitious  circumstances.  I  have  just  finished  answering  a 
letter  from  a  distressed  Widow  asking  for  assistance.  She  speaks 
of  desperation ;  and  of  fear  for  her  reason ;  and  of  former  kind- 
ness ;  mtimate  acquaintance,  and  past  liberality. 

As  my  hank  account  is  at  its  lowest  ebb,  I  think  I  could  at  this 
time  have  resisted  all  her  pleadings;  and  all  her  reminiscences, 
although  these  might,  if  she  had  pleased,  have  been  extended  back 
through  a  varied  lapse  of  forty-two  ]{iears.  But  it  does  not  suit  my 
Widow,  who  still  considers  herself  a  young  person,  to  advert  to  this 
extreme  length  of  our  acquaintance.  She  makes  no  allusion  what- 
ever to  its  duration  and  forgets  apparently  that  she  has  often  dilated 
upon  all  theae  other  things  before  as  matters  of  recent  occurrence, 
and  has  had  the  full  worth  of  them  over  and  over  again  during  our 

past  correspondence but  now,  her  billet  is  most  neatly  envelop- 

ped ;  sealed  with  her  arms  in  lozenge  upon  a  delicate  sufficiency  of 
nice  wax ;  is  dictated  in  good  taste  and  style,  and  in  unexceptiona- 
ble grammar ;  and  is  beautifully  written  upon  superfine  note  paper 
of  the  right  size  perfumed  for  the  nonce.    After  all^  says  my  heart. 
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she  is  a  Lady  ;  how  is  it  possible  for  her  to  stitch  for  a  livelihood  t 
or  to  receive  pupils  without  a  nice  apartment  1     What  can  we  do, 

but  listen  and  relieve  ? This  is  the  Widow's  way  !  and  this  is 

the  way,  alas  !  of  man's  heart ! 

Lord  Clarendon,  having  had  a  disagreement  with  the  Duchess  of 
Portsmouth,  the  favorite  mistress  of  his  Royal  master,  suffered  him- 
self, under  great  excitement,  to  go  so  far  as  to  say :  '  Madam,  if  you 
live,  you  will  grow  old  !'  Could  anything  have  been  more  true  1 
more  certain  to  be  verified  ]  and  yet,  to  a  woman  whose  sway  de- 
pended on  her  youth  and  beauty,  could  anything  in  words  have 
been  more  galling,  bitter,  vindictive,  and  revengeful  ]  This  was 
Lord  Clarendon's  way !  * 

Sheridan,  in  the  finest  comedy  of  our  language,  makes — Lady 
Sneerwell  I  think — say  to  Lady  Teazle :  *  I  hope  your  husband 

may  live  a  hundred  years  !' *  Did  you  ever  hear  such  a  spiteful 

creature  ]'  retorts  Lady  Teazle,  touched  to  the  quick,  and  tnrown 
quite  off  her  guard.  '  Not  for  that  wish,  I  hope  my  dear,'  exclaims 
her  honest  good-hearted  Sir  Peter.     This  is  Sheridan's  way. 

There  is  a  Lady  in  this  unconscious  city — *  unconscious  I  mean 
as  to  the  full  value  of  the  treasure  that  it  possesses  in  her ;  as  the 
mountain  is  I  suppose  unconscious  of  the  precious  ore  that  it  car- 
ries in  its  heart — whose  very  *  Good  morrow  !'  is  an  endowment  for 
the  day.  Joy  waits  upon  her !  Pleasure  gurgles  in  her  face,  and 
Intelligence  beams  from  it !  and  the  day  grows  brighter,  the  morn- 
ing fresher,  and  the  air  becomes  a  more  blessed  gift  and  aliment  of 
life  afler  she  has  once  said,  and  looked,  '  Good  morning  to  you  !' 

^ome  charm  unknown  until  then  is  felt  to  have  been  imparted 
from  her,  that  yet  she  can  never  lose !  and  much  is  then  felt  to  have 
been  positively  gained,  in  these  few  words,  not  making  her  less 
rich,  but  given  freely  never  hereafter  to  be  lost !  They  come  from 
her  coral  lips,  and  from  her  precious  heart,  and  cultivated  spirit, 
enveloped  as  it  were  in  the  magick  of  her  voice  ;  in  her  lightest, 
finest,  most  luxuriant  hair;  in  her  deep  blue  eyes;  in  the  living 
damask  of  her  cheek ;  in  her  unstudied  grace,  and  native  refine^ 
ment  of  the  soul.  ' 

Each  has  its  own  peculiar  part,  and  yet  all  speak  in  the  one 
cheery  intonation  of  tne  voice,  and  all  with  one  same  expression. 
It  is  the  one  expression  of  the  whole  of  that  mysterious  and  spiritual 
creation,  that  exists  and  is  involved  in  the  word.  Woman  !  and  it  is 

beautiful as  Hope,  in  some  early  Vision  of  the  young  and  pure 

Imagination  I 

'WnsNishegpake, 
Sweet  irorda,  like  dropping  hooey,  she  did  shed ; 
And  'twizt  the  pearls  and  rubies,  softly  brake 
A  silver  sound,  that  Heavenly  musick  seemM  to  make.' 

In  truth  one  m#f  say  of  this  Lady,  as  our  great  master  writes  it, 
*  She  hath  a  way,  Ann  Hathaway !' 

There  is  another  Lady  in  my  thoughts — whether  she  belong  to 
this  city  or  no,  I  say  not — whose  style  of  receiving  attentions  in 
small  conversational  parties  is  supremely  her  own ;  and  is  so  highly 
characteristick,  as  to  contrast  remarkably  with  that  of  Ann  Hatha* 
way. 
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She  has  been  more  cried  up  as  a  belle,  than  truly  distinguished  as 
a  beauty;  and  though  not  dencient  certainly  in  personal  attractions, 
her  face,  to  the  uninterested  observer,  is  rather  that  of  a  Doll  to  be 
looked  at,  than  that  of  a  Woman  to  be  profoundly  loved.  She  plants 
her  eyes  (which  are  really  fine)  upon  some  Gentleman,  who,  upon 
every  pripciple  on  which  society  is  framed,  is  entitled  if  not  to  a 
cordial,  at  least  to  a  polite  regard.  Her  look  does  not  fiilly  express 
a  salut  de  demi-connaisance,  though  she  has  met  him  frequently  be- 
fore, but  still  it  is  a  step  toward  it,  and  it  is  enough,  combined  with 
other  reasons,  to  make  him  feel,  that,  although  there  is  an  air  of  pre- 
occupation in  it,  to  omit  paying  his  compliments  altogether  might  be 
noticed  as  an  inattention ;  ana  incapable  of  this,  he  approaches  and 
accosts  her. 

She  rises  from  her  seat,  gently,  gracefully,  beautifully ;  gratifies 
him  with  no  one  word  nor  any  other  act  of  notice  in  answer  to  his 
suffrage  ;  suffers  no  passing  sensation  however  slight  to.move  over 
one  fair  feature  of  her  countenance ;  makes  a  semi-circular  swing 
for  the  due  adjustment  of  her  pretty  drapery  behind ;  performs  the 
same  movement  in  a  counter  semi-revolution  ;  first  to  the  right,  then 
to  the  left ;  appears  to  be  fully  ascertained  that  all  things  whatever 
are  altogether  comme  il  faut  about  and  within  her  train  ;  and  then, 
gently,  gracefully,  beautifully,  studiously,  subsides  into  her  former 

posture  on  the  fauteuil impassive,  imperturbable,  impenetrable, 

unspeakable,  as  one  of  the  Chinese  Watchmen,  made  and  modelled 
and  baked  in  the  far  interiour  of  the  Celestial  Empire,  to  stand  and 
do  nothing  upon  the  upmost  gallery  of  a  pagoda,  fancied  and  carved 
in  alabaster  and  decorated  with  little  gilt  bells  that  hang,  never  to 
ring,  at  the  comers  of  every  story  of  the  fabrick. 

I  remember  a  little  watchman  upon  the  upper  gallery  of  such  an 
alabaster  pagoda  that  stood  in  the  library  when  I  was  an  unprofitable 
urchin,  who  wore  the  same  unsympathizing,  unchangeable,  relent- 
less, unimpressionable  face.  The  watchmen  upon  the  lower  stories, 
I  must  do  them  all  the  justice  to  add,  were  far  more  lively  and 
placable  in  their  countenances  and  demeanour  than  the  little  fellow 
m  the  range  above.  They  were  an  hilarious,  companionable,  life- 
loving  set,  although  quite  as  decorous  and  orderly.  But  1  suppose 
that  either  he,  or  his  maker,  thought  it  becoming,  as  he  might  perhaps 
stand  for  a  short  time  upon  an  upper  Gallery  of  the  little  Pagoda, 
that  he  should  wear  such  an  air  without  knowing  why,  a  dignity 
with  an  unsearchable  cause.  And  possibly  some  such  thought  may 
have  visited  the  human  apprehension  in  the  instance  before  me ; 
and  —  to  speak  solemnly  —  may  have  played  the  Devil  with  what 
was  intended  to  do  good  and  give  pleasure  !  At  any  rate,  sucb  is 
this  Lady's  Way. 

There  is  certainly  nothing  more  perfectly  facile  to  any  one  indi- 
vidual of  that  sex  upon  whom  our  happiness  depends,  than  to  mark 
around  ber  the  exact  line  of  proximity,  or  of  distance,  within  which 
no  one  of  ours  may  venture  to  intrude ;  and  which  every  Gentleman 
is,  above  all  earthly  things,  bound  to  respect  and  reverence. 

It  is  given  to  every  Lady  to  stand  within  a  charmed  circle  of  her 
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own :  tracing  it,  at  her  proper  pleasure,  with  a  beam  of  starry  light ;  or 
with  a  bit  of  coarse,  conjuring  chalk.  And  knowing  this  —  ana  every 
Lady  knows  it,  and  that  it  can  be  done  in  the  passage  of  a  thought 
by  one  magnetick  movement  of  her  Will  under  her  prescriptive 
rights  —  I  submit  with  all  humility,  that  a  power,  which  no  one  can 
contend  against,  should  be  exercised  with  discretion  ;  and,  in  a  small 
conversational  party,  with  some  degree  even  of  generosity ;  and  I 
hope  to  excite  no  displeasure,  by  repeating  in  this  connexion,  the 
title  of  my  Essay :  There  is  '  A  Way  of  doing  Things/ 

JoBN  Waters. 


THE       H  U  8  B  A  N  D      S        PRAYER. 


WIUTTSM    XM    ABBSiroa. 


Oh,  Father  !  Tbon  in  whom  I  livei 

And  tniBt  for  life  inmiortal. 
When  Time  my  farewell  shall  receive 

At  Death's  dark  portal ; 
Source  of  all  blessing,  unto  Thee 

I  bring  my  fond  petition ; 
Yet  to  Thy  will  my  spirit  be 

In  low  submission. 

Thou,  in  thy  goodness,  hast  filled  up 

Life's  chalice  all  with  sweetness. 
And  one  bright  treasure  to  my  eup 

Imparts  completeness : 
That  treasure  is  the  peerless  loye 

Of  her  who  ever  shareth 
Each  pleasure  that  my  heart  may  move, 

Each  pain  it  beareth. 

For  her,  oh  Fathkk  !  I  will  pray. 

Thy  Son's  great  merit  pleading, 
Who  sitteth  on  Thy  throne  alway. 

There  interceding : 
Guard  Thou  my  darling,  by  Thy  power. 

Thine  own  strong  arm,  surround  her ; 
Bid  Thy  kind  angels  every  hour 

Keep  watch  arouMi  her. 

Afar  from  her  I  sadly  roam, 

Among  the  strange,  a  stranger ; 
And  sometimes  with  sweet  thoughts  of 

Come  fears  of  danger !  [home 

Then,  when  my  heart  has  sunk,  and  Fear 

Laid  her  dark  hand  upon  me. 
From  sorrow,  and  almost  despair, 

Thy  love  has  won  me. 

TaUakaute,  Fehnuify,  1845. 


I  know  I  cannot  shield  her  form 
From  sickness  or  from  sorrow ; 

I  know  that  o'er  her  some  dread  storm 
Ma^  break  to-morrow : 

And  1  may  feel  no  pang  the  while. 
May  smile  while  she  doth  languish ; 

Some  trifle  may  my  heart  beguile, 
,      Amid  her  anguish  ! 

Oh,  Father  !  let  me  ever  feel 

In  Thee  a  sweet  reliance, 
And  to  each  boding  thought  of  ill 

I'll  bid  defiance: 
Bless  Thou  my  treasure !  with  Thy  care 

Vouchsafe  her  Thy  protection : 
And  I  will  never  more  despair, 

Or  feel  dejection. 

Oh !  bless  her  at  the  momingr's  dawni 

And  at  the  day's  declining ; 
And  when  the  silent  hours  steal  on, 

Night's  shadows  twining : 
Bless  her,  oh  Father  !  when  she  kneels 

Beside  the  dear  home-altar, 
,^And  bless  her  when  her  spirit  feahr 

Its  courage  falter. 

Bless  her  when  on  her  youthful  cheek 

The  red  rose-tints  are  blooming ; 
And  bless  her  when  her  frame  is  weak, 

Her  briffbt  eye  glooming ; 
In  every  duty  of  her  life, 

In  every  kindly  mission, 
Oh !  make  her  lot  with  blessing  rife — 

A  sweet  fruition  S 
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DEATH      ON      THE      B  A  T  T  L  E  -  P   I  E  L  D  . 


A.FTBR     THS      AHTIQ'TE. 


I  WOULD  not  lie  on  bed  of  down, 

like  puling  girl,  to  die ; 
I  would  not  in  the  fertal  hall, 

Midst  mirth  and  reyelry. 

I  wonld  not  die  an  aged  man, 
With  ftrength  and  reason  gone ; 

Nor  like  a  self-deToted  monk, 
In  comvent  ceil  alone. 

I  long  upon  the  battle-field 

In  foremost  rank  to  fall, 
Midst  charge  of  hone  and  clang  of  anns. 

My  banner  for  my  pall ! 

Orgive  me  on  the  Moody  deck 

Iriumphantly  to  die, 
When  falling  span  and  crashing  wreck 

IVoclaim  our  victory ! 


FAULT-FINDING     A     NATURAL     RIGHT. 


BT    A    RSW    OONTRIBUTOR. 


How  often  we  hear  persons  say,  *I  hate  a  croaker!*  The  re- 
mark always  struck  me  as  unjust,  and  as  coming  under  the  Scrip- 
ture text,  <  First  pluck  the  beam  out  of  thine  own  eye/  In  fact,  we 
are  all  fault-finders  ;  and  I  am  surprised  that  this  right  of  finding 
fault  has  never  been  classed  under  the  head  of  the  '  absolute  rights 
of  individuals.  Paley  would  rise  ten  per  cent  higher  in  my  esti- 
mation, if  he  had  not  neglected  so  important  and  valuable  a  right. 
I  am  perfectly  aware  that  many  Jeamed  and  worthy  persons  think 
that  fault-finding  is  n*t  a  right.  Such  persons  found  their  belief 
upon  the  principle  that  *  nothmg  can  be  considered  a  right  which  is 
not  capable  of  oeing  violated.'  I  admit  the  remark  in  its  ^lest 
extent,  and  would  reply,  that  every  person  who  opposes  and  re- 
proaches another  for  exercising  the  glorious  privilege  of  fkult-find- 
ingt  violates  in  the  highest  sense  a  right.  The  exercise  of  the  right 
is  as  much  a  natural  possession  as  the  everlasting  law  of  self- 
defence. 

The  right  to  find  fault  has  existed  since  the  creation  of  the  world 
untU  the  present  moment,  and  has  developed  itself  in  proportion  to 
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the  objects,  real  or  imaginary,  which  spring  up  in  the  path  of  life. 
Though  Adam  and  Eve,  the  first  persons  in  the  world,  were  sup- 
posed to  have  been  made  perfect,  the  sublime  Milton,  (and  he  of 
course  is  authority,)  vividly  portrays,  the  exercise,  by  our  first  pa- 
rents, of  this  clear  and  indisputable  right.  In  mentioning  my  an- 
cestors, I  am  guided  by  the  profoundest  respect  and  veneration; 
and,  for  the  sake  of  my  theory,  am  ^roud,  that  one  of  the  first 
symptoms  of  humanity  which  they  exhibited  was  this  exercise  of 
finding  fault  with  each  other. 

In  tracing  the  progress  of  the  world,  and  reflecting  upon  the  va- 
rious classes  and  callings  into  which  the  human  family  is  divided, 
we  shall  find  that  no  one  is  exempt  from  this  natural  propensity. 
When  Alexander  sat  down  and  wept  because  he  had  no  more 
worlds  to  conquer,  he  only  did  in  a  kingly  way  what  every  man 
woman  and  child  does  daily ;  yes,  I  had  almost  said,  hourly.  In 
our  childhood  we  have  been  taught  to  look  upon  this  act  of  Alex- 
ander as  a  vTretched  picture.  The  remark  has  been  held  up  to  us 
as  indicating  a  valuable  lesson,  the  curse  of  ambition.  For  my 
part,  when  I  escaped  from  nursery  tyranny  and  became  my  own 
thinker,  I  looked  upon  the  whole  thing  in  a  different  li?ht.  I  re- 
garded the  act  of  Alexander  as  a  grand  illustration  of  the  great 
truth,  that  fault-finding  is  a  gift  from  heaven,  a  clear  and  natural 
right.  The  remark  which  the  warrior  made  showed  the  triumph 
of  this  inherent  principle  in  the  human  heart.  The  whole  world 
offered  no  field  for  farther  conquest,  and  amidst  his  tears  he  found 
fault  because  he  could  find  nothing  else. 

We  find  fault  with  our  bosom  friend,  with  the  world  at  large ; 
and,  as  if  to  show  how  deeply  the  passion  is  rooted'  in  the  heart  of 
man,  we  find  fault  with  a  bountiful  and  benignant  Providence.  In- 
deed, the  privilege  is  as  free  and  habitual  to  man  as  the  air  we 
breathe  ;  and  I  am  inclined  to  the  opinion  that  it  is  as  salutary  and 
as  essential  to  human  life.  It  is  so  soothing  to  our  self-love  to  find 
fault  with  a  person,  especially  if  he  be  our  superior,  that  to  cut  off 
this  enjoyment  would  dry  up  one  of  the  most  prolific  fountains  of 
human  happiness.  The  beggar  finds  fault  with  your  viands,  which 
have  gratuitously  feasted  him,  and  with  your  cast-off  coat,  which 
covers  his  nakedness.  I  have  a  short  story  at  hand,  which  will  il- 
lustrate my  views.  The  beauty  of  the  story  consists  in  its  truth 
and  in  its  power  of  illustration. 

A  few  days  ago  I  was  at  the  hospitable  mansion  of  a  dear  friend, 
with  whom  I  dined.  Being  on  intimate  terms  with  the  household, 
after  dinner  I  passed  into  the  kitchen,  where  I  saw  a  couple  of 
wretches  feeding  freely  upon  a  good  roast  turkey,  accompanied  by 
vegetables  and  Qie  usual  condiments.  The  beggars  were  too  busy 
with  their  feast  to  observe  me ;  but  their  appearance  being  some- 
what singular,  I  scrutinized  them  closely.  One  of  them  raised  his 
eyes  to  the  other  and  said :  <  The  old  Hunks  ought  to  send  out  his 
plum-pudding  and  wine.'  *  The  stingy  rascal  is  too  tight  for  that  !* 
replied  the  other.  I  could  scarcely  credit  my  senses.  Such  lan- 
guage applied  to  my  generous  friend,  and  by  creatures  too  who 
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were  reealing  themselves  upon  his  bounty  —  the  bounty  of  one 
whose  character  for  benevolence  was  widely  known — kindled  my 
indignation  to  such  a  pitch  that  I  was  tempted  to  seize  the  misera- 
ble rascals  by  the  throat,  and  take  summary  vengeance  upon  their 
shrivelled  carcasses.  Restraining,  however,  my  indignation,  I 
stepped  back  into  the  parlor  and  informed  my  friend  of  all  that 
had  happened.  My  amazement  was  greater  than  before,  ivben  he 
simply  observed,  without  changing  an  expression  of  his  good-na- 
tured countenance,  *  Poor  fellows  !  let  them  be  happy  once  in  their 
lives ;  they  meant  no  harm  !^  I  was  at  a  loss  to  understand  my 
friend's  remark.  He  perceived  my  surprise,  and  without  any  cere- 
mony seated  himself  in  a  comfortable  position,  and  thus  addressed 
me: 

*  I  perceive,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  do  not  understand  the  con- 
duct of  the  beffgars,  and  my  reply  to  your  relation  of  what  you  saw 
and  heard.  If  you  will  take  the  trouble  to  reflect  upon  the  differ- 
ent passions  which  compose  the  human  heart,  you  will  find  that 
fault-finding  is  one  of  tbe  strongest  and  most  ungovernable.  No 
rank  in  life,  however  polished  by  the  refinement  of  education  and 
the  influence  of  religion,  is  free  from  its  sway.  A  beggar,  in  this 
respect,  is  on  a  level  with  the  proudest  monai'ch,  whose  life  is  one 
long  gala-day  of  fault-finding.  To  select  examples  from  all  the 
callings  of  life  to  illustrate  my  position,  woula  be  useless,  and 
would  weary  your  patience.  I  will,  however,  give  you  one  illus- 
tration from  a  class  of  men  which  is  supposed  by  many,  perhaps 
most  persons,  to  be  the  most  independent  and  the  most  free  from 
vexation  and  complaint  I  refer  to  husbandmen.  In  selecting  an 
example  from  this  useful  and  all-important  branch  of  mankind,  I 
am  guided  by  the  highest  respect  for  those  who  compose  the  class. 
As  this  class  is  supposed  to  be  the  most  independent,  the  most  pow- 
erful illustration  can  be  drawn  from  it. 

*  Though  the  farmer  is  eulogized  and  envied,  he  is  the  greatest 
grumbler  upon  the  face  of  the  globe.  With  him  it  is  always  *  too 
hot'  or  *  too  cold,'  *  too  wet'  or  ♦  too  dry.'  If  he  have  plentiful  crops 
he  finds  fault  because  prices  are  proportionably  reduced;  and  if 
his  crops  fall  short,  and  prices  become  in  consequence  enormous,  he 
curses  the  soil  for  yielding  so  little,  while  he  can  command  so  much 
for  his  produce.  He  would  reduce  the  winds  and  rains  of  heaven 
to  his  own  sway ;  and,  when  they  seem  to  come  at  his  bidding,  he 
finds  fault  with  himself  for  his  ignorance  in  wishing  for  that  and  for 
this,  when  he  had  not  the  wisdom  to  know  what  he  really  needed. 
If  this  passion  be  so  strong  in  those  persons  whose  life  seems  ail 
sunshine,  how  powerfully  must  it  operate  with  those  whose  lot  in 
life  is  full  of  doubts  and  perplexities  ?  The  beggar  finds  fault  with 
his  pallet  of  straw,  and  the  millionaire  with  his  couch  of  down. 
The  lawyer  finds  fault  with  the  intricacies  of  his  profession,  while 
he  is  reaping  his  thousands  from  its  pursuit ;  and  the  client  curses 
the  lawyer,  who  is  saving  him  from  trouble. 

*  Shakspeare  was  a  believer  in  my  theory.     When  he  said,  *  The 
course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth,'  he  expressed  my  views 
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in  a  different  and  better  manner.  If  lovers  do  not  find  fault  with 
each  other,  it  is  proof  positive  that  they  are  not  well-matched.  The 
experience  of  the  whole  world  of  Cupid  abundantly  testifies  to  the 
truth  of  this  position.  A  person  who  does  not  find  fault  is  an  ano- 
maly, and  naturalists  would  be  obliged  to  rank  such  an  one  under 
an  altogether  new  head  in  the  scale  of  being. 

'  The  practice  of  fault-finding  is  not  confined  to  real  objects,  but  it 
is  powerfully  active  in  imaginary  cases.  One  of  the  strongest  proofe 
of  this  which  occurs  to  my  recollection  at  this  moment,  is  to  be 
found  in  the  play  of  '  The  Hunchback,'  by  Sheridan  Knowles.  Let 
no  one  say  that  it  is  a  play,  and  therefore  the  example  is  not  from 
real  life.  The  play  itself,  so  deservedly  popular,  from  its  intrinsic 
merit,  is  a  picture  of  real  life ;  and  the  scene  to  which  I  allude  is 
very  common  in  fashionable  life.  I  refer  to  the  conduct  of  Julia. 
You  of  course  recollect  the  play,  and  the  inimitable  personation  of 
that  character  by  Mrs.  Kean,  late  Ellen  Tree.  Fathom,  in  his  truly 
quaint  and  facetious  way,  relates  the  conduct  of  Julia  toward  the 
seamstress.  After  exhausting  all  real  objects  of  complaint  which 
might  furnish  food  for  her  love  of  &ult-finding,  she  finds  fault  with 
things  which  have  no  existence,  except  in  her  own  visionary  and 
giddy  brain.  I  regard'  the  relation  of  Fathom  as  one  of  the  most 
powerful  arguments  in  support  of  my  theory.  Julia  represents  a 
class.  Her  language  is  the  daily  tone  of  very  many ;  a  tone  which 
rings  harshly  in  the  ears  of  that  creative,  all-important  band,  called 
seamstresses.  The  beggars  who  found  fault  with  me  and  mine  are 
no  more  at  fault  than  any  one  who  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life. 
They  were  guided  by  a  passion,  deeply  rooted  in  their  hearts ;  a 
passion  which  poverty  and  misfortune  perhaps  have  hardened,  and 
which  no  kindness  can  ennoble.  I  hope  you  will  see  that  anger 
against  fault-finders  is  useless  and  uncharitable.' 

I  listened  to  my  friend's  remarks  with  the  greatest  interest.  He 
had  seen  the  world,  not  only  through  the  medium  of  books,  but  he 
had  studied  it  practically.  He  had  travelled  much,  and  mingled 
freely  with  all  classes  of  men.  After  expressing  to  him  my  grati- 
tude for  his  views,  so  freely  given,  I  took  my  leave,  a  wiser  man 
than  when  I  crossed  his  threshold.  I  have  thought  again  and  again 
upon  the  subject,  and  have  come  to  the  settled  conviction  that  fault- 
finding is  a  natural  and  a  prescriptive  right. 

I  am  firmly  persuaded  that  the  reviews,  which  now  form  so  pro- 
minent a  part  of  the  literature  of  the  day,  took  their  rise  from,  and 
are  sustained  by,  this  inordinate  and  insatiable  love  of  fault-finding. 
To  be  sure,  they  sometimes  praise;  but  praise  is  the  exception, 
which  confirms  the  rule.  If  they  never  found  fault  they  would  soon 
find  their  level  among  the  things  that  were. 

It  may  be  asked,  *  Is  there  no  remedy  for  this  passion  X*  The 
only  remedy  is  early  culture  and  bright  example.  It  may  be  doubted 
with  perfect  propriety  and  great  wisdom  whether  it  would  be  well 
for  the  world  if  there  were  no  such  thing  as  fault-finding.  If  the 
passion  were  torn  away  from  the  human  heart,  we  might  look  in 
vain  for  a  substitute  to  soothe  our  wounded  vanity,  our  unsuccessful 
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ambition,  and  our  humbled  pride.  A  right  which  is  natural,  and  so 
indispensably  necessary  to  our  happiness,  should  not  be  looked  upon 
as  a  blemish  in  a  person's  character.  It  should  be  regarded  as  in- 
cident to  humanity,  and  treated  with  respect  and  consideration.  If 
I  thought  no  one  would  find  fault  with  my  views,  thus  freely  ad- 
vanced, I  should  at  once  betray  my  conviction  of  the  unsoundness 
of  my  theory.  The  Creator  implanted  fault-finding  in  the  heart  of 
man  for  a  wise  and  benificent  purpose.  Let  every  one  exercise 
this  natural  right  in  a  graceful  and  dignified  manner,  and  life  will 
wear  a  brighter  hue.  p.  b.  o. 


FAREWELL       TO       AVON. 


H.    C.    HOSUSH. 


Dbar  Avon,  my  home,  looking  down  on  a  vale, 

By  its  river  of  sweet  waters  beantifnl  made ; 
Sad  music  is  wandering  by  on  the  gale. 

And  dim  lie  the  scenes  of  my  childhood  in  shade : 
Above  is  the  roof  that  protected  my  head 

From  the  tempest  without,  when  an  innocent  child ; 
Beneath  me,  old  floors  that  rang  out  with  my  tread, 

When  beat  my  young  pulses  in  exstacy  wild. 
Around  me  are  objects  that  greeted  my  sight 
When  Hope  gave  the  future  a  chaplet  of  light ; 
And  visions  of  long  ago  wake  from  their  rest 
At  the  summons  of  grief,  in  my  over-full  breast 

The  desolate  moment  of  parting  is  near. 

And  care  on  my  forehead  sits  mantled  in  gloom  ; 
I  feel  like  some  maid  bending  over  the  bier 

Whereon  lies  her  chosen-one,  dressed  for  the  tomb; 
Exchanged  for  a  draught  from  dear  Memory's  cup, 

Away  will  be  pushed  the  bright  goblet  of  mirth, 
When  nightly  assemble,  the  past  to  call  up, 

The  love-throng  of  home  round  the  wood-lighted  hearth. 
I  shall  miss,  when  the  gale  of  adversity  blows. 
That  being  who  guarded  ipy  cradle  repose  ; 
When  Ocean  is  baring  his  breast  to  the  storm, 
*  In  visions  her  kiss  on  my  cheek  will  be  warm.* 

On  the  morrow  I  part  with  my  reverend  rire. 

And  vacant  my  place  in"his  hall  will  be  soon ; 
Fall  early  the  spirit  of  song  on  my  lyre 

Will  sleep,  for  the  chords  have  been  long  ont  of  tune. 
The  rich  airy  dreams  of  poetical  days 

Like  vapor  of  morning  have  faded  away ; 
On  thy  loveliness,  Avon,  the  stranger  will  gaze, 

When  moulders  thy  bard  in  his  grave  far  away : 
It  is  meet,  it  is  meet  that  my  last  lay  be  sung 
In  the  sanctified  place  where  my  harp  was  first  strung ; 
Home !  where  companions  and  relative  dwell, 
(What  ails  my  hot  t»ow  ?)  ^fare-thee-weU !  fim-thee-wall ! 


1846.]  Ned    Buntline'a   Life- Yarn.  537 


THE       KLEPHTIC       WARRIOR. 

Night  broods  o'er  the  monntainB  grimly, 
Falls  among  the  rocks  the  snow  ; 

But  through  wilds  and  darkness  dimly, 
Sword  in  hand,  the  Klepht  must  go. 

Heaven  alone  the  warrior  shielding, 
Mountams  bleak  his  palace  are ; 

On  be  goes,  his  war-axe  wielding, 
And  his  gmi  drives  back  despair. 

Groans  the  earth  with  murmur  hollow; 

Hark !  the  muskets  roar  around ! 
Terror,  flight  and  slaughter  follow : 

Lo!  the  Klepht  has  bit  the  ground. 

Comrades  bear  him  forth  then,  grieving, 

Singing  o'er  him,  as  he  lies : 
*  Free  the  Klepht  livefc,  and  life  leaving. 

As  he  lives,  so  free  he  dies.' 


NED      BUNTLINE'S«LIFE-YARN. 


MU31BSR     TBKBB. 


'Onck  more  upon  the  iraten!  —yet  once  more!* 

Again  was  the  Mary  C refitted  and  reladen  for  an  out- 
ward-bound trip.  The  pilot  was  on  board ;  the  owner's  last  orders 
were  given ;  some  of  the  hands  were  aloft,  ready  to  loose  away ; 
others  on  deck  prepared  to  sheet-home  and  run  up  the  sails.  The 
skipper's  trumpet  was  raised  to  his  lips :  '  All  reaay  V 

'  Ay,  ay.  Sir !'  responded  the  crew,  from  aloft  and  below. 

*  Let  fall !  sheet  home  !  hoist  away  of  all !  Cast  off  the  wharf- 
fasts —  starboard  your  helm!  Lay  down  from  aloft  and  clear  up 
the  decks !' 

Then  down  the  glassy  river  swiftly  and  smoothly  sped  the  out- 
ward-bound before  the  strong  breath  of  a  nor'-wester.  Reedy-Island, 
Red-Bank,  Chester,  Wilmington  and  Newcastle,  seemed  to  be  moving 
rapidly  up  stream,  faster  even  than  the  black  clouds  fled  athwart  the 
sky  ;  and  Time  had  notched  but  a  few  hours  on  his  log-chip,  before 
the  schooner  rolled  like  a  thing  delighted,  in  her  ocean  cradle,  like  a 
bird  nested  on  a  branch,  swinging  idly  in  the  breeze.  As  soon  as 
she  was  clear  of  the  Capes,  her  course  was  laid  to  the  south'ard  and 
eastward  for  the  Cape  de  Verds,  in  order  to  strike  the  *  trades.' 
With  a  flowing  sheet  and  bending  spars  the  schooner  bounded  over 
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the  rough  Atlantic,  as  if  she  knew  that  from  the  sleet  and  snow  and 
icy  gales  of  her  northern  home  she  was  speeding  to  a  land  of  ever- 
greens and  flowers,  of  bright  sunshine  and  refreshing  zephyrs. 

But  while  she  sails  over  her  foam-path,  let  me  introduce  the  read- 
er to  our  passengers.  It  is  a  bright  afternoon,  and  some  of  them 
are  on  deck.  Observe  that  fat,  red-faced,  blue-eyed  man,  with  a 
snub-nose,  leaning  against  the  companion-hatch,  looking  as  if  he 
wanted  *to  bite.  That  is  Mr.  William  Marley,  an  Englishman,  tra- 
velling to  see  *  sum'at  of  the  World.'  He  has  made  the  '  tower  of 
the  States,*  been  to  Niagara,  etc.,  but  has  left  America  completely 
disgusted  with  the  '  hawk'ard  manners  of  the  natives,'  and  their 
hateful '  equality.'  His  wife  and  nine  children,  from  one  year  in  age 
upward,  are  down  below,  sea-sick.  *  There  let  them  lay!'  as  Byron 
saysi  Mr.  Marley  is  now  bound  to  South  America,  to  see  after  some 
stock  which  he  holds  in  a  gold  mine  ;  for  he  is  rich,  very ;  having 
acquired  a  fortune  in  soap-making.  He  is  very  aristocratic,  has  a 
coat  of  arms,  and  damns  all  parvenui. 

Now,  reader,  cast  your  eye  back  to  the  tafirail,  upon  that  young 
man  who  stands  with  his  arm  upon  the  quarter-davit,  looking  toward 
the  western  horizon  as  if  he  had  left  something  behind  that  his  heart 
fondly  clings  to.  Mark  his  appearance  ;  his  high  pale  brow,  wreathed 
above  by  dark  brown  waving  hair.  His  cheek  too  is  pale  and  very- 
thin  ;  and  that  eye,  its  color  like  the  ocean  he  gazes  upon,  is 
full  of  sad  expressiveness.  ^  He  seems  to  have  marked  upon  his 
visage 


*  Ths  ftirrowt  of  long  tboacht,  aaJ  dried*ttp  tean, 
•  ■      ■  .erfle  I      

Plod  th«  lait  nmU  of  life,  when  not  a  flowor  appoan.' 


Which  abblof  leare  a  tterUe  traek  behind. 
O'er  which  all  hearily  the  jooraeying  yean 


We  feel  interested  in  him.  His  eye  is  still  toward  the  land,  and 
his  bosom  heaves  so  frequent  sighs,  that  our  sympathy  is  deeply  en- 
listed in  his  behalf.  Yet  we  cannot  tell  you  who  he  is,  nor  whence 
he  came.  He  has  avoided  conversation,  and  turned  from  every  one 
who  has  sought  to  know  him.  He  came  on  board  iust  before  the 
schooner  sailed,  asked  the  price  of  passage,  paid  it  without  a  word ; 
and  that  is  all  we  know  of  him.  He  is  '  The  Stranger.^  One  would 
suppose  him  to  be  twenty-four  or  twenty-five  years  of  age ;  but 
looks  are  deceitful.     Troulsle  writes  heavier  age-marks  than  Time. 

But  there  is  a  new  arrival  on  deck  ;  see,  they  come  up  from  the 
cabin,  a  father  and  his  daughter.  The  first,  a  fine-looking  gentle- 
man, past  life'<«  noon  and  pretty  well  into  its  autumn ;  the  latter,  a 
girl  of  eighteen  or  twenty  summer's  bloom,  and  —  '  a  beauty  !'  Not 
one  of  your  bold  dashing  beauties,  super-abounding  in  physical  and 
lacleing  in  soulful  life  ;  but  a  soft,  pensive,  dreamy  creature,  with 
form  light  and  graceful ;  eyes  large,  full,  languid,  and  features  of 
the  oriental  cast.  Reader,  know  Mr.  Amadinna  of  Florida,  and  his 
daughter  Jans.  Mr.  Amadinna  is  a  native  of  America,  but  a  de^ 
scendant  from  the  adventurous  nation  who  first  unfurled  the  flag  of 
discovery  upon  the  coast  of  the  '  Flower-land.'  He  is  bound  to  Rio, 
to  receive  some  property  bequeathed  to  him  by  a  dying  relative. 
His  daughter  Jane  has  accompanied  the  old  gentleman,  to  take  care 


/ 
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of  him ;  and  a  sweet,  tender  nurse  she  is.  Oh  I  if  there  be  one 
beauteous  sight  in  human  nature,  it  is  this ;  a  daughter  encounter- 
ing peril  and  hardship  to  soften  parental^  age  and  innrmity,  repaying 
the  care  which  cherished  and  protected  her  in  her  budding  tender- 
ness ! 

Jane  Amadinna  was  a  strange  girl.  She  had  sisters  and  a  brother, 
but  they  loved  her  not.  Even  her  father  was  often  stem  and  cold 
to  her,  but  his  heart  smote  him  as  he  saw  her  gentleness,  her  love 
for  him,  her  care  for  all  his  wants.  She  was  a  quiet,  pensive  crea- 
ture ;  enthusiastic  within  herself;  her  disposition  ardently  affection- 
ate, but  sensitive,  even  to  suspicion.  Nature  made  her  a  poet,  yet 
she  did  not  know  it ;  she  did  not  know  herself.  As  she  came  upon 
deck,  her  eye  rested  inquiringly  upon  'The  Stranger.'  He  half  turned 
around ;  their  eyes  met,  and  were  as  quickly  withdrawn.  She  walked 
aft,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  father.  The  sun  was  just  setting, 
from  a  cloudless  sky.  The  fresh  breeze  had  piled  the  sea  up  into 
rolling  mountains  of  blue,  capped  with  white ;  and  as  these  tossed 
up  and  down,  the  golden  sun-light  kissed  them,  tinging  their  crests 
with  all  the  hues  of  the  rainbow.  Thus  seemed  the  sea  close 
at  hand;  but  in  the  dista^nce,  toward  the  horizon,  it  appeared 
to  be  a  dancing  field  of  golden  flowers.  The  sky  lay  calm  and  quiet 
above,  and  the  lingering  sun  threw  pale  pinken  sheets  athwart  it, 
like  dream-blushes  on  a  sleeping  beauty's  face.  And  then  the  red 
sun  placed  its  burning  foot  upon  the  waters  ;  then  slowly  sank  lower 
down  till,  all  immersed,  it  disappeared ;  still  sending  back  red  blushes 
to  the  sky  it  lat«  had  brightened,  as  if  loth  to  leave  the  flowery  earth 
in  darkness.  Jane  Amadinna,  gazing  upon  it,  leaned  against  the 
tafirail,  till  it  had  sunk  beneath  the  leaping  water-line,  then  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears. 

'  What  ails  you,  daughter  V  inquired  the  father,  tenderly. 

'  Nothing  material,  father,'  answered  the  weeping  girl ;  '  only  sad 
thoughts  stole  into  xny  heart  — ^  thoughts  of  death.  I  never  see  the 
sun  set,  that  I  do. not  think  of  the  change  from  the  light  of  life  to 
the  darkness  of  the  grave.  And  when  I  see  the  sun  set  as  now  it 
did,  in  calmness  and  in  beauty,  it  seems  to  me  to  prefigure  the  de- 
parture of  the  great  and  good.  Yes,  even  as  in  all  its  resplendent 
glory  it  sank  to-night,  so  died  America's  Washington.  And  when 
he  goes  down  amid  clouds  and  lightning,  wreathed  about  by  the  fly- 
ing storm,  I  think  of  death  by  battle ;  1  hear  the  victor's  shout,  the 
dying  groan,  and  see  the  helpless  perish.' 

'  Lady !'  said  a  voice  at  her  elbow.  She  started  and  turned  around. 
It  was  the  stranger. 

'  Lady,  pardon  me,'  said  he,  *  but  your  theory  has  interested  me. 
You  have  sometimes  seen  the  sun  set  behind  a  still,  black  cloud- 
bank,  going  down  slowly,  palely,  as  if  it  we^e  a  mourner  at  its  own 
funeral  ]' 

'  I  have  seen  such  a  sunset,  Sir.^ 

*  And  what  death  is  figured  there,  lady.' 

<  The  death  of  Umdiness  —  the  death  of  the  unloved  of  earth.' 

'  Such,  lady,  will  be  my  death !' 
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'  And  mw^/  sighed, she,  half  unconsciously. 

'  Come,  daughter,  let  us  go  down  ;  't  is  growing  coolish  up  here,' 
interposed  the  father,  and  the  conversation  ended.  Both  sought 
their  cabin,  while  the  stranger  Remained  upon  the  deck,  his  eyes  still 
bending  westward.  The  breeze-  was  full,  and  the  schooner  held 
steadily  on  her  course.  _ 


CBAFrKb    bKYZNTB- 


For  twenty  days  has  the  Mary  C held  on  her  course,  and 

it  is  again  near  the  hour  of  sunset.  Upon  the  tafirail  leans  the  stran- 
ger ;  by  his  side,  and  alone  with  him,  is  Jane.  A  sea-voyage  is  a 
rare  occasion  for  forming  acquaintances,  and  they  seem  to  have  im- 
proved it.  The  sun  is  not  setting  as  clearly  as  before  ;  its  light  is 
gilding  the  upper  edge  of  a  low  cloud-bank.  Both  regarded  it  in 
sad  silence,  until  the  sun  had  dropped  behind  the  cloud  ;  then  the 
stranger  spoke : 

*  This,'  said  he,  *  is  such  a  sunset  as  that  of  which  I  spoke,  lady, 
when  I  first  had  the  temerity  to  address  you.' 

*  It  is.  Sir ;  and  when  you  spoke  of  it,  you  made  it  prophetically 
figurative  of  your  own  death.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  if  I  am  treading 
upon  forbidden  ground ;  but  I  have  woman's  curiosity,  and  would 
gladly  know  the  cause  of  your  melancholy ;  what  it  is  that  fills  you 
with  sadness  and  forbodings  V 

*  Lady,  your  words  are  kind,  like  the  heart  which  prompted  them ; 
but  there  is  little  in  my  fate  which  can  interest  you  ;  nothing  which 
you  can  cure.  Still  my  history  is  brief —  far  briefer  than  my  days. 
Would  to  G-oD  the  future  could  be  so  brief!  Bom  in  the  lap  of 
luxury,  I  knew  no  care  until  1  had  acquired  my  education  and  at- 
tained my  majority,  when  I  entered  as  a  man  upon  the  world's  rough 
path.  Four  years  ago,  attracted  by  the  peerless  beauty  and  seem- 
mg  virtues  of  Selina,  the  belle  of  her  native  city,  I  wooed  and  won 
her  as  my  bride.  I  fancied  that  the  hour  which  witnessed  and  re- 
corded our  nuptial-bond  was  blessed,  and  that  in  her  I  had  found 
one  who  loved  me  for  myself  alone.  I  loved  her.  Loved  her  ?  —  J 
adored  her !  She  smiled  sweetly  on  me,  and  as  I  thought  returned 
my  fondness  and  affection.  She  was  poor  when  we  were  married, 
but  I  had  wealth,  and  proud  was  I  to  deck  her  peerless  form  in  all 
that  gold  could  purchase.  Ah  !  how  she  shone  among  the  wealthiest 
of  her  sex  !  At  balls  and  parties  none  were  more  marked  than  she  — 
none  more  admired.  But  a  blight  came  upon  my  fortunes ;  my 
riches  faded ;  misfortune  left  me  penniless,  and  dependent  on  mj 
own  exertions.  And  then,  O  God  !  a  blight  too  came  upon  my  love ! 
First  she  grew  cold ;  then  she  began  to  chide  ;  and  then  to  hate  ! 
She  could  no  longer  be  the  belle  she  had  been  —  no  longer  con- 
tinue the  admired  of  alL  She  was  a  poor  man's  wife.  Then  with 
many  a  bitter  taunt  she  told  me  that  my  wealth  and  not  mysdf  had 
won  her,  an  unloving  bride,  to  my  arms ;  and  she  bade  me  seek  and 
give  her  gold,  or  leave  her  forever.  She  dared  to  name  dishonor 
to  me ;  and  when  I  spurned  the  thought,  she  called  me  '  coward,' 
and  bruised  the  cheek  she  so  often  had  kissed,  with  blows ;  she  sp<U 
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upon  me,  as  though  I  had  been  a  slave  or  a  dog !  And  then  she 
bade  me  '  seek  for  other  mates  —  she  was  no  mate  for  me!'  I 
thanked  my  God  that  I  was  childless  !  And  now,  lady,  you  have 
heard  all.  I  am  a  wreck  upon  life's  rough  ocean  ;"  met  by  the  storm 
while  yet  I  was  young  and  fresh-hearted ;  but  early  thus  a  wreck ; 
my  last  hope  fled,  and  nothing  left  but  to  dash  upon  the  heaving 
surge  awhile,  ai/d  then  to  sink  beneath  it.' 

'Land  ho  1'  shouted  the  look-out,  forward.  The  moon  had  risen 
high,  and  by  her  clear  light  the  land  couTd  plainly  be  seen  on  the 
lee-bo v|^.  All  npw  was  bustle,  and  the  conversation  between  the 
lady  and  the  stranger  was  interrupted.  The  captain  came  on  deck 
with  his  night-glass,  and  after  a  moment's  exammation,  pronounced 
the  land  in  sight  to  be  the  mountain  peaks  of  St.  Antonio,  one  of 
the  Cape  de  Verd  Isles.  The  schooner  was  lu£fed  up  half  a  point, 
and  then  all  was  quiet  again. 


OHAPTBR     riOBTa. 


Sunrise  upon  the  ocean !  First,  dimly,  grayly  fades  away  the 
darkness ;  then  light  pinken  tints  skirt  the  eastern  sky,  and  the  twi- 
light mist  of  early  mom  sinks  into  the  waves.  Light  arises ;  then, 
just  above  the  blue,  cold-looking  waters,  a  speck  of  red  appears ; 
first  a  little  spot,  and  then  a  semi-circle,  next  a  demi-globe,  and  at 
last  a  full  red  ball ;  but  not  yet  a  rayful,  gleaming  sun.  It  uprises 
clear  from  the  horizon,  but  to  its  lower  edge  there  clings  a  twin-sun.* 
This  last  is  brighter  far  than  that  above,  which  soon  disappears,  and 
then  the  day-god  commences  his  *  journey  through  the  sky.'  From 
the  schooner's  deck  the  land  was  visible,  and  she  was  skirting  close 
alqpg  the  fertile  shores  of  Brava.  But  now  that  we  were  in  the 
arms  of  the  friendly  *  trades,'  our  4:ourse  was  shaped  for  Rio.  How 
beautiful  the  shore  looks,  after  one  has  been  near  a  month  at  sea  ! 
The  eye  seems  as  if  it  rested  upon  the  distant  land ;  and  as  you 
recognise  some  peasant  cot  or  lordly  villa,  imagination  revels  on  the 
scene.  She  paints  beauty,  virtue  and  content  within  the  lowly  cot ; 
she  pictures  beauty,  sin,  guilt,  wild  love,  and  misery  in  the  palace. 
But  we  leave  her  to  her  portraitures. 

The  schooner  swiflly  speedeth  on  toward  the  equator,  like  some 
stately  bird  gliding  in  its  far  migrations.  She  sweeps  on  toward 
the  ring  of  fire  which  girds  our  earth.  Still  the  '  trades'  blew  fresh 
and  fair ;  no  gales  arose  ;  all  was  as  could  be  wished.  The  vessel 
was  fast  approaching  the  '  line,'  which  once  passed  by  the  landsman, 
gives  him  Neptune's  freedom  of  the  seas. 

It  was  near  noon,  one  day  ;  the  captain  had  just  raised  his  quad- 
i*ant  to  his  eye  to  measure  the  altitude  of  the  sun,  when  close  under 
the  bows  a  gruff  voice  was  heard,  shouting : 

'Schooner  ahoy!  What  schooner  is  that]  —  who  commands 
her  1  —  where  from,  and  where  bound  V 

"  TiTi«  double  reflection  ii  often  veeit  at  sea  r»  the  »un  i«  rfain^,  mid  i«  strlklttfly  be*ttt}AlL 
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The  captain  laid  down  the  qoadrant,  and  taking  np  the  tmmpet, 
answered : 

'  The  good  schooner  Marj  C ,  Captain  Fred.  Skinner,  from 

Philadelphia,  bound  to  Rio  de  Janeiro.  Won't  your  Majesty 
come  aboard  t' 

'  Ay,  ay,  captain ;  we  're  old  acquaintances ;  heave^to  a  bit ;  1 11 
be  on  deck  in  a  jiffy/ 

The  schooner's  fore-top-sail  was  hove  aback,  and  soon  we  heard 
a  noise  forward,  as  if  Nbptune  was  boarding  over  the  bows,  which 
by  the  way  was  the  case.  '  Brail  up  this  square-sail,'  shouted  he, '  so 
that  we  can  take  a  look  about  decks.' 

The  order  was  obeyed ;  and  there  stood  old  Neptune,  in  a  flaxen 
wig  and  beard,  which  looked  very  like  unravelled  Manilla  rope. 
He  bore  a  very  striking  resemblance  to  our  old  mate,  Jerry  Hill,  but 
there  is  no  accounting  for  likenesses.  His  queen,  AMPHRrriTE,  stood 
beside  him,  looking  big  enough  and  saucy  enough  to  whip  him. 
Around  him  were  a  number  of  his  ttdU,  regular  old  sea-dogs  in  ap- 
pearance. All  of  them  had  fins  and  tails,  which  looked  very  like 
dried  cod-fish  tails.  As  the  square-sail  was  cleared  up,  the  captain 
walked  forward,  and  taking  Neptune's  proffered  hand,  said : 

*  Your  Majesty  is  right  welcome  aboard  the  Mary  C .     Here, 

steward,  a  mug  of  that '  black-bottled*  for  His  Majesty  and  the  fair 
Queen !' 

'  Ah !  captain,  this  u  the  right  sort !'  said  his  briny  kingship,  as 
he  quaffed  of  '  die  joyful ;'  '  but  let 's  see  your  muster-roll.  Have 
you  any  strangers  aboard  V 

*  Yes,  we  have  a  few  of  the  uninitiated.  There  's  one  aloft  on 
that  ratline,  there,'  pointing  to  Ned,  who  knew  what  was  coming, 
and  had  prepared  for  a  fair  start  aloft,  where  he  knew  no  one  c#uld 
catch  him. 

'  Oh  !  ho !'  answered  old  Nep.,  as  he  looked  aloft  to  where  the 
skipper  pointed,  '  oh !  ho !  my  uttle  chick  !  come  down  out  o'  that, 
or  I  11  send  for  you  !'. 

*  Well,  send  away,  you  ugly  old  swab  !*  cried  Ned,  as  he  mounted 
still  higher. 

In  an  instant  half-a-dozen  of  Neptune's  attendants  were  in  the 
rigging ;  but  before  they  had  reached  the  cat-harping^,  Ned  was 
quietly  seated  on  the  main-truck,  at  the  upper  extremity  of  a  small 
bending  pole  which  would  scarcely  bear  his  weight,  and  they  dared 
not  follow  him. 

Neptune,  seeing  how  affairs  stood,  hailed  the  youngster :  '  You 
may  come  down,  little  one !  My  kingdom  'sjree  for  you  hereafter. 
Lay  down  from  aloft  there,  you  clumsy  lubbers,  and  attend  to  your 
duties  on  deck.     Captain,  where  's  your  passengers  V 

'  There  stands  one,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  stranger. 

A  pale,  sickly-looking  old  tar  stepped  forward  and  whispered  a 
word  in  Neptune's  ear.  His  Majesty  looked  at  the  stranger,  and 
walking  up  to  him,  reached  out  his  rough  hand,  and  while  a  grim 
smile  stole  over  his  countenance,  he  said  : 

'  Shipmate,  yov  are  welcome  to  the  freedom  of  our  kingdom  i 
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you  are  a  1and->l9bber,  but  a  sailor's  heart  beats  under  your  jacket ! 
We  let  you  sail  scot-iree,  because  you  tended  poor  Bill  Hanson  so 
kindly  while  he  was  sick.'    Then  turning  to  the  captain,  he  inquired : 

*  Who  comes  next  on  your  muster-roll  V 

The  captain  pointed  to  Jane  Amadinna  and  her  father,  who  had 
come  forward,  attracted  by  the  crowd. 

'.Ah  !  a  petticoat !  and,  by  my  queen  !  a  pretty  one  at  that !  Miss, 
you  are  freely  welcome  here.  Ladies  pay  no  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
and  that  good-lookin?  old  man  alongside  o'  ye  is  free,  too,  to  sail 
our  waters.  Age  and  virtue  find  welcome  and  protection  in  Nep- 
tune's kingdom.     But  a^e  these  a//,  captain  V 

*  No,  there  is  another  squad  skulking  below.' 

Neptune  turned  toward  his  suite,  A  look  was  sufficient,  and  four 
or  five  waddled  off  to  the  cabin,  whence  they  soon  reappeared, 
bearing  the  struggling  Mr.  Marley,  who  was  followed  by  Mrs.  Mar- 
ley,  (a  two  hundred-pounder,  at  least,)  and  all  the  little  Marleys, 
each  screaming  in  a  key  peculiarly  its  own.  Mr.  Marley,  kicking 
most  lustily,  was  borne  forward,  roaring :  *  Hands  off,  ye  bloody 
rascals  !  I  'm  a  free  Hinglishman,  and  if  there  's  law  or  jury  in 
the  land,  I  '11 ' 

*  I  'm  the  jury,  judge,  law  and  all,  here,  old  fellow  !*  chimed  in 
Neptune,  interrupting  the  wrathy  personage,  *  and  my  judgment  is, 
that  you  pay  your  footing  before  you  sail  any  farther  in  my  waters.' 

*  I  '11  not  pay  a  penny  !     I  '11  have  the  law  of  you !     I  '11 ' 

*  Law  1  tell  me  of  law,  you  snub-nosed,  ale-bibbing,  lubberly  son 
of  a  clod-hopper  1  I  'U  give  you  law !  Boys,  that  land-lubber 
needs  a  barber ;  his  clothes  are  dirty,  and  he  looks  thirsty  ;  attend 
to  his  wants,  while  *  Amphy.'  and  I  take  another  drink  with  my  old 
friend  the  skipper.' 

In  an  instant  Marie v  was  seated  upon  the  end  of  the  windlass, 
and  held  fast  by  two  of  the  suite ;  another  drew  a  bucket  of  water, 
a  fourth  inserted  a  tunnel  between  the  victim's  teeth,  and  down  his 
throat  went  about  a  half-gallon  pf  salt  water.  More  would  have 
been  administered,  but  the  poor  man  had  closed  the  lower  end  of 
the  tunnel  with  his  teeth.  As  soon  as  it  was  withdrawn,  and  his 
mouth  fairly  opened  to  breathe,  a  paint-brush  saturated  with  grease 
and  tar  was  slapped  into  it  and  dashed  over  his  face  ;  then  the  bar- 
ber, with  a  rusty  hoop,  proceeded  to  his  duty. 

If  Marley's  face  looked  red  before,  it  was  fiery  now.  The  barber 
had  to  take  skin  and  all  to  remove  that  lather.  Close  behind  Mar- 
ley was  a  large  tarpaulin  reservoir,  filled  with  water ;  and  the  in- 
stant the  barber  announced  that  he  was  done,  the  unfortunate  vic- 
tim was  capsized  backward  into  it,  where  he  lay  bubbling  and  gur- 
gling until  he  was  well  soaked,  when  one  corner  of  the  tarpaulin 
^ave  way,  and  out  upon  the  deck  he  rolled,  '  a  sight  to  see  !'  Old 
Nep.  and  his  *  Amphy.'  now  took  a  parting  *  luck-glass,'  then  the 
square-sail  was  sheeted  down  again,  and  the  old  sea-king  left  as  he 
came,  over  the  bows.  It  seemed  as  if  the  old  fellow  did  give  us 
good-luck,  for  we  kept  a  smacking  breeze,  and  on  the  morning  of 
the  forty-third  day  out  we  again  heard  the  joyful  '  Land,  ho !'  from 
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aloft.  Running  in  toward  it,  the  skipper,  who  had  cruised  on  this 
coast  hefore  as  a  privateer's-man  in  the  patriot  service,  soon  made 
out  our  whereabout.  We  had  fallen  a  little  to  leeward  of  our  port, 
owing  to  a  current  setting  eastward,  but  were  in  sight  of  Cape  f  rio, 
only  sixty  miles  from  Rio.  It  was  late  when  we  made  the  Landfall, 
but  by  beating  to  windward  along  the  land,  we  soon  regained  our 
lost  ground,  and  before  daylight  were  hove-to  off  the  harbor.  There, 
with  your  permission,  reader,  we  will  lie  till  our  next  chapter. 

PittMkmrgh,  Pm, 


8     P     R     I     N    6 


*  I  TURNRo  from  all  nhr  l>roii«hi,  lo  thwe  khe  could  mh  brin;.'— '" 


Spbinq  hath  come  back  to  ai,  the  gentle  Spring, 
With  Mm  soft  lephyn  and  ita  annny  hoora, 

And  bahny  dewa,  which  from  the  chill  earth  bring 
Ita  emerald  verdare  and  ita  burating  flowera ; 

While  from  the  woodland,  from  the  hill  and  grove, 

The  glad  bird  carola  ita  wild  lay  of  lore. 


Spring  hath  come  back  to  as ;  roosing  each  atream 
From  the  huahed  stillneoi  of  iti  icy  ileep ; 

Lo !  where  the  bright  wavet  in  the  aunlight  gleam, 
Aa  on  in  murmiuring  melody  they  aweep : 

Ob  !  many  a  bright  and  many  a  lovely  thing 

Thou  wakest  wiSi  thy  coming,  gloriona  Spring ! 


Spring  hath  come  back  ;  yet  doth  it  not  recall 
Thinga  dearer  than  the  floweia  that  round  \m  wave ; 

The  loved,  the  vaniahed,  thoae  to  whom  the  pall 
Wae  the  laat  garment,  the  laat  home  the  grave  : 

Thou  givett  to  melody  and  beauty  birth, 

Why  keep  ye  our  beloved,  insatiate  Earth  7 


We  've  waited  for  them ;  we  have  watched  and  wept 
Through  the  lone  atillneai  of  the  dreary  night, 

When  the  fierce  tempeat  o'er  the  hill  hath  awept. 
And  when  the  morn  arose  with  mddy  li|^t ; 

Mid  the  bright  noontide  and  the  dewy  eve. 

Till  in  fond  dreama  our  eoula  forgot  to  grieve. 
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The  ■pring  hath  oome,  with  all  its  lipht  and  hloom, 
Yet  come  they  not,  those  whom  we  loved  and  monrned ! 

Like  withered  flowen  they  sank  into  the  tomb ; 
The  flowen  are  blooming — have  not  they  returned  7 

Like  in  their  youth,  their  beauty,  and  their  death* 

Obey  they  not  alike  Spring's  wakening  breath  ? 


With  its  fair  buds' in  blushing  beauty  drest,. 

Gladly  we  welcome  back  the  queenly  rose  ; 
Yet  heaveth  not  aeain  that  gentle  breast 

0*er  whose  dread  stUlnesi  did  its  last  leaves  close : 
Wo !  that  the  spring  the  wild  rose  should  restore, 
Yet  she,  our  stricken  bride,  return  no  more  ! 


When  the  meek  snow-drop  blossomed  in  the  |^en, 
Two  gentle  forms  we  trusted  to  the  earth  ; 

The  fair  pale  flowrets  greet  our  eyes  again. 

But  where  are  those  who  cheered  our  lonely  hearth  7 

We  wait  in  vain,  for  not  by  field  or  grove 

Meet  we  their  sunny  smiles,  their  looks  of  love. 


The  laurels  waved  upon  a  noble  brow, 
And  o*er  an  eye  with  the  mind's  beauty  bright ; 

But  the  damp  earth  lies  heavy  on  them  now. 
Closed  IB  that  eye  in  death's  long  dreamlesi  night ; 

Shall  not  the  words  of  love,  the  voice  of  prayer, 

From  those  loved  lips  stir  the  soft  summer  air  7 


Gome  not  the  loved  7    No !  they  are  with  their  God  ! 

There  rest  they  in  His  own  eternal  smile ; 
Still  must  we  bend  beneath  His  chastening  rod, 

Still  must  we  wait,  and  watch,  and  weep  the  while ; 
O'er  our  torn  souls  anguish  must  have  its  sway  — 
They  were  our  idols,  wisely  called  away. 


But  from  afar  there  comes  a  glorious  Spring, 
When  earth  shall  yield  all  buried  treasures  up, 

From  the  dark  grave  shall  our  beloved  bring. 
And  full  fruition  take  the  place  of  hope. 

Then  shall  the  brightness  o'er  the  fair  earth  shed 

Wake  no  vain  longings  for  the  lost,  the  dead ! 


Towmdfi,  Pa, 
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ScBM om,  ir  GxoBOC  W.  BfenitTKX,  Ministftr  of  the  Third  Reformed  Dutch  Church,  Pfailadelplua. 
In  one  Tolttme.    pp.301.    Philadelphia:  Mkntb  akd  EovouDT. 

In  a  late  number  of  the  KNicKKaaocKSR  we  mentioned  the  recent  pnUication  of 
thii  very  beautiful  volume,  and  promised  to  advert  more  particularly  to  ita  merits, 
when  time  and  ipace  Aould  lerve.  The  sermons  are  fourteen  in  number,  and  upcm 
various  themes ;  yet  there  is  no  one  of  them  that  is  not  marked  by  the  eloquent  cha- 
racteristitss  of  the  writer's  style  ;  a  style  which,  althougrh  greatly  heightened  by  tho 
effective  fervent  delivery  for  which  Dr.  Bkthunb  is  remarkable,  enlists  at  once  and 
retains  the  attention  of  the  reader.  We  admire  more  than  any  other  feature  in  these 
discounes  their  persuasive  tenderness ;  the  fresh,  warm  feeling  which  they  evince. 
Denunciations  and  threatenings  are  in  general  far  less  operative  upon  congregationa 
than  earnest  solicitude  and  affectionate  entreaty,  and  of  this  Dr.  Bethunk*s  own 
heart  seems  to  have  made  him  aware.  But  without  farther  comment  of  our  own,  we 
proceed  to  select  a  few  passages  from  the  volume  before  us,  commencmg  with  an  ex- 
tract from  the  opening  discourse  on  *  The  Divine  Nature :' 

'  What  happineas  so  pure,  io  rich  aa  the  gashing  forth  of  affection  toward  those  we  love  T  What 
action  so  full  in  its  own  repayment,  as  a  succesaftil  compassion  for  the  wretched,  or  the  winning  back 
of  a  desolate  heart  to  hopes  of  peace  t  This  waa  the  refreshment  of  the  Saviock's  spirit  in  hia 
sorrowful  pilgrimage ;  for  when  he  was  weary  and  worn,  he  bat  stayed  his  steps  to  cause  a  lame 
man  to  leap  as  an  hart,  or  the  tongue  of  a  dumb  man  to  sing,  to  pour  light  upon  a  darkened  eye,  to 
bid  a  leper  be  clean,  or  to  give  back  to  some  mourner  her  recent  dead,  and  he  Waa  strong  again  an 
though  he  had  drunk  a  cup  of  life.  But  what  must  be  the  joy  of  Goo  in  pouring  forth  from  the  ia- 
finite  fountain  of  hia  heart  sireama  of  affection  to  ererr  holy  and  happy  child  t  w  in  sending  conao- 
laticm  to  bleeding  and  broken  bosoms,  which  none  but  Hs  can  bind  up  and  heal  V 

In  the  discourse  entitled  *  Good  News  for  the  Poor,'  we  find  this  passage,  in  illus- 
tration of  the  position  that  the  gospel  preached  to  the  poor  vindicates  the  providence 
of  God  toward  men : 

*  Thx  existence  of  poverty  and  wretchednesa  is  a  sore  stumbling-block  to  one  who  is  inqairiaf 
alter  a  God  of  love  and  goodness.  Were  we  all  miserable  alike,  the  difficulty  would  be  leas,  for  we 
might  then  conjecture  a  common  cause  for  the  common  ruin.  But  the  varieties  of  human  aliotBeat 
and  experience  are  very  distressing  to  mind  and  heart ;  nay,  hut  for  the  light  of  revelation,  nast 
seem  capricious  and  cruel.  We  are  bora  into  tb'e  world  with  the  same  cravings  and  sensibilitiaa,  yat 
to  one  is  given  a  strong  and  healthlhl  frame,  while  another  suffers  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  under 
bodily  tortures,  that  make  life  a  weariness  and  captivity.  One  is  lapped  in  affluence  and  trained  for 
a  maturity  of  honor  by  the  watchful  eye  and  hand  of  intelligent  love ;  another,  stamped  in  the  saaM 
image,  is  cast  forth  a  child  of  shame  and  heir  of  infkmy.  One  lolls  in  easy  luxury,  with  many  wait- 
ing at  his  beck  to  serve  his  artificial  wants ;  another,  perhaps  every  way  his  superior  in  mental  and 
moral  qnalitiea,  drudgea,  a  burden-hearer,  through  the  world,  with  scarce  a  pittance  for  Hood  and 
shelter.  One  inherits  a  throne,  another  Lives  and  dies  a  alave.  Industry,  virtue  and  a  pursait  of 
knowledge  may  do  something  to  relieve,  and  even  to  prevent  these  inequalities,  but  not  eaoagh. 
Riches  are  not  always  a  proof  of  virtue,  nor  power  the  reward  of  honorable  means,  and  the  best 
talent  is  often  a  erippled  penai<mer  upon  wealthy  and  niggard  ignorance.    Wherefore,  thes,  these 
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diftinctions  t  Are  we  not  ail  alike  human,  creatarea  of  one  GoDf  We  may  b«  told  that  there  la 
less  difference  or  happineM  among  men  than  meeta  the  eye ;  that  every  lot  haa  ita  trial*  and  every 
heart  its  bitternesB ;  that  luxury  has  iu  pains  as  well  as  penury  its  wants,  and  that,  however  pnu- 
perous  vice  may  appear,  virtue  has  in  its  own  consciousness  a  lar  better  reward ;  but  such  declara- 
tions are  mockeries,  except  as  they  may  be  found  written  by  Goo's  own  hand  in  the  blood  of  the 
New  Testament. 

'  Poverty  is  a  bitter  thinf.  There  is  no  reasoning  against  hunger  and  cold  and  disaase  j  against  the 
shame  of  debt  and  the  slavery  of  dependence.  The  brow  may  be  calm  and  the  eye  patient  before 
the  world,  but  *  the  iron  is  rusting  into  the  soul,'  and  the  heart  is  dark  in  the  sunshine.  The  strongest 
mind  quails  before  its  shadow,  and  the  best  thoughts  fall  sickened  and  sad  to  earth,  as  the  reality  ia 
forced  home  upon  the  bleeding  sensibilities.  What,  then,  must  be  the  trial  to  those  less  strong  by 
nature  or  education  t  Tell  the  famishing  mother,  as  she  clasps  her  famishing  child  to  a  bosom  whose 
fountain  is  dried  up,  both  shivering  with  a  chill  worse  than  death,  that  they  who  live  in  warm  houses 
and  fare  sumptuously,  every  day,  have  their  troubles  as  well  as  she,  and  she  would  shriek  out  her 
answer, '  O  for  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  their  tables,  the  {toorest  garment  in  their  wardrobes,  to  feed 
and  to  warm  my  dying  babe  !*  Virtue  its  own  reward  1  It  is  so  in  the  christian's  heaven,  but  it  ia 
not  so  on  earth,  except  when  the  hope  of  heaven  antedates  its  bliaa.' 

<  The  Spirit  of  the  Worid  and  the  Spirit  of  Christianity'  embraces  an  admirable 
enforcement  of  the  great  fact  that  the  spirit  of  the  worid  is  fear ;  that  those  whose 
gods — children,  friends,  riches  or  fame — are  upon  the  earth,  are  seldom  *  at  ease  in 
their  possessions:' 

'  W0BI.DLT  distinction,  what  is  it  but  a  fairer  mark  for  envious  calumny  to  shoot  at  f    Popoln^ 

appAuse.  what  is  it  but  a  bubble  blown  up  by  the  foul  breath  of  fools  and  knaves,  and  when  at  its 

greatest  bigness,  bursting  into  noisome  air  f    Was  ever  demagogue  borne  alolt  by  the  rank  and 

sweaty  palms  of  the  mob,  whoso  voices  he  begged  with  servile  meanness,  that  did  not  despise 

i  himself! 

'Or  what  is  posthumous  fame,  to  which  genius,  disgusted  with  a  present  generation,  has  ofted 
turned  with  fond  idolatry  t  J  stood  once  within  the  tomb  of  Virgil.  Time,  or  the  human  despoilcr, 
had  stripped  it  of  every  decoration.  The  niche  which  had  once  held  the  urn  which  contained  his 
ashes  was  empty.  The  rank  weed  and  brier  waved  around  it  and  over  it.  The  vine-dresser  near 
aang  a  song  in  another  dialect,  and  an  inscription,  at  whose  barbarous  Latinity  the  Mantuan  would 
have  shuddered,  was  all  that  guided  the  classic  pilgrim  to  his  doubtful  grave,  who,  living,  panted  fbr 
an  immortality  of  flune.  What  is  fame  now  to  him  ?  Are  the  dead  conscious  <^  the  bay  or  the 
laurel  which  crowns  their  statues?  Can  the  loudest  acclamations  cidl  them  from  their  sleep  to 
exult  in  their  triumphs  1  Spirits  of  the  mighty  dead,  do  you  hear  us  when  we  pmiae  yout  They 
answer  noL  If  in  heaven,  they  are  absorbed  by  its  glories ;  if  in  hell,  their  anguilh  has  no  ralief. 
What  is  earth  to  them  V 

In  connection  with  this  is  the  counter-position  that  the  spirit  of  fear  is  not  the  spirit 
of  Christianity,  but  rather  energy  of  purpose,  indomitable  will,  and  calm  confidence. 
'  The  annals  of  the  world's  heroism,'  says  the  orator,  *  are  poor  beside  those  of  Chris- 
tianity. Our  martyrology  tells  us  not  only  of  strong  men,  but  of  feeble  women  and 
youths,  scarcely  more  than  children,  going  to  death  with  hymns  of  joy,  singing  tit! 
'  the  flame  choked  tjieir  voices ;  of  simple,  obscure  people,  accounted  as  the  oflicouring 
of  the  earth,  standixiff  firm  in  faith  against  the  might  of  empires,  conquering  as  they 
died,  and  blessing  their  murderers.  Our  history  speaks  of  those,  who,  with  a  more 
sublime  resolution  than  that  which  marched  armies  across  the  pinnacled  Alps,  or 
turned  a  prow  into  unknown  seas  to  find  an  unknown  worid,  have  left  home  and 
finends  and  civilized  life,  to  carry  the  news  of  inmiortality  among  the  most  cruel  sa- 
vages in  the  most  unfriendly  climes.'  The  subjomed  passage  is  from  a  discourse  en^ 
titled  *  The  Good  Shepherd,'  delivered  at  the  commencement  of  the  year : 

'  TBk  young  and  the  giddy  may  lose  all  thought  of  days  to  comein  the  hilarity  of  the  moment,  but 
there  are  few  of  graver  years  and  responsibilities  who  can  regard  the  unknown  events  before  them 
without  anxiety.  What  will  the  coming  months  bring  forth  f  Amidst  the  changes  and  uncertainties 
of  the  world,  will  our  temporal  fortunes  be  secure,  and  a  comfortable  plenty  crown  our  household  f 
Shall  we,  notwithstanding  our  moral  infirmities,  and  the  frequent  lapses  of  others  finom  virtue,  bo 
preserved  from  the  snares  of  temptation  ?  Is  there  no  heavy  calamity  approaching,  though  unseen, 
which,  like  a  sudden  thunder-storm,  will  darken  over  our  heads,  and  deeolate  the  scene  around  usf 
Will  our  good  name  be  shielded  from  *  the  strife  of  tongues,'  evil,  busy  and  venomous?  May  not 
death  be  about  to  drag  us  from  opportunities  of  preparation  before  the  judgment-eeat  ?  These  are 
questions  of  awful  meaning,  not  only  with  regard  to  ourselves,  but  to  those  around  whose  weliaro 
our  own  is  entwined.' 

We  are  reminded  by  this  passage  of  the  ensuing  lines  of  BavANTyin  '  An  Evening 
VOL.  XXVII.  70 
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Reverie,*  a  poem  written  for  the  Knicucrbockbr,  and  in  our  judgment  one  of  the 
moat  beautiful  of  the  many  beautiful  efTuaions  of  our  chief  poet : 

*  Man  fortelf  afar 
The  counet  of  the  stars ;  the  very  hour 
He  koowa,  when  they  shall  darken  or  grow  brigkt ; 
Yet  doth  the  eelipse  of  sorrow  and  of  death 
Come  unforewaroed.    Who  next  of  those  I  loVe 
Shall  pasa  from  life,  or  sadder  yet,  sball  fall 
From  virtue !    Strife  with  foes,  or  bitterer  strife 
With  friends,  or  shame  and  general  scorn  of  men  — 
Which  who  can  bear  t — or  the  fierce  rack  of  pain. 
Lie  they  within  my  path  7    Or  ahall  the  yean 
Push  me,  with  soft  and  inoffensive  pace, 
Into  the  stilly  twilisht  of  my  age  ) 
Or  do  the  portals  of  another  life 
Even  now,  while  I  am  glorying  in  my  strength. 
Impend  around  me  V 

We  have  often  been  impresMd  with  the  truth  of  a  remark  made  by  our  author, 
and  felicitoualy  enforced,  namely,  that  there  is  a  close  relation  between  the  graceful 
and  the  useful :  *  The  stream  wanders  widely  in  gentle,  ever-varying  curves,  that  it 
may  more  widely  difiuse  its  genial  influences,  or  offer  its  flowing  bosom  to  the  asost- 
ance  of  man.  The  abounding  verdure  is  a  refreshment  to  the  eye  which  it  charms, 
and  light  (beautiful,  most  beautiful  light !)  pours  out  iUelf  to  bless,  to  gladden,  and  to 
heal.  The' aroma  of  plants  sweetens  an  atmosphere  that  else  were  noisome,  while 
tiie  vulture  scents  from  afar  the  decay  it  is  his  miFjion  to  remove.  There  is  not  a 
vibration  of  the  air  to  a  voice  of  nature,  but  makes  part  of  a  profound  harmony, 
airanged  by  infinite  skill,  if  we  use  it  aright,  to  cheer  the  heart,  refine  the  mind,  and 
uplift  the  soul  in  aspirations  of  praise.*  '  The  Dignity  of  Serving'  forms  the  subject 
of  a  discouise^  which  we  find  many  passages  which  we  pencilled  as  we  read;  bat 
with  the  exception  of  one,  the  reader  must  seek  them  in  the  volume  which  contams 
them.  That  exception  is  the  following.  Its  connection  is  the  declaration  of  the 
writer,  that  if  the  present  "judgment  of  society  were  like  that  of  the  SuraxME,  the 
aspect  of  the  world  would  be  utterly  changed  ;  that  many  before  whom  we  now  on- 
cap  as  to  our  most  respectable  and  distinguished  citizens,  would  be  hissed  in  the  pil- 
lory of  public  contempt  An  illustrative  sketch  is  given,  which  has  many  a  coun- 
terpart: 

*  HxBB  ia  a  man,  to  whom  Goo  has  given  a  powerful  mind.  Every  door  of  knowledge  haa  been 
open  to  him  from  his  most  early  years.  His  fcllow-citizcus  have  sought  the  aid  of  his  ulents,  and 
made  him  rich.  They  have  raised  him  to  office,  and  made  bim  great  His  manners  are  coarteona,  and 
fashion  flatters  him.  He  adds  to  all  this  the  graceful  decency  of  a  woU-brod  religion,  and  the  chareh 
aolicita  his  championship.  But  his  heart  is  cold.  He  has  no  fellow-feeling  for  man  as  man.  He 
mws  in  wealth,  reputation  and  influence,  only  to  congratulate  himself  upon  his  sucoen.  The  God 
be  worships,  the  world  he  serves,  is  his  own  self.  On  a  Sunday  morning  he  drives  from  church,  and 
at  the  door  of  his  broad  mansion  he  is  looked  up  to  by  a  shivering  outcast  child,  begging  for  a  emmb 
from  his  table,  scarcely  (faring  to  hone  for  a  kind  word  from  his  lips.  It  is  an  orphan  boy,  who  has 
no  friend  to  tell  him  that  there  is  a  God  or  a  path  of  virtue,  and  no  shelter  but  among  the  vile.  There 
may  be  within  that  aqualid  raggedness  a  mild,  loving  heart,  a  resolate  courage,  and  a  determined 
will,  with  a  generous  wish  to  upraise  himselfl  But  the  man.  who  might,  by  the  blessing  of  God» 
make  him  a  useful,  conscience-guided  Christian,  spurns  him  away  without  a  farther  thought.  Years 
roll  on,  and  that  neglected  little  one  grows  up  (how  could  it  be  otherwise  f)  a  thief  and  a  felon. 

'Now,  tell  me,  which  will  stand  fairest  before  God  iu  Ihiit  day,  when  he  will  reckon  the  mnissioa 
to  do  good  by  those  who  had  the  knowledge  and  opportunity,  as  most  aggravated  iniquity?  Which 
is  most  guilty  of  crime,  the  felon,  or  the  selfibh  contemner  of  a  young  immortal  soul  t  Far  rather 
would  I  be  that  wretched  child,  with  all  the  consequences  of  his  untutored  life,  than  therich,  power- 
Ibl,  world-honored  man,  to  whom  God  will  say:  'I  gave  thee  wealth,  and  talents,  and  influence,  that 
thon  mightest  be  the  stay  of  the  helpless,  the  light  of  the  isroorunt,  and  an  example  of  goodness  to 
the  world;  yet  hast  thou,  wicked  servant,  wrapped  it  all  about  thy  miserable  selfJ* 

But  we  must  draw  our  notice  of  this  excellent  volume  to  a  close.  It  abounds  in 
eloquent  and  original  thoughts,  and  is  very  rarely  disfigured  by  mere  truisms,,Bo  com- 
mon in  kindred  collections.    Something  very  like  an  incontrovertible  fact  however 
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is  thii  pomtion  of  oar  author :  *  AfflictionB  are  painful.  When  they  cease  to  be  pain- 
ful, they  cease  to  be  afflictions.*  Probability  we  think  rather  favors  both  of  these 
conclusions ;  which  remind  us  of  a  sentence  in  the  imitation  of  Dr.  Johnson  in  the 
'  Rejected  Addresses  :*  <  Permanent  stage-doors  we  have  none.  That  which  is  perma- 
nent cannot  be  removed.  When  once  it  is  removed,  it  soon  ceases  to  be  permanent' 
But  there  are  few  plAitudes  to  be  encountered  in  any  thing  lh>m  the  pen  of  Dr 
Bkthitns  ;  while  his  eloquence,  his  genuine  feeling,  his  affectionate  tenderness,  will 
win  aU  hearts.    Again  we  commend  his  volume  to  a  cordial  public  acceptance. 


PoxMS  BT  Thomas  Hood.    In  one  Tolunw.    pp.  S89.    '  Librazy  of  Choice  Reading.*    New-York: 
WxLBT  AND  Putnam. 

Peehaps  there  is  no  periodical  in  this  country  which  has  kept  so  full  a  '  running 
account'  with  the  muse  of  rare  Thomas  Hood  as  the  Knickerbooxxb.  Always  an 
enthusiastic  admirer  of  his  genius ;  his  inimitable  sense  of  the  humorous  and  the 
burlesque ;  his  matchless  command  of  language  ;  his  deep  feeling,  and  honest  tender- 
ness of  heart ;  his  love  of  right,  scorn  of  wrong,  and  hatred  of  cant,  at  all  times  and 
in  all  stations ;  we  have  lost  no  opportunity  to  place  his  productions,  <  by  parcels,' 
before  our  readers ;  until  we  find  it  difficult,  in  looking  through  any  ooUeetion  of  his 
writings,  in  prose  or  verse,  to  find  any  one  piece  upon  which  we  have  not  before 
trenched  for  the  gratification  of  our  readers.  Premising  that  the  volume  onder  no- 
tice contains  several  of  the  most  felicitous  productions  of  Hood's  facile  pen,  we  wof 
tent  ourselves  with  the  segregation  of  two  or  three  passages  from  an  ode  addressed 
to  a  very  <  godly  critic'  who  had  characterized  some  of  his  innocent  playful  verses 
as  <  profaneneas  and  ribaldry :' 

'  Wkll  I  —be  the  greceleas  UneunenUeonfeit  \ 
Hlo  enjoy  this  bounteous  beauteoua  earth ; 

And  dote  upon  a  je«t 
*  Within  the  Umite  of  beoomiaff  mirth ;' 

No  solenm  nanetimonioua  face  I  pull,  • 

Nor  think  I  'm  pious  when  I  'm  only  bilious ; 
Nor  study  in  my  sanctum  supercilioue 
To  f)rame  a  Sabbath  Bill  or  for^e  a  Bull. 
I  pray  for  grace — repent  each  sinAil  act — 
Peruse,  but  underneath  the  rose^  my  Bible ; 
And  love  my  neighbor  far  too  well,  In  fiict, 
To  call  and  twit  him  with  a  godly  tract 
That 's  turned  by  application  to  a  libel. 
My  heart  ferments  not  with  the  bigot's  leaven, 
All  creeds  I  view  with  toleration  thorough, 
And  have  a  horror  of  regarding  heaven 
A*  any  body's  rotten  borough.' 

'  I  do  not  hash  the  Gospel  in  my  books, 
And  thus  upon  the  puolic  mind  intrude  it, 
As  if  I  thought,  like  Otahoitan  cooks, 
No  food  was  fit  to  eat  till  1  had  chew'd  it 
On  Bible  stilts  I  do  n't  affect  to  stalk ; 
Nor  lard  with  Scripture  my  familiar  talk : 

For  man  may  pious  texts  repeat, 
And  yet  religion  have  no  inwara  seat} 
'T  is  not  so  plain  as  the  old  Hill  of  Howth, 
A  man  has  got  his  belly-full  of  meat 
Because  he  talks  with  victuals  in  his  month  V 


*  Spontaneously  to  God  should  tend  the  soul, 
Like  the  magnetic  needle  to  the  pole ; 
But  what  were  that  intrinsic  virtue  worth. 
Suppose  some  fellow,  with  more  zeal  than  knowledge, 

Fresh  from  Bt  Andrew's  CoUega, 
Should  nail  the  conscious  needle  to  the  north? 
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*l  do  eonfen  that  I  abbor  aad  thriak 
Ftmb  Mhcfflea,  with  a  religiooa  willy-nillf. 
Thai  frown  upon  BL  Gilea'a  aiiu,  hot  Miak 
Tba  paccadUloaa  of  all  Piccadilly ; 
My  mmI  ravolta  at  mieh  a  bare  hypocrisjr, 
And  will  Dpc  dar«  not,  fancy  in  accord 
The  LoKO  of  Boats  with  an  ExclunTO  Lord 

Of  this  world's  artstoeraey. 
It  will  not  own  a  notion  so  unholy,  « 

As  thtnkins  tl^^  <h«  neh  by  easy  trips 
May  fo  to  heaT'a,  whereas  the  poor  and  lowly 
Must  work  their  paasafe,  as  they  do  in  ships.' 

*  A  nan  may  cry, '  Church !  Chttreh  !*  at  ev'ry  word. 
With  no  mora  piety  than  other  people; 

A  daw  's  not  reckoned  a  reli^us  bird 
Because  it  keeps  »«awinf  from  a  steopla. 
The  Temple  is  a  good,  a  holy  place. 
But  quackiuf  only  fires  it  an  ill-savor ; 
While  saintly  mouotebanks  the  porch  disfmee, 
And  brinf  relif  ion's  self  into  diafaTor!' 

*  Church  is  *  a  little  heav'n  below, 

I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go,* 
Yet  I  am  none  of  thoae  who  think  it  odd 

A  man  can  pray  unbidden  from  the  cassock 
And,  passiof  by  the  customary  haasoek. 
Kneel  down  remote  upon  the  simple  sod. 
And  sue  in  *  formA  pauperis'  to  Goo.* 

It  lequirM  no  recmnmeiidatioii  of  oon  to  insure  a  wann  and  cordial  reception  of 
ihii  adnurable  Tolnnie.  Those  who  can  think  and  feel ;  who  can  enjoy  innocent 
mirth  and  good-natured  satire ;  or  appreciate  tme  pathos  and  chaste  imagination, 
will  need  no  inoentiTe  to  secure  its  perusal 


BLBOBins  •¥  MmffAi.  PHXX.osopHr:  coataininf  a  Critical  Expoaition  of  the  principal  Fhaw>- 
mena  and  Powers  of  the  Human  Mind.  By  L.  A.  SAwnn,  President  of  Centznl-CoUefa,  0km. 
New-York:  Pahix  ard  Buaoau. 

No  work  has  appeared  smce  that  of  Dr.  Baowic,  which  seems  to  us  to  go  so  tho- 
roughly into  the  investigation  of  the  great  principles  of  Mental  Science,  as  the  Tolnme 
before  us.  The  purpose  of  the  book  is  not  merely  to  give  a  digest  of  the  results  obtained 
by  others,  and  to  teach  dearly  and  forcibly  the  well-established  yiews  of  metaphysi- 
cians, but  to  giro  new  and  better  solutions  of  the  principal  problems  in  Mental  Sdence, 
and  to  make  essential  improvements  in  it  The  book  contains  little  common-place  mat- 
ter, birt  argues  the  most  difficult  and  abstruse  questions  with  clearness,  and  attains 
important  q>eculative  and  practical  results  by  short  and  sore  procetaea.  The  style 
is  conisise  and  forcible,  and  often  eloquent ;  the  range  of  discussion  is  wide,  and 
the  tons  manly  and  dignified.  The  author's  theory  of  ideas  is  an  entire  departure 
from  the  views  of  the  English  and  Scotch  Metaphysicians,  and  is  equally  removed 
from  the  dreamy  mysticism  and  artificial  theories  of  the  Germans.  This  part  of  the 
work  necessarily  requires  close  and  careful  attention,  and  cannot  be  read  *  on  the 
ruse ;'  but  is  intelligible,  and  opens  to  reflecting  men  wide  fields  of  thought  hitherto 
in^erfectly  unexplored. 

His  theory  of  the  imagination  is  a  beautiful  exposition  of  that  noble  faculty,  tmd  con- 
tains profound  and  original  views,  which  will  be  read  with  interest  The  author's  exposi- 
tion of  tl^e  Logic  of  AaisTOTus,  and  of  reasoning  generally,  will  attract  the  attention  of 
metaphysicians.  Lord  Bacon  condemned  the  logic  of  Arutotlb,  and  proposed  a  new 
oigaaimi,  whieh  has  a&ce  been  called  the  *  inductive  logic'  Subsequent  writan  have 
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been  greatly  divided,  eome  defending  AftisTOTi.B,  and  endeavoring  to  reconcile  his  logio 
irtth  the  prineiplefl  of  inductive  reasoning,  and  othen  condemning  him.  Most  anthon 
have  taught  that  all  reaaoning  is  of  the  syllogietic  kind,  and  that  all  judgments  an 
informed  finom  major  and  minor  premises,  making  the  inductive  reasoning  of  Bacon 
of  the  same  kbid  precisely  as  that  of  Aristotlb.  This  common  error  of  modem 
times,  and  especially  of  English  metaphysics,  is  committed  by  Mill  in  his  elaborate 
work  on  logic  Mill  perverts  the  syllogism  entirely,  in  order  to  reduce  it  to  such  a 
form  that  all  reasoning  may  be  worked  into  it  Those  who  have  patience  to  follow 
him  through  the  long  arguments  by  which  he  *  darkens  counsel  by  words  without 
knowledge,'  in  endless  mazes  bewildered  and  lost,  will  be  refreshed  with  the  profound 
and  convincing  exposition  of  the  same  subject  in  the  work  under  notice.  Another 
subject  of  equal  importance  in  which  Mill  fails,  in  common  with  English  and  Scotch 
metaphysicians  generally,  is  that  of  the  theory  of  Cause  and  Efiect  A  large  por- 
tion of  his  work  is  devoted  to  this  subject,  and  the  same  vicious  solution  of  the  great 
question  respecting  it  is  given  which  furnished  Hume  and  others  with  premises  for  a 
system  of  skepticism.  Mr.  Sawtbr'b  work  resolves  this  whole  matter  in  a  maimer 
which  takes  away  the  premises,  from  which  the  modem  systems  of  skepticism  and 
idealism  are  inferred,  and  which  must  put  these  controversies  at  rest  No  one  can 
read  his  sunple  solution  without  bemg  satisfied  of  its  tmth,  and  feeling  that  he  has 
superseded  the  learned  volumes  of  British  disquisition  on  these  subjects.  We  com- 
mend the  work  to  the  cultivators  of  sound  mental  science,  and  to  the  patrons  of  ori- 
ginal American  literature. 


HitTomr  or  rem  Bastilk.    Bv  R.  A.  DAvsMFoar.    Complete  ta  one  Yolunie.    With  a  Grouod 
Plan  of  the  Bettile.    Number  One  of  Cabxt  and  Habt's  *  Librmry  for  the  People.* 

This  is  one  of  the  most  mteresting  books  of  the  season.  We  judge  of  its  proba- 
ble influence  upon  the  general  reader  by  its  power  over  a  profe$8ional  reader,  so  to 
speak,  who  must  needs  read  '  every  thing  going ;'  and  when  we  say,  that  having 
taken  up  the  volume  we  could  not  lay  it  down  until  we  arrived  at  the  three  hundred 
and  forty-ninth  page,  the  last  in  the  book,  we  look  to  have  the  fact  taken  as  prima 
facie  evidence  of  the  character  of  its  contents.  The  author  has  linked  mth  the 
history  of  the  Bastile  that  of  France,  and  has  traced  the  rise  and  progress  of  those 
parties,  factions  and  sects  which  furnished  inmates  to  the  prisons  of  state.  He  has 
consulted  every  document  that  was  accessible,  which  could  throw  light  upon  any 
branch  of  his  subject  The  author  does  by  no  means  assume  too  much  in  hoping  that 
the  volume  will  tend  not  only  to  keep  up  an  abhorrence  of  arbitrary  power,  but  also 
to  inspire  affection  for  governments  which  hold  it  to  be  a  duty  to  promote  the  happi- 
ness of  the  people.  It  is  enough  to  melt  the  hardest  heart  with  pity,  to  read  the  ac- 
counts of  the  inhuman  treatment  to  which  the  prisoners  of  the  Bastile  were  subjected  ; 
shut  out  from  the  beautiful  forms  of  nature,  the  treasures  of  intellect,  and  the  delights 
of  social  converse,  from  all  that  can  animate  or  console  ;  racked  by  a  thousand  re- 
membrances, conjectures,  passions  and  fears ;  brooding  in  unbroken  seclusion  and 
silence  over  the  past  and  the  present,  and  vainly  straggling  to  penetrate  the  darkness  of 
the  future ;  and  even  when  his  long  series  of  woes  is  at  last  ended  ;  when  Death  has 
rent  asunder  the  fetters  of  the  captive,  and  he  is  <  where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling and  the  weary  are  at  rest,'  an  ingenuity  of  torment  carries  vengeance  beyond 
the  grave,  and  entails  upon  kindred  a  share  of  suffering.  The  work  before  us  is  the 
only  one  in  the  language  which  can  be  denominated  a  History  of  the  Bastile. 
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A  Dbpxncb  of  Febnch  Cookkrt,  bt  <Onk  who'Kmowi.' — Perpend  the  annexed 
epistle  to  the  Editob,  tasteful  reader,  from  an  accomplished  Philadelphia  caterer,  and 
judge  between  him  and  the  adversaries  whose  *  positions'  he  attacks  with  mariied 
enthusiasm  and  skilful  weapons :  '  As  a  pendant  for  that  extremely  epicurean  ac- 
count of  a  Roman  dinner,  by  the  *  Man  without  a  Shadow>*  (*  May  his  shadow  never 
be  leas!*  for  he  must  be  a  true  gaurtnitt  in  the  beet  sense  of  the  word — French 
sense,  of  couise,)  and  as  a  beacon-light  to  such  sober  old  cits  as  may,  after  toiling  a 
half-century  to  amaa  *  a  plum*  by  retailing  fish  or  tapes,  feel  desirous  of  BstonWiing 
neighbor  Jonbs  and  friend  Smith  with  a  magnificent  entertainment,  consisting  of  a 
quart  of  terrapin-soup,  ordered  from  the  nearest  oyvter-cellar ;  a  hundred  oysten, 
purchased  under  his  own  eye,  and  opened  by  <  one  of  Gron's  ebony  images  f  a  roaflt 
tnriEey,  which  took  him  two  days  to  buy,  because  the  confounded  hucksters  wanted 
a  nzpence  too  much,  and  in  the  cooking  of  which  he  is.  abnost  mined  by  the  im- 
mense quantity  of  stale  broad,  parsley,  sage  and  onions  required  for  its  stuffing ;  two 
kinds  of  watery  vegetaUee ;  a  composition  of  butter,  rice  and  milk,  dignified  with 
the  name  of '  rice  custard,'  and  a  faint  imitation  of  puff  paste,  filled  with  cranbemea^ 
or  some  other  acid  fruit ;  all  of  which  are  to  be  accompanied  by  a  quart  of  dark- 
colored  liquid,  which  he  was  obliged  to  take  some  years  before  ibr  a  bad  debt  from  a 
second-rate  grocer,  said  grocer  facetiously  styling  it  Port ;  a  wine  mu<:h  talked  of, 

but  seldom  seen  in  England I  say,  as  a  beacon-light  to  such  as  dine  after  this 

fashion,  I  send  you  a  <  carte'  of  a  breakfast  and  a  dinner  served  up  at  one  of  oar 
Philadelphia  hotels,  within  a  few  weeks  pest.  For  the  information  of  the  uninitiatedy 
I  would  inform  them  that  both  entertainments  were  served  d  la  JRusse,  the  only  Ros- 
sian  custom,  by-the-way,  worthy  of  imitation,  and  the  only  style  by  which  each 
guest  is  enabled  to  make  comfortably  the  *  tour  of  the  table,'  and  eat  his  proportaon  of 
each  dish  '  d  son  point,*  the  indispensable  duty  of  every  sensible  gouimdt  Twenty 
minates  were  allowed  to  intervene  between  <  the  going  down  and  coming  up*  of  oon- 
secutive  dishes,  to  enaUe  the  digestive  organi  to  perform  properiy. their  regular  da- 
ties.  The  wines,  the  choicost  of  their  kind,  were  all  properiy  cared  for,  and  served 
at  the  proper  time,  without  stint,  and  without  precipitation ;  the  amphitryon  care- 
fully observing  that  each  guest's  glass  was  neither  full  nor  empty.  And,  in  short,  as 
'  Cbsae  and  his  fortunes'  were  embarked  in  this  afiair,  you  may  be  sure  it  was  cooked 
as  but  one  man  in  this  country  can  cook,  and  served  in  such  a  style  as  *  any  friend  of 
CBa&a's'mightbeprovdof.   But  while  I  am  prating,  the  dsdies  are  getting  cold.   The 
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finrt  entertainment  was  a  <  Dejeuner  k  la  Fonrchette  pour  dix  coayerte,'  given  by  a 

Fhiladelphian  to  a  very  celebrated  '  gastronomo'  of  your  city,  than  whom  perhaps  no 

one  in  this  country  is  better  capable  of  appreciating  the  eflforts  of  an  artiste  ;  and 

the  following  is  the  '  carte/  the  name  of  the  wine  that  accompanied  each  dish  being 

added: 

*  Salt  oy«ten  on  the  aheU. 

Chabiis  I 
A  rocli>fiih  A  1»  broehe,  »  U  ehunp^no&M. 

Dorf  Johannisberg.  1834. 
Poached  eggs,  A  la  pur^  de  celeri. 

Liebfrauenmilch,  18S8. 
Pigeons  en  poire,  aux  pedts  poia. 

LiebfrauenmUch,  1888. 
Petite  pat^  de  queoellet  de  fainuu,  A  la  Financi6re. 

Steinwein,  1834. 
A  roast  capon,  stuffed  with  truffles  I 

Champagne  frapp^ 
Majonnaise  de  Volaille,  A  la  Bellevne. 

A  *  Coup  du  milien'  of  rum,  sixty-five  yean  old. 

<  After  which,  a  couple  of  magnum  bottles  of  Delmonico's  celebrated  Burgundy, 
obtained  expressly  for  the  occasion.  Then, '  Caf<6  k  la  Grecque,  and  Toste  d*An- 
chois  ;*  and  as  <  Chasse  Caf^,'  or  *  Coup  d'aprds,'  a  bottle  of  some  extraordinary 
'  Essence  de  Moka  de  Martinique,'  a  liqueur  without  an  eqital.  Before  parting,  di- 
gestion had  so  well  waited  on  appetite,  that  it  was  necessary  to  furnish  the  guests 
with  a  cup  of  <  Chocolat  k  la  cr^me'  to  prevent  their  leavmg  the  table  hungry ! 

<  The  second  affair  was  got  up  by  a  party  of  the  *  Upper  Ten  Thousand,'  who 
have  always  objected  to  dining  at  a  hotel,  but  departed  from  their  rule  in  this  in- 
stance for  the  purpose  of  testing  the  abilities  of  the  parties  concerned  in  the  above- 
mentioned  repast  Their  order  was  a  '  carte  blanche,'  and  the  way  they  <  footed  the 
bill'  fully  expressed  their  satisfaction  with  an  affair  which  the  world  is  challenged  to 
BurpsH !  It  would  be  time  lost  to  expatiate  upon  the  merits  of  this '  carte  ;'  for  the 
experienced  gourmdt  a  single  glance  will  be  sufficient ;  to  the  inexperienced  and  ig- 
norant, volumes  would  not  induce  them  to  think  that  a  dinner  could  be  *  any  great 
things,'  which  appeared  to  them  composed  of  but  chicken  soup,  calf's  head,  lamb 
chops,  sweet-breads,  chickens'  livers  cooped  up  in  paper,  snipe,  cooked  in  some  *d — d 
French  way,'  a  roast  chicken  stuffed  with  black  potatoes !  a  lobster  salad,  with  a 
few  common-place  vegetables,  and  a  lot  of  <  French  sugared  kickshawa'  The  sal- 
mon might  perhaps  arrest  their  attention  for  a  moment,  but  when  they  marked  the 
sauce  they  would  pan  even  that  with  a  '  Pish !  some  infernal  French  mussing !'  and 
would  possibly  come  to  the  conclusion  that  <  Orange  ice  cream  might  be  good,  but  for 
their  parts  they  would  much  prefer  lemon  or  vanilla.'  With  such  men,  French  cook- 
ing and  ItaUan  operas  are  placed  on  a  par ;  '  neither  worth  ad  —  n,  that  they  are 
aware  ofl'  Some  such  genius  in  the  city  of  BaltimoBe,  who  prides  himself  on  his 
talent  for  making  and  describing  the  <  modus  operandi'  of  a  sherry-cobbler,  in  a  long 
article  descriptive  of  the  good  things  the  mob-towners  get  at  Guv's,  (by-the-way,  let 
me  add  that  Guy's  dinners  are  far  better  than  the  author's  description  of  them,)  at- 
tacks French  cooking  in  a  most  savage  manner,  and  emphasizes  the  following  bright 
assertion :  '  You  can  make  a  French  dinner  out  of  any  thing ;  Heaven  itself  has 
been  good  enough  to  provide  the  things  we  eat  in  Baltimore.'  And  again :  <  The  su- 
perior excellence  of  French  cookmg  arises  from  the  toretckednega  of  French  food  /' 
If  the  individual  who  penned  the  above  extraordinary  remark  were  an  ignoramus,  or 
a  writer  of  no  note,  his  very  insignificance  would  prevent  his  being  called  to  account ; 
but  such  is  not  the  case ;  and  we  must  therefore  infer  that  he  is  seeking  <  to  build  up 


yon  cot  tbe  head  aod  feac,  sad  — 
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luf  hoiiM  by  knockinjr  his  neigbbor's  doiwn,*  and  eoiMeqaeiitly  has  knowingly  db- 
torted  the  facta.  Such  being  the  case,  it  would  be  foUy  to  attempt  a  scientific  refata- 
tion  of  such  baselesi  assertions.    Beside : 

'  Lb  jeu  oe  vant  pas  la  chandelle.* 

I  will  however  give  him,  and  the  croaken  against  the  French  style  of  cocking*  one 
single  shot,  in  the  shape  of  a  receipt  for  *  Un  Rati  9ant  pareil,*  which  is  taken  fiom 
the  celebrated  *  Almanach  des  Goarmands,'  written  by  the  greatest  epicure  of  any 
age,  Geimod  db  la  Reynibrji.    Hear  him : 

*  8rvrw  a  fine  large  oUve  with  cmrcr*  amd  JUett  ^amehoit,  and  — 

*  Place  it  Inaide  a  delicate  Bee-FtgiUt  (a  small  bird.)  ttcm  which  : 

*  EdcIom  it  in  the  body  of  a  fine  jplomp  erfeioM,  whleh  yon  tmaa  neatly,  and — 
'  loMrt  in  the  body  of  a  fkt  menvteltc,  (a  lark,)  from  which  yea  cut  not  only  the  head  and  feet,  bat 

•lao  diuect  the  principal  bonea ;  then  cover  it  with  a  thin  alice  of  lard,  and  — 

*  Put  it  into  the  body  of  a  frinet  (thraah.)  which  you  noat  alao  diaaect  and  prepare  in  the  annae 
BMnner,  and  — 

'  Stuff  inside  a  fat  and  jnicy  emUUt  (qnail,)  a  wild  one  in  preference  to  a  tame  one ; 

'Then  enclose  your  caille,  which  you  should  eo^er  with  a  Tine-leaf,  as  a  coat-of«ras  to  show  iu 
nobility,  in  the  body  of  aesumeev,  (lepwingO  which  is  boned  and  truased  to  enable  U  to  be 

'Inserted  into  the  body  of  apiarierdere,  (golden  plover,)  which  in  iu  turn  is  covered  with  lard, 
and  — 

*  Enclosed  in  a  youog  woodcock,  as  tender  and  as  plump  as  Mademoiselle  Volnau,  (a  celebrated 
actress  of  those  days,)  and  quite  as  well  kept.  Having  first  rolled  it  in  grated  bread  crumbs,  you 
then 

'  Place  it  in  the  body  of  a  leal,  which  is  neatly  trussed  and  prepared,  and  then 
'  Put  into  a^uinsa-Mii,  which  you  secrete  in  the  body  of  a  younr 

*  WUd-dmek.  Enclose  your  duck  inside  a  ekiekem,  which  should  be  as  white  as  Madame  BclmoKt, 
as  plump  as  Mademoiselle  de  Viennk,  and  as  fat  as  Mademoiselle  Contat,  but  not  quite  so  large. 
(These  ladies  are  celebrated  actresses  and  danseuses.) 

'  Your  chicken  with  its  many  amiable  qualities  should  then  be  concealed  inside  of  a  young ;iJb«*- 
•mit,  chosen  with  care,  and  preserved  until  it  has  obtained  the  requisite  degree  of  kmrntgomtf  without 
which  it  i»  not  fit  to  be  placed  before  a  '  gourmand ;'  you  then 

'  Place  it  in  the  body  of  a  youog  tender  and  fat  goote,  wild  of  coarse,  which  is  hidden  ttvm  vulgar 
gaze  by  being  placed  in  the  body  of  a  very  fine  ken  tmrkef,  which  should  be  as  white  ami  as  plump 
asMdlle.  Ambnk: 

'  And  last  of  all,  place  your  turkey  in  the  body  of  an  Ont^riis  (a  species  of  wiM  turkey  or  gooae) 
and  fill  the  interstices  with  Lucca  Chestnuts,  force  meat,  and  a  savory  stufilng. 

*  Havinc  thus  prepared  your  roast,  put  it  into  a  pot  suMcieotly  large,  with  onions  fiqjteo  with  cloTes, 
carrots,  chopped  ham,  celery,  a  bouquet  of  thyme  and  parsley,  mignonette, several  slices  of  fat  pork 
well  salted.  Pepper,  salt,  fine  spices,  coriander,  and  one  or  two  sprigs  of  garlic.  Then  seal  this  pot 
hermetically  with  a  strip  of  paste  or  clay  and  place  it  on  a  slow  fire  where  the  heat  will  penetrate  it 
gradually,  and  let  it  remain  twenty -four  hours.  Then  uncover  it;  *  degraiaaes'  it,  if  necemary,  and 
aerve  on  a  hot  plate. 

*  It  is  easy  to  imagine  that  the  Juices  of  so  many  different  fowls  amalgamated  thoroughly  by  this  dow 
process  of  cookiug,  and  their  different  principles  be  coming  so  identified  each  with  the  other  by  this 
close  connection,  would  give  to  this  unequalled  dish  a  most  wonderftil  flavor  in  which  you  have  com- 
bined the  quintessence  of  the  plain,  the  forest,  the  marah,  and  the  bam-yard.' 

And  all  this  is  to  be  done  in  a  coimtry  celebrated  for  the  toretehedneM  of  iU  ftod  / 
Perhaps  Mr. '  SiiBEaT-CoBBLma'  can  name  for  me  a  season  during  which  the  Balti- 
moreans  will  be  enabled  to  produce  an  equal  variety.  Perhap§  he  can ;  but  until 
he  does,  he  will  pardon  me  if  I  dare  to  disagree  with  him  in  his  opmion  of  Fnnoe, 
<  La  Belle  France/  being  suah  a  <  Gon-forgotten  country'  as  he  would  have  us  be- 
lieve. 

Let  me  not  be  understood,  however,  as  being  desixoua  of  finding  fault  with  Balti- 
more and  its  gastronomical  treasures.  (May  Heaven  avert  such  a  calamity !)  On 
the  contrary,  she  is  entitled  to  all  my  respect  and  veneration,  not  only  for  her  can- 
vaas-back  ducks,  her  fine  oysters,  and  her  beautiful  celery,  to  say  nothing  of  her 
pretty  girls  and  hospitable  citizens ;  but  she  happens  to  be  <  the  spot  where  I  was 
bom.'  Nor  do  I  censure  him  for  his  extravagant  praise  of  the  good  things  he  gets  at 
Gut's,  for  to  my  certain  knowledge,  there  is  no  place  in  this  country  where  the  ilain- 
ties  of  the  latitude  are  served  with  so  much  care  and  taste ;  plain  to  be  sure,  and  all 
the  better  perhaps  for  that,  but  always  carefully  cooked  and  good.  But  *  I  do  object' 
to  his  wholesale  denunciation  of  a  cou|||try  which  has  been  ftom  time  immsmorial, 
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*  the  Paradise  of  Gourmands/  and  a  science  which  ranks,  in  the  opinion  of  all  *  sen- 
sible men/  on  a  par  with  medicine !  *  Wretchedness  of  the  food'  forsooth  I  Why 
let  me  tell  you,  my  *  cobbler'  friend,  that  in  Paris  the  products  of  the  four  quarters 
of  the  globe  are  always  to  be  had ;  and  the  time  is  not  far  distant  when  a  canvass- 
back  duck  will  be  less  of  a  *  raia  avis  in  Paris'  than  in  many  cities  nearer  home. 

*  I  do  object'  also  to  his  styling  the  generous  and  rich  wines  of  the  glorious  Rhine 

*  acid  tipple.'    But,  *  horror  of  horrors !'  listen  to  his  profanity : 

'  Ybt  it  waa  not  that  therrw  there  plenty  wu  Men, 
In  beakers  of  crystal,  or  hittUa  to  grttm  /* 

<  Golden  Sherry  in  green  bottles !    Chateau  Margaux  in  a  horse-bucket  as  soon ! 

But  what  can  be  expected  from  a  gourmand  (?)  who  writes  such  poetry  and  makes 

assertions  like  the  following : 

'  'T  WAS  not  ale  or  porter,  that  I  Uned  U  nnK— 
Oh  no !  't  was  a  *  coMIer,'  more  exqsiaite  atill  I 


Dear  *  box'  in  the  'basement,*  how  calm  can  I  rest. 
On  the  bench  in  thy  corner  —  for  Uure  I  doze  best, 
When  the  jingling  of  knives,  forks,  and  glasses  shall 
And  I  nod  on  my  bosom,  and  alumber  in  peace !' 

Dear  soul !  he  has  gone  to  sleep !  May  he  long  enjoy  his  slumbers ;  and  when  next 
he  awakens,  let  his  first  prayer  be  for  the  extension  of  h\a  knowledge  of  '  Gastronomy 
and  God's  truth  !     Now  '  let  him  slide,'  and  let  us  to  dinner. 

*  *  As  I  was  remarking  when  you  interrupted  me :'  to  expatiate  on  the  merits  of  this 
dinner  would  be  time  lost.  We  may  as  well  therefore  plunge  *  in  mediae  res,'  and  let 
it  speak  for  itself.  There  was  no  bill  of  fare  shown,  but  as  each  dish  was  sent  up,  a 
very  neat  card,  with  the  name  and  description  of  the  dish  on  it,  was  handed  to  the 
presiding  genius,  who  passed  it  round  the  table.  There  was  therefore  *  no  stay  of  ex- 
ecution,' for  each  '  convive'  took  his  portion  of  the  *  present,'  fearing  the  *  future' 
would  not  be  so  much  to  his  taste.  What  their  appetites  and  capabilities  were,  you 
may  judge,  when  I  tell  you  an  anchorite  would  have  starved  on  the  remnants! 
*  But  neighbor  Verges  will  be  talking,'  and  I  am  again  straying  from  my  dinner. 
Now  for  it  As  I  am  a  little  different  from  *  Guy,'  and  do  sometimes  <  defile  my  bill 
of  fare,  (which  is  a  carte)  with  a  French  or  a  Frenchified  name,'  you  will  permit  me 
to  write  it  in  a  *  foreign  slang :' 

•CAKTE    DU    DINER*    POnR    DIX    COUVEBTS/ 

PoTAOK.  Pur^  de  Volaille,  d  la  Royale. 

RXI.KVX8.  Saumou  d  la  Navarin,  grosse  piece, 

garaie  d'atelets. 
T^te  de  Veau,  A  ia  R^-union. 
Entbbm  et  Entremits       C6lelette8  d'agncau.  lauties  aux  petiU  pois. 
nm  LkoUKMB,  Epinards  an  jus. 

Ris  de  Veau.  A  la  sauce  tomate. 

Celeri  d  TEspagnole. 
Petites  Timballes  de  foies  gras,  d  la  Fioanci^re. 

Pommea  de  terre  d  la  maitre  d'  Hotel. 
Balmi  de  Becassines,  au  famet  de  Champagne. 
Macedoine  de  Legumes. 

RATI  ST  Saladb.  £*\*S"°;.??*  '^'■'{^*"-  «s 

Salade  a*Homards  en  Mayonnaise. 

EmrncMns  mc  Dovcsus.      Souffle  de  finale,  d  la  VaniUe. 
Gel^e  an  'Rhum  de  Sims.' 
Cr^me  d  la  ChautUly. 
Blancmanger. 

Glace  d  1'  Orange  en  forme  d'un  oigle* 
DessorU 
Caf(&. 
Liquear. 
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*  The  wines  med  were  from  the  best  private  stocks  Philadelphia  can  boast  of,  and 
consisted  principally  of  Madeiras,  *  so  old  that  you  cannot  count  their  yean.*  I  am 
well  aware  that  there  are  many  bills  of  fare  which  to  *  the  ears  of  the  gronndlmgs' 
would  sound  far  more  musical.  To  them  I  have  no  answer  to  make  ;  but 't  is  from 
'  the  judicious  few'  that  I  expect  my  reward ;  and  when  they  take  into  consideration 
the  fact  that  this  dhiiier  was  gotten  up  during  lent,  the  very  worst  season  of  the  year, 
they  will  be  forced  to  allow  this  '  carte'  a  position  in  the  front  rank.'  j.  m.  s. 


National  Academy  of  Design:  Second  Notice.  —  We  resume  our  impexfect 
nDtice  of  some  of  the  more  prominent  pictures  in  the  National  Academy ;  prenusing 
merely,  that  there  are  numbers  of  which  we  should  be  glad  to  speak,  and  of  which 
we  had  intended  to  make  mention,  that  we  must  pass  wholly  by ;  partly  for  the  rea- 
son that  we  have  not  space,  and  partly  because  our  readers  in  various  and  distant 
parts  of  the  country  will  find  little  attraction  in  mero  descriptions  of  paintmgs  which 
they  will  have  no  opportunity  of  seeing*  But  to  the  exhibition :  W.  S.  Mount,  in 
Number  131, '  RecoHections  of  ^arly  Days,  or  Fishing  Along  Shore,'  has  given  us  a 
characteristic  Long-Island  <  south-side'  scene ;  but  full  as  it  is  of  expression  and  cha- 
racter, it  is  very  indifferently  colored,  especially  the  shadowless  landscape.  The  am- 
phibious negro-woman  in  the  boat,  however,  is  *one  of  'em,  and  no  mistake  ;*  and  the 
boy  and  dog  are  well  painted.  Mr.  Mount  has  several  other  pictures,  but  none  so 
noteworthy  as  this.  .'  .  .  Mr.  Osgood's  pictures  (Numbers  144,  231,229,)  show 
great  improvement  upon  those  heretofore  exhibited.  One  could  wish  however  that 
he  would  not  ransack  theatrical  wardrobes  for  his  draperies.  His  pictures  in  this  re- 
gard smack  too  strongly  of  the  milliner's  shop.  .  .  .  Our  old  friend  Page  has  three 
portraits  in  the  exhibition,  drawn  in  his  usual  style  of  excellence.  We  think  he  has 
mistaken  the  later  tone  of  his  coloring.  We  could  hardly  help  saying,  while  look- 
ing upon  Number  30,  that  if  the  subject  were  not '  blue'  when  he  was  sitting  for  his 
picture,  it  must  have  been  painted  by  moonlight  Numbers  81  and  147  are  less  ob- 
jectionable in  this  respect ;  or  perhaps  their  position  renders  the  peculiarity  less  appa- 
rent The  face  of  the  lady  is  admirably  natural  and  life-like,  in  every  thin^  save  the 
tone  of  color.  .  «  .  Mr.  J.  T.  Peele  is  a  new  exhibitor,  but  we  hope  often  to  see 
his  productions  hereafter.  His  *  Girl  and  Rabbits,'  Number  22,  is  a  most  pleaaing  pic- 
ture. A  curious  change  is  observable  in  it,  however,  at  a  little  distance  oS,  The 
rabbit  on  the  right  looks  precisely  like  a  sentimental  duck,  his  ears  being  transformed 
into  an  unexceptionable  bill !  Number  219, '  The  Seamstress,'  is  justly  a  favorite  with 
all  visitors.  It  is  a  most  truthful  illustration  of  the  very  spirit  of  Hood's  *  Song  of  the 
Shirt'  In  the  weak  eyes,  the  despairing  attitude,  of  the  only  figure,  and  the  simple 
accessories  of  the  poor  apartment,  there  is  abundant  *  material  for  tears.'  Truly  an 
excellent  picture.  .  >  •  Mr.  Rannky  is  a  young  artist  who  is  steadily  improving. 
His  *  Match-Boy,'  Number  192,  is  a  very  good  thing  indeed.  •  .  .  Mr.  Roasrm 
stands  *  Number  One'  in  the  catalogue,  at  all  events ;  and  indeed  his  picture  is  in 
many  respects  a  very  good  one  ;  but  such  an  idea  of  painting  every  thing  red  <  bangs 
the  copper.'.  Mr.  RossrrER  should  come  home.  He  has  been  so  long  in  Italy  copy- 
ing the  old  masters,  that  he  imitates  their  dirt  and  dust  exactly.  The  same  may  be 
said  of  Geay,  Brown,  and  others  of  our  artists,  who  stay  too  long  abroad,  and  forget 
that  there  is  such  a  thmg  m  existence  as  simple  nature.  .   >   .   Mr.  S»nokr  paints 
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very  respectable  portraits,  as  his  portion  of  the  exhibition  will  evince ;  but  he  has 
also  astonished  the  public  this  time  with  something  m  the  historical  line  —  *  Don 
Quixotte  in  his  Study.'  It  is  a  curious-looking  thing ;  mahogany  face,  mahogany 
dress,  mahogany  dog !  We  are  not  sufficiently  well  versed  in  the  terms  of  art  to  say 
technically  what  this  picture  requires,  but  it  wants  something  very  much.  *  *  •  Ma. 
Swain  has  two  clever  portraits.  The  drapery  in  Number  193  is  especially  well 
done.  •  *  •  Jesse  Talbot  has  very  perceptibly  improved.  He  has  a  fine  feeling  for 
nature,  and  loves  his  art  His  landscapes  this  year  are  better  than  any  we  have 
ever  seen  from  his  pencil.  Number  77,  '  Lake  Champlain,'  is  quiet  in  tone  and 
color,  and  a  very  pleasing  picture.  •  •  •  Mr.  C.  6.  Thompson  has  four  pictures  in 
the  exhibition,  the  most  pleasing  of  which  are  Numbers  76,  *  Juliet,  in  the  Balcony 
Scene,'  and  322,  a  good  portrait  of  the  artist's  wife.  Mr.  Thompson,  however,  has 
never,  to  our  thinking,  exceeded  his  admirable  portraits  of  Bryant  and  Longfel- 
low. •  •  •  Mr.  Terry  has  returned  from  Italy,  after  an  absence  of  several  years, 
with  more  of  the  right  kind  of  feeling  than  our  travelling  artists  generally  do.  His 
style  is  somewhat  dry  and  hard,  and  he  has  no  great  endowment  in  the  way  of  ima- 
gination ;  yet  he  draws  well,  and  finishes  with  a  great  deal  of  care.  The  <  Fancy 
Head,'  Number  119,  is  a  very  pretty  little  picture.  •  ■  *  Waldo  and  Jewett  have 
nine  portraits  in  the  Gallery ;  the  best  of  which  are  those  of  our  old  mayor,  Stephen 
Allen,  and  Com.  James  Mackintosh  ;  both  absolutely  '  speaking  likenesses.'  No 
artists  can  give  better  likenesset  than  these  gentlemen ;  but  their  outlines  are  hAid, 
almost  invariably.  •  •  •  What  shall  we  say  of  Wenzlbr  ?  The  artists  generally 
condemn  his  coloring,  we  find  ;  still  the  public  like  his  pictures,  for  seen  at  the  right 
distance  they  are  life-like.  Number  )56,  *  Portrait  of  a  Lady,'  we  like,  although 
we  are  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  she  is  sitting  or  standing.  The  back-ground  is  hard, 
dnd  the  drapery  somewhat  formal  and  stiff;  yet  the  head  pleases  almost  every  body. 
The  portrait  of  Rev.  Dr.  Berrian  !  — '  Shadows  to-night  have  struck  more  terror  !' 
etc.  ■  •  •  Mr.  Wuitridge,  of  Cincinnati,  has  sent  only  one  little  picture,  (Number 
271,)  and  it  is  the  first  time  he  has  ever  exhibited  in  this  city  ;  but  we  hope  it  will 
not  be  the  last.  Look  at  that  water ;  it^ats  all  we  ever  saw  painted.  The  clouds 
too,  and  the  mist  rising  through  the  valley,  are  very  beautiful.  The  hill  on  the  left 
seemed  to  us  a  little  formal  and  stiff;  but  take  it  all  in  all,  the  picture  is  a  remarkably 
clever  one. 


Children,  and  'children  of  a  larger  growth!'  Niblo's  Garden  is  open!  Great 
preparations  have  been  made  by  the  manager  to  insure  a  more  brilliant  campaign  than 
any  preceding  one.  Mr.  Niblo  visited  Earope  for  the  express  purpose  of  obtaining 
the  aid  of  the  Raveu,  and  he  succeeded.  The  elder  and  junior  branches  of  this 
talented  family  have  met  half-way ;  the  former  from  theur  pleasant  retreats  in  France, 
the  latter  from  South  America.  Two  *  first-rate'  dancers  have  also  been  secured ;  an 
Austrian  lady,  M'dlle.  Blanoy,  from  Vienna,  and  Mons.  Edmund  Henrie,  who  has 
recently  made  a  most  successful  d^but  in  Paris.  The  whole  arrangement  of  matters 
will  be  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Chippendale,  himself  an  admirable  actor  and  a 
scarcely  less  effective  manager.  Other  engagements  are  pending ;  and  should  vau- 
deville form  part  of  the  scheme,  the  first  talent,  we  are  well  assured,  will  be  presented. 
A  more  delightful  place  of  entertainment  there  is  not  on  this  continent  than  Nihlo*s 
€hrden  and  Theatre  in  the  summer  solstice.  We  look  to  see  the  exertions  of  oar 
old  and  enterprising  fellow-citizen  adequately  rewarded. 
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GoMip  WITH  Readbrb  AND  CoRRBBpoNDBNTB.  —  Well,  *  coofltaxit  leader,*  yoo  hare" 
accompanied  iu  to  the  end  of  another  of  our  '  allotted  periodB,'  and  are  abont  to 
commence  with  na  Our  Twenty- Eighth  Volume.  Have  you  been  disappointed  in 
na  hitherto?  Have  we  fallen  ahort,  in  letter  or  spirit,  of  onr  promises  to  yoa-wazd  ? 
Let  ns  hope  not ;  but  venture  to  assume  the  rather,  that  what  wo  eovid  aecompliflh 
we  have  accomplished ;  that  from  substantial  evidence,  we  are  entitled  to  conclnde 
that  you  have  been  something  more  than  satisfied  with  our  exertions  to  entertain 
you ;  and  *  such  being  the  case,'  we  ask  yon  to  believe  that  our  forth -coming  volome 
will  prove  second  to  no  one  that  has  appeared  heretofore.  Our  stores  of  materiel  are 
abundant,  and  from  the  best  sources  in  the  country ;  our  aims  are  high,  and  we  hope  in 
no  respect  to  fall  short  of  them.  But  by  our  performancet  let  us  be  judged.  -  •  *  Thx 
leading  article  in  the  present  number  will  arrest  the  reader's  attention.  It  is  trans- 
lated by  an  old  and  esteemed  friend,  Hon.  H.  W.  Elxswortb,  our  Minister  to  the 
Court  of  Sweden,  from  Marmibr,  the  distinguished  historian  of  the  French  Explor- 
ing Expedition  which  traversed  the  Northern  Seas,  and  who  has  written  many  valu- 
able and  mteresting  letters  upon  Iceland,  Sweden,  Denmark,  and  other  portions  of 
Europe,  little  known,  even  in  these  days  of  incessant  travel.  In  presenting  a  sketch 
of  the  origin,  progress  and  wonders  of  Lubeck,  once  the  queen-city  of  the  Hanseatic 
League,  our  correspondent  has  chosen  a  good  starting-point  in  Northern  Europe,  as 
ho  will  now  follow  the  gifted  writer  through  his  interesting  excursions  in  Norway, 
Lapland,  and  other  remote  regions.  As  to  Sweden,  we  shall  be  favored  with  the  re- 
sult of  our  correspondent's  personal  observations.  It  will  not  perhaps  be  deemed  im- 
proper for  us  to  say  a  word  or  two  in  this  place  touching  our  obliging  correspondent 
Mr.  Ellsworth  is  the  grandson  of  Chief-Justice  Ellsworth,  and  Hon.  E.  Goodrich, 
of  New-Haven  ;  two  of  the  wisest  and  best  men  of  our  country,  whose  children  all 
bear  the  stamp  of  intellectual  greatness  for  which  their  fathers  have  been  so  pre- 
eminently distinguished.  As  a  student,  he  took  Bishop  Berkley's  medal  at  Yale, 
for  his  attainments  in  Greek  and  the  philosophy  of  Plato.  He  removed  to  Indiana, 
where  he  has  distinguished  himself  as  an  orator  and  politician ;  and  although  the 
youngest  man  ever  appointed  to  a  foreign  court,  was  recommended  to  the  President 
by  every  constituted  authority  of  the  State  of  Indiana,  now  the  sixth  state  in  the 
Union ;  by  its  Grovemor  and  .Lieutenant-Governor,  its  Senate  and  House  of  Rqire- 
■entatives,  its  Chief  and  Associate  Justices,  as  well  as  by  distinguished  men  of  other 
sections  of  the  country.  Such  is  the  character  of  our  distinguished  correspondent, 
who  we  are  confident  will  well  sustain  the  honor  of  our  country  as  one  of  its  foreign 
representatives,  and  the  character  of  the  distinguished  family  to  which  he  has  the 
honor  to  belong.  ■  •  *  We  find  the  following  precious  bit  of  pious  twa^e  in  the 
'  Ladiet^  Repository  and  Gathering*  of  the  West,*  a  monthly  Methodist  magaane, 
published  at  Cincinnati,  and  edited  by  £.  Thompson.  In  praising  a  communication 
in  its  pages,  he  says :  '  Our  contributor  gives  us  one  recommendation  which  we  can- 
not indorse.  We  mean  his  advice  to  youth  to  read  the  writings  of  Wabhingtchi 
IsviNO  ;  but  he  would  have  the  entire  advantage  of  us  in  a  controveisy  on  this  point, 
for  we  have  never  read  a  page  of  that  learned  American  novelitVB  fascinating  pro- 
ductions, unless  we  may  have  met  with  some  of  his  sketches  in  the  periodicals.  We 
have  serious  doubts  whether  they  are  admissible  as  books  for  the  young.  They  be- 
long to  a  pernicious  class,  and  awaken  a  desire  for  the  more  objectionafale  noveb.' 
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Out  pharis&ical  contemporary  seems  to  g^iory  alike  in  Iub  ignorance  and  his  stupidity ; 
and  we  think  onr  readers  will  agree  with  us,  that  ^e  has  a  great  deal  of  both  to  be 
thankful  for.  But  one  cannot  be  angry  with  such  a  commentator.  -  •  •  We  do  not 
greatly  affect  that  obstreperous  patriotism  which  is  always  obtruding,  without  hint  or 
cause,  a  tone  of  national  vain-glorying  into  all  circles ;  but  we  are  pleased  to  see  now 
and  then  a  well-aimed  home-thrust  made  applicable  to  tho8»  who  are  perpetually 
sneering  at  Americans  and  American  institutions.  A  capital  hit  was  lately  given  by 
the  *  Courier  and  Enquirer'  daily  journal  to  a  Montreal  editor,  n^ho  in  noticing  the 
demiBe  at  that  city  of  an  old  Hessian  who  was  in  Burootne's  army  when  he  surren- 
dered, remarked,  that  while  he  was  one  of  the  last  relics  of  the  old  war  to  be  found 
in  the  British  dominions,  *  every  man  that  lived  in  the  United  States  at  that  time  must 
have  been  a  soldier,  as  *  revolutionary  heroes*  enough  had  died  here  since  then  to 
form  an  army  as  large  as  that  of  Xerxes.'  The  Courier  rejoms:  *The  Montreal 
editor  seems  to  be  very  much  astonished  that  so  many  *  revolutionary  heroes*  should 
have  died  in  the  United  States  since  the  war,  whereas  but  tery  few  are  to  be  found 
in  Canada.  Perhaps  the  latter  died  during  the  war !  We  offer  the  suggestion  for 
the  Courier's  consideration.'  In  the  way  of  patriotic  satire  in  this  kind,  however,  we 
have  seen  nothing  better  than  a  cool  little  poem  addressed  *To  John  Bull,*  in  a  late 
number  of  the  *  St  Louis  (Missouri)  Gazette.'    We  annex  a  few  very  provokinff 

I WONDEB,  John,  if  you  forret,  aome  lizty  yean  ag<s 
When  we  were  very  youog,  John,  yoar  bead  wu  white  as  nsow ; 
You  did  n't  count  ui  much,  John,  and  ttiouglit  to  make  us  run, 
But  found  out  your  mistake,  John,  one  day  at  Lexington. 

And  wiien  we  asked  you  in,  John,  to  take  a  eup  of  tea, 
Made  in  Boston  harbor,  John,  the  tea-pot  of  the  free. 
You  did  n't  like  the  party,  John,  it  was  n't  quite  select. 
There  were  some  mkori^iuM,  you  did  n't  quite  expect. 

Yon  did  n't  like  their  manners,  John,  you  could  n't  stand  their  tea, 
And  thought  it  got  into  their  heads,  and  made  them  qnita  too  ftve  ; 
But  you  got  very  tipsy,  John,  (you  drink  a  little  still,) 
The  day  you  mareh'd  acroea  the  Neck,  and  ran  down  Bunker  Hill. 

You  acted  just  like  mad,  John,  and  tumbled  o'er  and  o'er, 
By  your  stalwart  Yankee  son,  who  handled  half  a  score. 
But  now  I  hope  you  're  sober,  John,  you  're  far  too  fat  to  run, 
You  have  n't  got  the  legi^  John,  you  had  at  Bennington ! 

You  had  aome  corns  upon  your  toes,  CoaNWALi.u,  that  was  one, 

And  at  the  fight  at  Yorktown,  why  then  you  could  n't  run ; 

You  tried  quite  hard,  I  will  admit,  and  threw  away  your  gun, 

And  gave  your  sword,  fie  John,  for  shame!  to  one  Geobob  WashinotoN. 

Another  much-loved  spot,  John,  such  sweet  associations, 
When  you  were  going  down  to  York  to  see  your  rich  relations; 
The  Dutchmen  of  the  Mohawk,  John,  anxious  to  entertain. 
Put  up  some  '  Gates*  that  stopped  you,  John,  on  Saratoga's  plain. 

That  hill  you  must  remember,  John,  't  is  hi^b  and  very  green; 
We  mean  to  have  it  lithographed,  and  send  it  to  your  Queen ; 
I  know  you  love  that  hill,  John,  you  dream  of  it  a-nights, 
The  name  it  bore  in  '76,  was  simply  Bemis'  Heights. 

Your  old  friend  Ethan  Allbn,  John,  of  Continental  fame, 
Who  called  you  to  surrender,  in  '  Great  Jshovah's'  name  ; 
You  recognised  the  'Congress,' then,  authority  most  high, 
The  morn  he  called  so  early,  John,  and  took  from  you  Fort  Ti! 

I  know  you  llgrieve  to  hear  it,  Jobn,  and  feel  quite  sore  and  sad. 
To  learn  that  Ethan  '•  dead,  John,  and  yet  there's  many  a  lad, 
Growing  in  his  highland  home,  that 's  fond  of  guns  and  noise, 

And  geu  up  just  as  early,  John,  those  brave  Green  Mountain  Boya. 
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'Oh  no,  we  never  mention  it  ;*  we  neTor  thooylit  it  Incky, 
The  dav  you  chnived  the  cotton-bafs  end  got  into  Kentaekjt 
I  thought  you  kn^  Geography,  but  mbaot  in  their  teeu 
Will  tell  you  that  Kentucky  lay,  just  then,  bek>w  Orleana. 

The  '  beauty'  it  wai  there,  John,  behind  the  cotton  baga, 
But  did  yon  get  the  booty,  Jomni — aomehowmy  memory  flaga; 
I  think  you  made  a '  swap,*  John,  I  *jb  got  it  in  my  head, 
Instead  of  gold  and  lilTer,  you  took  it  in  cold  lead ! 

The  miitreaa  of  the  Ocean,  Johh,  ihe  coold  nt  rule  the  Lakoat 
You  hid  lome  Gandbss  in  your  fleet,  but  Jobn,  you  had  no '  DaiXKS ; 
Your  choicest  spirits,  loo,  were  there,  yon  took  your  hock  and  sherry, 
Bat,  JoHiff,  you  could  n't  stand  our  fare,  yoo  couM  n't  take  our  Pbsbt  !     * 

And  10  forth ;  all  which  we  thought  of,  and  repeated  the  other  day,  while  atand- 
inif  ofnnc«  »olu»  on  the  green  old  fortifications  thrown  np  on  Brooklyn  Heights,  near 
East  Brooklyn,  when  the  ground  now  occupied  hy  our  noble  Mter  city  had  acarcely 
a  dwelling  on  it  A»  we  looked  down  upon  the  hundred  ateeplee,  tuirets  and  domes 
of  the  comhined  citiee,  looming  through  their  pale-Une  imoky  canopy ;  upon  the 
foreata  of  maata  and  *  carnival  of  flags ;'  upon  thipa  sweeping  aeaward,  and  veaaelt 
entering  our  unrivalled  bay;  and  the  vast  mland  stretching  on  either  hand —  excoae 
us,  but  we  could  n't  help  exclaiming :  <  Thank  Heaven,  we  are  an  American !  — that 
this  *  is  our  own  our  native  land !' — this  glorious '  Empire*  our  native  State !'  .  •  •  A 
TOWN  CORRKSPONDBNT  writes  US,  in  reply  to  an  inquiry  in  our  last,  that  *  Cbaeucb 
Lamb  originated  the  term,  *  He  is  n*t  any  thing  else,'  in  his  memorable  answer  to  the 
question  of  CoLsanMK :  '  Charlss,  did  you  ever  hear  me  preach  7*  To  which  Lamb 
answered :  *  I  never  heard  you  do  any  thing  eUe,' '  .  .  .  The  'Montreal  Herald  of 
a  recent  date  says  that  *  A  member  of  the  *  free  and  enHghtaned'  was  fined  five  pounds 
at  a  Liverpool  police  court,  for  beating  a  black  boy.  *  Here 's  a  pretty  land  of  liberty,' 
aaid  the  enraged  and  disgusted  Yankee  ;  *  here 's  a  pretty  land  of  liberty,  where  a 
man  can't  larrup  his  own  nigger !'  To  which  the  'New-York  Esffrtu^  retorts :  '  Al- 
most as  bad,  this,  as  a  free-bom  Briton  we  ken  of,  who,  taking  his  wife  out  into  the 
streets  of  New-York,  with  a  rope  round  her  neck,  ofiered  her  to  the  highest  bidder. 
Being  arrested  by  the  police  for  his  brutality,  <  Here 's  a  pretty  land  of  liberty,*  said 
the  outraged  and  disgusted  John  Bull,  '  here 's  a  pretty  land  of  liberty,  where  a  man 
can't  sell  his  own  wife !'  A  man  was  brought  before  a  magistrate  not  many  months 
since  in  London,  for  kicking  his  donkey  so  long  and  so  severely  that  he  dropped  down 
in  the  street  <  Things  now-a-days,'  said  the  enraged  offender, '  have  come  to  a 
pretty  pass,  if  a  man  can't  kick  his  own  ass  when  he  likes  I'  The  magistrate  thought 
differently,  and  mulcted  him  in  a  heavy  fine  for  his  cruelty.  We  observe  too  that  in 
Boston  recently  a  penon  named  Jacob  Clovoh  was  fined  eighty  doUan  and  sentenced 
to  four  months  imprisonment  for  cruelly  whipping  a  pair  of  horses  which  he  had  over- 
loaded. A  most  righteous  retribution.  •  .  .  Tbeek  is  a  curious  document  in  a  late 
'Fredonia  Censor,*  describing  the  progress  of  common  school  education  in  Chau- 
tauqua county,  particulariy  in  Bttsti,  ('  Buvri !'  what  an  euphonious  name !)  from  the 
pen  of  Mr.  Worthy  Putnam,  county  superintendent  of  common  achools.  Mr.  Put- 
nam may  be  a  very  *  worthy*  man,  but  he  had  better  give  over  writing  reports.  His 
style  is  not  quite  equal  to  Addison's,  although  a  good  deal  more  ambitious :  Hear  him : 
*  Where  was  the  Ellington  Center  school,  that  day  7  Echo  answers  where  !  Where 
is  the  interest  that  should  be  felt  in  that  village  m  its  Common  School  7  Echo  an- 
swers not  there  !  Where  is  the  school-house,  the  temple  of  science,  of  that  village  ? 
Echo  says,  away  up  by  the  side  of  the  road,  an  old,  dirty,  crazy,  ragged,  rotten  thing ; 
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a  place  where  the  noble  and  intelligent  children  of  Ellington  Center  are  educated  oL 
How  many  elegant  chuichea  are  there  in  that  district  7  Echo  repUee  foWi  8aiTound- 
ing  the  public  equare,  adding  dignity  and  beauty  to  the  yillage.  The  parent  ipight 
exclaim,  aa  he  wends  his  way  to  the  church :  *  Here  I  worship  my  God,  and  away  up 
there  I  educate  my  children !'  Worthy  Putnam  !*  .  .  .  Qua  Wibnington  (Del) 
correspondent's  letter  might  have  been  written  in  the  Castle  of  Indolence.  Wake 
up,  man  !  or  your  promise,  which  you  are  so  capable  of  fulfilling,  will  nevei^e  per- 
formed : 

'  Thx  dlal-plat0  warna  you  that  minntea  are  fleeting ;  * 

Each  pulse  but  wear*  out  the  heart  that  u  beating ; 
Each  tick  of  the  clock  is  ever  repeating, 
*  Up  and  be  doing !  for  Night  draweth  on !' ' 

Punch  has  not  seemed  to  us  quite  so  sparkling  lately  as  he  was  aforetime.  Here 
are  a  brace  of  paragraphs,  however,  which  partake  of  the  *  old  leaven.'  The  first  is 
termed  *  A  Glut  of  Comets,'  and  the  second  is  among  the  items  embraced  in  the  latest 
<  Comet  Intelligence :' 

'CoNsxDERABLX  coofbsion  is  likely  to  arise  from  the  recent  increase  in  the  number  of  cometa. 
Almost  every  arrival  from  abroad  brings  intelligence  of  some  continental  astronomer  having  disco- 
vered a  now  comeL  The  public  ought  to  receive  with  considerable  caution  all  announcements  of 
this  nature ;  for  nothing  is  easier  than  to  palm  off  a  flwh  of  lightning,  or  some  other  eccentric  piece 
of  luminous  matter,  on  the  generality  of  the  public  as  a  genuine  and  bond  Jide  comet  BMide, 
there  are  many  persons  who  never  trouble  themselves  to  look  farther  than  the  newspaper  report; 
and  if  they  see  a  little  descriptive  jargon  about  latitudes  and  degrees,  with  s.  s.  k.  and  n.  a.  myste- 
riously interwoven  with  the  account,  thoy  take  it  for  granted  that  the  whole  account  is  accurate.  We 
should  advise  that  every  new  Kght,  alleged  to  bo  a  comet,  should  be  regularly  brought  up  for  exam- 
ination before  a  committee  of  qualified  astronomers,  as  a  preliminary  to  its  admission  among  the  rest 
of  the  recognized  luminous  bodies.  We  remember  a  light  on  a  very  elevated  position  in  Vauxhall 
Gardens  enjoyed  for  a  whole  season  the  reputation  of  a  newly-discovered  fixed  star,  in  consequence 
of  some  noodle  having  detected  it  at  the  end  of  his  telescope,  and  written  to  the  papers  to  announce 
the  result  of  his  nocturnal  observation.  It  was  not  until  the  close  of  the  season  that  the  mistake  vras 
discovered.  We  should  not  wonder  at  some  of  the  new  comets  turning  out  to  be  aomethiiig  of  the 
kind  aUuded  to.'  ^ 

'Comet  Intbixiosnck. — The  telescope  in  Leicester-Square  has  been  reaping  a  good  harvest 
lately,  owing  to  the  rush  into  the  market  of  so  many  new  Comets.  The  astronomer  at  tae  head  of  it 
la  to  be  heard  of  an  evening  calling  out,  *  Just  up,  a  now  Comet,  in  capital  condition.  There  is  like- 
wise. Gentlemen,  a  tail  after  the  Comet,  in  very  good  cut  A  fine  fVesh  Comet  also  ready  at  eight 
o'clock,  and  another  will  be  served  up,  with  the  milky-way,  at  ten.  The  charge  is  only  one  penny.' 
The  customers  at  this  Comet-ordinary  are  very  numerous.  It  is  not  unusual  to  hear  a  gentleman 
say, '  I  '11  take  the  Comet  after  you.  Sir.'  __ 

Messrs.  Henry  LoNo  and  Brother  have  established  at  No.  32  Annnstreet,  near 
the  *  Mirror*  office,  an  agency  for  the  supply  of  all  country  orders  for  every  article 
in  the  Book  and  Publication  Line,  at  publisher's  prices.  Their  New-York  and 
Philadelphia  references  are  of  the  highest  respectability ;  and  we  can  answer  for 
them,  that  all  business  entrusted  to  them  will  be  faithfully  and  expeditiously  trans- 
acted. They  are  honorable  and  enterprising  young  gentlemen,  who  will  deserve  all 
the  encouragement  they  may  receive.  •  •  •  <  Why  did  yon  speak,'  writes  a  town- 
correspondent,  *  of  Mr.  F.  W.  Edmonds  as  an  *  amateur  artist  ?'    Although  not  a 

*  professional  painter,'  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  term,  (for  his  arduous  financial  duties 
as  chief  officer  of  one  of  onr  firat  banl^ng  institutions  preclude  the  necessary  devo- 
tion to  his  art,)  Mr.  Edmonds  can  yet  hardly  be  called  *  an  ahiateur,'  for  his  pic- 
tures are  always  speedily  demanded,  and  all  that  he  has  consented  to  sell  have 
brought  high  prices.'  We  stand  corrected.  .  •  •  A  corrkspondknt  writes  us  from 
Danville,  in  onr  *  Empire  State :'  '  Miss  Nanct  Himks,  and  the  anonymous  author  of 

*  Lines  on  Niagara  Falls,'  are  doubtless  well  enough  in  their  way ;  but  their  empire  in 
western  New-York  must  be  farther  divided  with  the  author  of  the  enclosed  stanzas. 
You  may  add  them  to  your  cabinet  of  poetical  curiosities  if  you  choose.  If  you 
think  proper  to  *  gossip'  the  fame  of  the  author,  he  deserves  the  immortality  you  would 
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coDfer.'  The  lines  referred  to  are  entitled:  <  N.  N.  Hs&bick  a  short  Scotch  of  hit 
Expiecnce  and  on  the  death  of  two  wiyea  and  his  belored  Daughter  Sanh.  F.  who 
was  drowned  April  2.  Windham.  L.  M.'  As  yon  haye  the  tone,  reader,  suppose  yon 
proceed  to  sing  the  subjoined  i 


ABOirr  the  Ape  of  twenty-one 
Mr  Mnrriage  State  wai  then  bef  no 
With  one  who  loved  her  Savior  dear 
She  Hved  with  me  but  sixteen  year 

Three  daughton  and  one  aon  he  gave 
Then  Christ  to  her  in  mercy  Came 
And  took  her  to  the  worlds  a  bove 
Where  all  is  joy  and  peace  and  love 

To  help  me  on  the  Cares  of  UA 

I  married  me  another  wife 

Three  Children  she  did  bringue  with  her 

One  more  was  aded  which  was  four 

Nine  years  She  lived  and  Some  months  mo 
Before  she  left  this  Earthly  shore 
I  then  was  left  to  moarn  a  gain 
But  hope  my  loss  was  her  rich  gain 

Eight  Children  then  was  left  to  me 
Three  sorts  they  was  and  that  you  see 
Two  wives  is  in  Eternity 
O,  Ckme  my  Ariends  and  pity  me 

And  BOW  the  second  scene  is  past 
The  Lord  was  good  to  me  at  last 
A  third  Compaai4»  and  a  flriepd 
For  a  short  time  to  me  did  lend 

Bot  O  my  friends  what  Shall  I  say 
Abottt  poor  Sarah  on  the  way 
My  heart  with  Soorrow  all  most  broke 
When  I  received  thik  heavy  Stroke 

Through  great  afflictions  deep  and  wide 
I  have  pesMd  through  Since  Sarah  died 
But  O  the  Solera  doleftU  Knell 
When  I  first  saw  her  in  the  well 

I  then  did  run  as  for  my  life 
And  told  it  to  my  loving  wife 
Then  Sigs  and  vroans  fsoon  did  hear 
And  also  Saw  the  purly  tear 


I  then  did  turn  and  try  to  Save 
Poor  Sarah  from  her  watery  grave 
But  O  alas  twas  all  in  Vain 
Her  life  and  breath  did  not  r 


Her  Sister  yoangve  and  Verry  dear 
Came  to  the  well  and  Shed  a  tear 
Then  to  a  neighbor  She  did  mn 
Before  the  rising  of  the  Sun 

Her  heart  was  Swelled  with  grief  and  woe 
Before  She  Started  for  to  go 
Her  Errand  then  She  Could  not  tell 
About  poor  Sarah  in  the  well 

They  herd  her  groans  and  heavy  Siga 
Before  they  Started  for  to  rise 
They  Spared  no  pans  they  ran  in  haate 
Relieved  me  of  my  Cold  Embrace 

When  I  decended  in  the  well 
My  feelings  then  no  tongue  Can  tell 
I  reached  my  arm  low  bk  her  grave 
My  dearest  daughter  for  to  Save 

This  was  a  dreadAU  Scene  indeed 
My  Heart  and  Soal  did  all  most  Mead 
To  think  a  daughter  youngue  and  foir 
To  death  was  laid  a  victim  there 

In  Eighteen  Hundred  forty  four 
April  the  Second  and  no  more 
Her  Spirit  Spread  her  wings  in  haate 
Ascended  to  the  god  of  grace 

Twenty  SluNt  years  and  Six  SKMitltt  more 
She  lived  upon  this  EartUy  Sliore 
Eight  days  to  that  is  all  the  timm 
Her  body  did  her  Soul  Conflna 

Six  years  of  that  and  aome  a  bore 
Jesus  She  did  profess  to  love 
Yes  for  his  love  and  for  his  Sake 
Was  baptised  in  the  Crooked  Lake 


Ir  any  one' of  the  numerous  &milies  in  the  metropolis,  iqMm  whose  parlor-taUe 
this  Magaiine  *  disports*  itself  daring  the  month,  should  he  desirous  of  adding  choice 
and  tasteAil  accessories  to  their  dinners  of  state,  they  will  find  in  Mr.  Rows,  at  his 
new  and  popular  establishment,  507  Broadway,  a  most  yaluable  and  competent 
caterer.  He  is  not  second  to  the  host  of  his  class  m  town ;  being  au  fait  to  all  the 
secrets  of  the  art  de  euiaine,  and  in  the  matter  of  beautiful  ices,  creams,  jellies, 
blancmanges,  etc.,  is  esteemed  preeminent  He  has  *  coyered  himself  with  glory* 
by  being  the  first  ailist  in  town  who  made  that  matchless  *  beverage,'  as  a  friend  of 
ours  terms  it,  *  Charlotte  de  Russ^.'  Mr.  Rowc  will  deserye,  and  deserving,  we 
doubt  not  will  receiye,  a  liberal  share  of  public  patronage.  •  •  •  As  a  set-off  to  the 
lines  in  preceding  pages,  *  Death  on  the  Battle-Field,*  we  beg  leave  to  oflfor  the  fol- 
lowing admirable  stanzas ;  regrettmg  only  that  our  readers  in  all  parts  of  the  Unioa 
cannot  be  favored  to  hear  our  friend  John  Wilson,  the  young  *  Laird  o'  the  Watta- 
bout,'  (a  worthy  representative  of  the  country  and  the  musical  powers  of  his  name- 
sake of  blesied  *  Amilie*  memory,)  sing  them  in  '  the  ttpmt  and  the  nndentanding.* 
It  would  enaUe  them  to  appreciate  what  we,  in  common  with  many  other  equally 
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delighted  and  for  better  mosically-infonaed  auditors,  haye  often  richly  enjoyed. 
Both  the  words  and  the  air  are  *  beantif ol  exceedingly :' 


*  It  if  not  on  the  battle-field 

That  I  would  wUb  to  dlei 
It  if  not  on  a  broken  chield 
I  'd  breathe  my  lateat  sigh : 

'  And  thouf  h  a  soldier  knowa  not  how 
To  dread  a  eoldier'a  doom, 
I  aak  no  laurel  for  my  brow, 
No  trophy  for  my  tomb ! 

*It  k  not  that  I  teom  the  wreath 

A  soldier  proudly  wean; 

It  is  not  that  I  fear  the  death 

A  soldier  proudly  dares : 


'  When  slaughtered  comrades  round  me  liOf 

l»d  be  the  last  to  yield} 
But  yet  I  would  not  wish  to  die 
Upon  the  battle-field  1 

*  When  faint  and  bleeding  hi  the  firay, 

Oh  I  stUl  let  me  retain 
Enottgh^f  life  to  find  m^  way 
'to  this  sweet  vale  again ! 

'  For  like  the  wounded  weary  dove 

That  fintt«rs  to  its  nest, 
I  fiiin  would  reaeh  my  own  dear  lore, 
And  die  upon  her  breast' 


One  of  the  most  admirable  mhuatures  we  remember  to  haye  aeen  for  many  months 
is  the  portrait  of  a  yomig  and  loyely  daughter  of  a  distinguished  scientific  '  Frufessor' 
of  this  metropolis  —  a  man  of  '  infinite  wit  and  most  excellent  fancy.*  It  is  from  the 
pencil  of  Mr.  Thomas  S.  Omcxx,  and  in  drawing,  tone,  color,  general  likeness,  and 
sweet  disposition  of  drapery,  is  a  performance  so  fiEtultless  as  to  reflect  the  highest 
honor  upon  the  artist  It  has  none  of  the  brushy, '  scumbling*  appearance  of  minia- 
tures in  general,  but  more  resembles  a  finished  oil-painting.  •  •  -  Ths  <  Grinudkin 
BaUaff  is  something  too  long  for  the  subject  A  single  stanza  we  think  will  suffice 
for  the  '  public  in  general  ^ 

*  Ittb  is  the  wiiehyng e  houre  of  nighte^ 
The  moone  ande  starrea  are  beamynge  brighte  , 
A  CATTS  siites  on  a  house-top  high, 
And  wrathAillye  dothe  gteame  bis  eye : 
His  taile  bee  wiiketh  thorough  the  aire, 
*  Erecteth  on  hit  beck  his  haire ; 

His  voice  is  hearde  in  a  lowe  deepe  yelle, 
That  riseth  againe  with  a  stronger  swelle : 

Miaou  i  ooi  oot — waoui  oo!  oo!  oof* 


One  of  the  'aghts*  of  the  city,  and  by  no  means  the  leart  attractive  one^  in  the 
National  Miniature  Oallery,  at  the  comer  of  Broadway  and  Murray-street  What 
an  array  is  there  of  heads !  — ^iioets,  painters,  statesmen  and  heroes ;  the  eyidence  of 
truth  stamped  on  each  likeness.  Messrs.  Amtbomt,  Clark  and  Company  have  re- 
cently made  some  yery  important  alterations  in  their  moduM  operandi,  which  are 
deserving  of  especial  notice,  as  they  supply  all  that  daguerreotypes  have  hitherto 
lacked  —  an  artistic  arrangement  of  light  and  shade.  The  'National  Miniature 
Gallery*  is  one  of  the  metropolitan  <  lions,'  and  will  as  well  repay  a  visit  as  any 
museum  in  town.  •  -  •  Thx  following  original  lines  were  recently  copied  by  a  finend 
from  an  album  in  Philadelphia,  in  which  they  were  written  by  the  great  tragedian, 
Edmund  Ksan,  in  1826,  more  than  twenty  years  ago : 

'  The  actor's  life,  a  sen  of  ceaseless  trouble, 

The  actor's  fame,  An  empty,  child*blown  bubble ;  ^ 

Waited  by  Folly's  breath  into  the  air, 
Destroyed  by  blasts  of  Envy  or  Despair; 
Floats  on  the  breexe  like  Nautilus  on  the  main. 
Bursts  into  air,  and  ne'er  is  seen  again !' 

Several  new  publications  were  received  too  late  for  notice  in  the  present  number. 
Among  them  is  Mumvord's  superb  edition  of  Homer's  '  Iliad,'  Mrs.  Farnuam's  <  Life 
in  Prairieland,'  and  Haddock's  <  Addresses  and  Miscellaneous  Writings.'  Mr.  Head- 
ley's  volumes, '  Napoleon  and  his  Marshals,'  together  with  the  above,  will  receive 
attention  in  our  next  issue,  as  well  as  five  or  six  pages  of  deferred  *  Gossip,'  in  type. 
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LxTBBART  Ricoedl— The  iMt  roloma  of  Mewn.  Cammt  Am  Hast**  'M^iem  BHtuk  Emmfiau; 
embraces  the  *  Critieal  and  Mucellwieoiu  Writinga  of  Thokai  Noon  Taltoubd/  author  of '  loa/ 
a  second  American  edition,  with  additional  articles  never  before  published  in  this  country ;  tt^ther 
with  'Critical  and  MiseeUaneooi  Essays,  by  Jaubs  Stsfiobns,'  in  the  same  volume.  An  authentic 
portrait  of  TALrounD,  in  mezzo-tint  by  Sabtaxn,  after  Sir  THoaiAa  Lawrrvck,  prefaces  the  work. 
From  the  same  house  we  have,  in  two  handsome  Tolumes,  *  Oo9per*a  Naval  Biography*  clearly  and 
attractiToly  written,  and  embracinf  the  names  of  Paul  Jonxs,  Woolskt,  PsanT,  Dax.jb.  Bazk- 
BMDOK,  Somas,  Srubrick,  and  Pkxbz.s.  •  >  .  A  tikxlt  work,  authentic  and  well  written,  is  fur- 
nished to  us  by  A.  S.  BAnms  and  Compant,  in  the  '  lAft  of  Onural  Wi^fUld  Scott,*  by  Eowabo  D. 
MANsriBLD,  Esq.  At  the  moment  that  this  f  allant  ofllcer  is  proeeedinf  to  Texas  to  take  command  of 
the  American  forees,  this  work  will  be  read  with  increased  interest  A  noble  portrait  of  the  General,  by 
Pbttd'bomicx,  after  a  painting  by  Wbxb,  fh>nta  the  title-page.  .  .  .  Hbssbs.  Applcton  and  Cok- 
PANT  have  published  the  btot  *  PromouMcimg  Dictionary  in  French  and  EngUoh*  that  has  ever  ap- 
peared in  any  country.  We  never  saw  so  admirable  and  comprehensive  a  work  of  its  kind.  It  is 
in  two  parts,  Freuch  and  English  and  English  and  French ;  the  first  comprising  words  in  ooramon 
use,  terms  connected  with  science,  and  belonging  to  the  fine  arts,  four  thousand  historical  names,  the 
same  number  ot  geographical  ones,  and  eleven  thousand  terms  lately  published,  with  the  proanneia^ 
taon  of  every  word,  according  to  the  French  Academy  and  the  most  eminent  lexicographen  and 
grammarians,  together  with  eeven  hondred  and  fifty  critical  remarks,  in  which  the  Tarious methods  of 
pronouncing  employed  by  different  authors  are  investigated  and  compared  with  each  other ;  the  se- 
cond part  containing  a  copious  vocabulary  of  Eoglish  words  and  expressions,  with  the  pronunciatioa 
according  to  \Valksb,  the  whole  preceded  by  a  comprehensive  systein  of  French  pronundatioo. 
This  work,  the  result  of  more  than  six  years  constant  labor,  is  a  living  monument  to  the  nathor. 
Gabbibl  Surbinnb,  French  Teacher  in  Edinburgh.  .  .  .  Thb  twelfth  number  of  '  Appuron's 
Literary  Miscellany,'  a  new  series  of  choice  books,  contains  'The  PeopUt'  by  M .  Mxchbi.xt,  Profes- 
sor of  History  in  the  College  of  France.  Member  of  the  Institute,  and  author  of  '  The  History  of 
France,'  'Life  of  Luthbb,'  etc  We  lack  present  leisure  and  space  to  do  justice  to  this  truly  excel- 
lent work,  but  we  shall  take  an  early  occasion  to  consider  ita  merits.  '  I  have  made  this  book,'  says 
the  author, '  out  of  myself,  out  of  my  life,  and  out  of  my  heart'  It  is  born  of  my  experience  much 
BM>ra  than  of  my  studies.  I  have  derived  it  from  observation,  from  my  relations  of  friendship  and  of 
neighborhood;  have  picked  it  up  on  the  roads;  above  all,  I  have  found  it  in  the  recoUectaons 
of  my  youth.  To  know  the  life  of  the  people,  their  labora  and  their  sufferings,  I  had  but  to  interro- 
gate my  memory.  For  I  too  have  labored  with  my  hands,  and  have  learned  the  true  name  of  mod- 
ern man,  that  of  workman,  in  mora  senses  than  one.  Before  making  books  I  compootd  them  as  prin- 
ter. I  have  arranged  letters  before  arranging. ideas.'  It  is  with  such  advantages  and  in  such  a  spirit 
that  the  volume  is  written.  .  .  .  Fbok  the  Bbothem  Habpkr  we  have  the  first  number  of  a  very 
handsome  serial  publication^  the  *Pietorial  Biotory  of  Minglandt*  to  be  profusely  iDustreted  with 
Bumy  hondred  engnvings  on  wood.  It  is  to  be  completed  in  some  forty  numbers,  at  twenty-five  centa 
each,  three  or  four  numbera  to  be  issued  monthly.  The  work  is  beautifully  printed,  and  the  engrav- 
ings are  excellent  It  will  present  a  history  of%he  people  as  well  as  a  history  of  the  kingdom ;  the 
progress  of  the  country  and  its  Inhabitanu ;  political  movements  and  changes,  foreign  and  domestic 
wars,  the  whole  derived  from  original  authorities  and  other  authentic  monuments  of  the  past,  com- 
pared with,  and  read  by,  the  light  of  the  latest  inquiries  by  which  the  critical  spirit  of  modem  times 
has  illustrated  ancient  annals.  The  same  publishera  give  us '  Diocouroeo  and  Euatfo  by  Dr.  MorU 
jyAnbigni^*  a  handsome  volume,  containing  some  seventeen  ftigitive  papers  by  the  well-known  au- 
thor of  the  *  History  of  the  Reformation.'  The  volume  is  translated  by  a  son  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Baxxdw 
who  ftirnishes  an  interesting  sketch  of  the  distinguished  author.  •  .  •  *Recotteetum»  of  Mexico,  by 
Waddy  Thampoon,  Eoq^y  (our  late  Minister  to  Mexico.)  is  the  title  of  a  volume  just  issued  by  Messrs. 
Wiurv  AND  PuTNAK.  The  f  ttblication  of  this  work  is  most  timely.  It  contains  a  description  of 
the  customs,  scenes  and  peculiaritie.*  of  the  country,  written  in  an  easy,  natural,  flowing  style,  and 
with  evident  regard  to  entire  authenticity  and  correctness.  It  will  afford  the  reader  an  accurata 
CMip  £mU  of  the  country,  and  all  iu  peculiarities,  physical  and  social.  We  may  take  future  occa- 
sion to  present  several  of  the  entertaining  extracts  which  we  pencilled  while  reading  this  very  en- 
tertaining volume.'  •  •  •  Wb  have  before  us  the  second  number  of  the  second  volume  of  the 
^Fomntylnamia  Jmemal  of  Prison  DiodpUme  and  PhUanthraphf,*  an  excellent  pnbiicatioa,  which 
win  afford  us  occasion  for  some  farther  remark  hereafter.  It  is  enriched  with  a  good  copy  of 
Inxah**  picture  of  an  old  and  highly  esteemed  friend,  the  benevolent  Robkbtb  Vauz. 


THE  BORROWER  WILL  BE  CHARGED 
AN  OVERDUE  FEE  IF  THIS  BOOK  IS 
NOT  RETURNED  TO  THE  LIBRARY 
ON  OR  BEFORE  THE  LAST  DATE 
STAMPED  BELOW,  NON-RECEIPT  OF 
OVERDUE  NOTICES  DOES  NOT 
EXEMPT  THE  BORROWER  FROM 
OVERDUE    FEES. 
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